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PUBLISHERS'  NOTE 

Eoumhoid  Edition  of  Tennyson's  Poems  was  published  by  the  prede< 
of  the  present  publishers  in  1871,  and  advantage  was  at  that  time  ta 
Mozon's  English  edition  with  illustrations  by  artists,  mainly  of  the  ] 
lite  school,  to  include  a  niunber  of  these  designs ;  to  tlicsc  were  ad 
i^ns  by  American  artists  who  worked  in  much  the  same  spirit.  But  t 
comprised  somewhat  less  than  half  the  present  number  of  Tennys< 
and  from  time  to  time,  as  successive  volumes  of  poems  were  rep 
by  arrangement  with  the  Englisli  publishers,  their  contents  were  ad 
the  n&usehold  Edition  and  accompanied  by  new  designs  by  English  ; 
rican  artists. 
The  recent  issue  by  the  publishers  of  the  Cambridge  Edition  of  Tenny» 
ic  and  dramatic  works,  in  which  the  text  was  very  carefully  dctermir 
induced  them  to  reissue  the  Houae?iold  Edition  on  practically  the  st 
the  original  edition,  but  with  entirely  new  plates  of  larger  type,  i 
Ith  such  a  revision  of  the  illustrations  as  was  possible  under  the  iinpro 
mditioDS.  The  text  is  that  of  the  Cambridge  Edition,  scrupulously  ioWow 
brief  biographic  sketch  has  been  provided,  aud  suitable  indexes  hav(j  li 
imished.  The  illustrations  have  been  selected  with  ^reat  eare  from  the  1 
^gns  made  to  accompany  the  po<'ms  by  English,  American,  ami  Fre 
"tists,  aiid  have  been  reinforced  also  by  portraits  and  representations 
btoric  buildings.  In  repeating  the  important  series  by  Millais,  Koss( 
1^  Farge,  Vedder,  and  others,  recourse  has  been  hsul  to  early  imjiressic 
^  sometimes  to  the  original  blocks,  to  secure  clearness  of  linc^  and  fn 
ess  of  color.  The  total  number  of  illustrations  has  been  largely  in(Tea^ 
ttd  the  result  is  the  most  thoroughly  illustrated  Tennyson  thus  far  offeree 
lie  public. 

The  large  body  of  Tennyson's  poetic  and  dramatic  works,  when  thus 
feessed  in  bulk  by  so  many  illustrations,  makes  the  problem  of  prodiicine 
peeable  single  volume  very  difficult;  but  by  the  choice  of  ji  compact  i)ji 
1^  use  of  a  thin  opaque  paper,  and  great  care  in  printing,  the  publishers  ti 
have  at  least  come  near  the  solution  of  the  problem. 
BosTOM  :  Autumn,  1899. 
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kiiFRGD  Tennyson  was  born  August  6,  1809,  at  Somersby,  a  little  villa^ 
Lincolnshire,  England.  His  fatlier  was  the  rector  of  the  parish  ;  his  mi 
nr,  whose  maiden  name  was  Elizabeth  Fytche,  aud  whose  character  1; 
iched  in  his  poem  '  Isabel,'  was  the  daughter  of  a  clergyman  ;  and  one  of  h 
others,  who  later  took  the  name  of  Charles  Turner,  was  also  a  clergymai 
le  religious  nature  in  tlie  poet  was  a  constant  element  in  his  poetry,  an 
ith  it  may  be  named  an  abiding  love  of  the  natural  world,  which  yielded  i 
crets  to  an  observation  which  was  singularly  keen,  and  a  philosophic  reflc< 
m  which  made  Tennyson  reveal  in  his  poetry  an  apprehension  of  the  \&m 
life,  akin  to  what  Darwin  was  disclosing  in  his  contemporaneous  career. 
In  his  early  'Ode  to  Memory,*  Tennyson  has  translated  into  verse  the  coi 
knisness  which  woke  in  him  in  the  secluded  fields  of  his  Lincolnshire  birtl 
ice.  For  companionship  he  had  the  large  circle  of  his  own  home,  for  1 
■8  one  of  eight  brothers  and  four  sisters;  and  in  that  little  society  there  wj 
It  only  the  miniature  world  of  sport  and  study,  but  a  very  close  coinpauioi 
ip  with  the  large  world  of  imagination.  They  had  their  jousts  and  tourni 
ents,  their  revivification  of  knightly  deeds  in  their  sports,  and  Alfred  wt 
e  improvisatore  who  gathered  the  other  children  about  him  and  regale 
em  with  tales  of  wonder,  drawn  partly  from  his  reading,  partly  from  h 
rn  fertile  fancy. 

He  Imd,  moreover,  the  favoring  poetic  sympathy  of  two  at  any  rate  in  tl 
icle.  From  very  childhood  he  lisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came  < 
rery  wind,  aud  his  brothers  Frederick  and  (-harles,  the  one  two  years,  tl 
llier  one  year  his  senior,  were  also  given  to  poetic  composition,  so  that  afti 

■les  and  Alfred  had  l)een  at  school  in  Louth  a  short  time,  the  brothers  pi 

verses  together  and  induced  the  local  booksellers  and  printers,  Messr 

|clLS4)n,  to  publish  the  book  under  the  title  Poems  by  Tiro  lirothfrs.     Fre( 

Tennyson  indeed  contributed  four  poems;  the  rest  were  divided  bet\ve( 

"les  and  Alfred,  but  in  the  absence  of  exact  data,  the  j)resent  Lord  Tenu; 

though  he  had  memoranda  as  well  as  the  memory  of  his  inules  to  nl 
was  unable,  when  he  reprinted  the  volume  sixt}-  years  afier  its  lir 
ttlication,  to  determine  exactly  the  authorship  of  all  the  pcK-nis  The  verse 
ttch  are  preserved  in  the  Cambridge  EtlUion  of  Tennyson's  poems,  are  inte 
tag  OS  indicating  the  careful  scholarship  of  the  boys  and  the  inipressi( 
de  on  them  by  Byron,  rather  than  for  any  markal  poetic^  (juality. 
^•d crick  Tennyson  was  already  at  Cambridge  when  diaries  ;uul  Alfn 
dt  np  to  that  University  in  182^<,  and  w(;rc  matriculated  at  Trinity  CoIIcl'- 
^re<l  Tennyson  acquired  there,  as  so  many  otiier  notable  Eni^lishnien,  n< 
y  intellectual  discipline,  but  that  close  companionship  with  picked  ni( 
Ich  is  engendered  by  the  half  monastic  seclusion  of  the  English  universit; 
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There  was  a  company  which  Trom  its  number  was  dubbed  the  Apostles, 
which  be  round  cntrauce,  and  here  be  met  men  who  mfliicnccil  his  early  '■ 
aod  in  a  few  instances  were  cloec  compaDloos  tlttring  his  whole  career.  01: 
among  these  was  the  brilliant  Sterling,  and  others  were  James  t^petlding, 
expositor  of  Bacon,  Trench,  afU'rward  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  Richard  Hon 
ton  Hilnes,  better  known  as  Lord  Hougbbw,  Dean  AJford,  W.  H.  Brookflc 
the  Intimate  friend  of  Thackeray,  J.  iL  Eemble,  and  Kinglake,  the  authoi 
EalAen  and  historian  of  the  Crimean  War.  Among  thisc  men,  growing  L 
manhood  during  the  stirring  times  of  Reform,  Tennyson  drew  In  'he  k 
breaths  of  political  freedom  and  loyalty  to  tlie  highest  ideals  of  English  II 
which  were  later  to  find  expression  In  Jfaud  and  the  historical  dramas, 
waa  under  the  Influence  also  of  Maurice,  whose  friendship  was  a  lifelong 
■plratlon  to  him ;  and  perhaps  more  potent  than  all  other  influennss  was  11 
which  sprang  from  his  intimacy  with  Artliur  Hallom. 

This  young  collegian,  a  son  of  the  historian,  was  looked  upon  as  a  man 
great  promise  who  had  already  indeed  demonstratL-d  his  power  by  writings 
a  mature  order.  His  friendship  with  Tennyson  brought  him  to  the  poi 
home,  and  he  became  engaged  to  Tennyson's  sister  Emily.  The  two  n 
shared  their  studies  and  liopes  and  dreams,  and  when  in  1830  Teunj-son  pi 
lished  AwnM  ehteflif  Lyrieitl,  Hallam  came  forward  with  a  review  of  the  v 
umc  fn  The  Engtithman'*  Magaiine.  In  \^l  the  volume  was  followed 
Ihtm*,  bjf  Alfred  TtnngMn,  and  then  there  was  a  silence  of  ten  yeara  Ilalb 
died  in  1B33,  and  his  death  seems  to  have  so  stirred  the  depths  of  the  po< 
nature  that  he  retired  into  a  life  almost  of  seclusion  in  which  he  confron 
the  problems  of  life  and  eternity  much  as  many  a  mformer  or  preacher  1 
girded  up  his  loins  in  ttie  wUdemcss. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  this  decade  was  one  of  brooding  alone, 
flrst  indeed,  in  the  privacy  of  the  Somersby  rectory  he  devoted  himself  w 
systematic  industry  to  study  ratlier  than  to  composition.  Once  in  a  while 
used  his  little  hoard  of  savings  in  a  visit  to  London  to  sec  his  college  frlei 
living  there,  and  he  mndu  a  journey  also  into  the  Lake  country.  Yet  he  coi 
not  long  withhold  himself  from  his  vocation,  and  little  by  little  he  shon 
poems  lo  his  friends  and  received  their  criticism.  In  1842  appeared  a  ful 
Tolume  of  FMhu.  in  1847  The  Pi-ittecM  was  published,  and  in  1850  appeal 
the  great  elegy  In  Memoriam  A.  B.  H.,  which  «t  the  seal  upon  his  poetic 

nis  livelihood,  during  these  years,  had  been  mainly  a  small  sum  which  I 
come  from  his  grandfather,  his  father  having  died  in  1831,  but  now  there  v 
sufficient  security  In  the  income  from  his  writings  to  enable  him  to  renew 
engagement  with  Emily  Sellwood,  ■n'hose  younger  sister  had  married  Chsi 
Tennyson,  and  who  hemelt  on  that  occssioi  waa  bridesmaid,  with  Alfred  T 
nyson  as  groomsman.  The  marriage  took  place  in  the  same  month  that 
Mtmoriam  was  published,  and  the  weddad  life  which  followed  wn.1  the  pr 
anchorage  of  the  poet's  soul.  In  after  life  he  said  :  'The  pence  of  Qod  ca 
into  my  life  before  the  altar  when  I  wedded  her.'  He  testifltd  of  liis  atTect 
when  he  published  the  lyrical  dedication  to  the  BTuxh  Ardca  volume,  beg 
Ding: 

'Dear-  Mvaud  tns.  —no  tni«r  Tlni*  hinuelf ' 
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also  the  lines  'June  bracken  and  heather'  which  introduce  the  QCnoi 
The  same  year  Tennyson  was  made  Poet  Laureate  in  successorahi 
Wordsworth. 

^nnyson  regarded  his  post  as  Poet  Laureate  in  tlie  light  of  a  high  poet 
1  patriotic  ardor.  When  he  was  meditating  his  first  hiurcute  i)oem  *  To  tl 
Men/ be  was  thinking  especially  of  a  stanza  in  which  '  the  empire  of  Wortl 
■tti  should  be  assertcil :  for  ho  was  a  reprcsentatlyc  Poet  I^aureate,  such 
■t  as  kings  should  honor,  and  such  an  one  as  would  do  honor  to  kings  ;- 
lUng  the  period  of  a  reign  famous  by  the  utterance  of  memorable  won 
JMsniing  that  perioil.'  The  laurel  'greener  from  the  brows  of  him  that  ii 
^d  nothing  base/  was  mdeed  worn  with  dignity  and  grace,  and  in  the  Ch 
"ik^  Death  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,,  and  tlie  spirited  'Britons,  guard  yoi 
tn,'  'The  Third  of  February/  'Hands  all  round.'  and  'The  Charge  of  0 
Lght  Brigade,'  Tennyson  showed  the  passion  of  the  English  patriot  in  a  ma: 
■  which  has  been  neither  echoed  nor  erli])Ked  in  the  verses  which  in  a  simili 
ririt  have  been  contributed  by  Uudyanl  Kipling  in  recent  years  to  Ti 
■nee  But  it  wtis  in  Maud  that  Tennyson  concentrated  the  feeling  whi( 
HirousGil  in  his  nature  by  the  com promisr;  which  he  Ijelieved  the  commerci 
pirit  of  his  day  was  seeking  to  effect  In^tween  national  honor  and  nation 
■oaperity ;  and  it  is  not  strange  that  this  poem,  with  its  almost  incoherei 
cleg,  should  have  seemed  to  many  of  his  countrymen  as  almost  the  utteran( 
Vao  insimc  man. 

The  record  of  Tennyson's  career  from  this  timr  forward  is  nwirkcd  by  tl 
^coessive  publication  of  liis  works.  IIu  chanired  his  home  more  than  one 
■rtly  in  obedience  to  an  almost  morbid  fear  of  intrusion ;  but  a  family  gre 
Palioiit  him,  and  his  domestic  life  was  one  of  great  serenity  and  beauty.  I 
"v-elled  little  out  of  his  own  country,  and  he  was  not  greatly  given  to  lott 
I'ling  ;  but  lie  numb(T(Ml  amongst  devoted  friends  scmie  of  the  gr(fat(\st  En 
"hinen  of  his  time.  His  son  has  printed  the  letters  which  passed  betwe* 
5l  and  the  Queen,  showinu:  how  genuine  and  de(»p  was  the  emotion  whi< 
ch  excited  iu  the  other.  He  was  warmly  attached  to  liobert  Browning 
B  Duke  of  Argyll  was  jm  intimate  companion,  and  Edward  FitzGendd,  wi 
*  whimsical  hero  worship,  laid  his  tribute  with  alTectionale  constancy 
ixiny son's  feet. 

When  iu  later  life  he  was  now  and  then  a  figure  in  London  society,  he 
!>4t  for  the  companionship  which,  iu  the  ^Metaphysical  S<M*iety,  brought 

dose  contact  with  Dean  Stanh^y,  Cardinal  Manning.  James  MartfaMV 
Und  Lushingt/)n,  and  many  others  among  ecclesiastics,  Carr 
mdall  and  other  scientists,  ami  Froude,  Bagehot,  Pattison, 
On  of  letters  and  learning. 

The  Jilylht  of  tJw  King,  published  in  ISOO,  a  lirss  complot 
>w  included  under  the  title,  continuiMl  his  groat  poetic  llr 

its  purpose  an  epitome  of  the  greater  Knghmcl  of  his  801 
o  most  notable  turn  in  his  p«:H'rie  earcter  w/is  wlien.  in  187! 
ter  his  enrliest  ventiin;  in  ver.s<*,  he  piihlishctl  his  dram 
e  had  no  thought  of  writing  wJiat  nni  known  as  closet  ^uw 
utic  instinct  iu  him  was  powerfu?,  even  though  it  had  thiul 
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mainly  in  lyric  form,  and  from  this  time  forward  be  gave  the  b 
power  to  writing  for  the  stage.  With  slight  exceptions,  these  drai 
terpretations  of  English  history.  They  are  serious  studies,  and  a  f 
tempt  was  made  to  give  them  proper  stage  presentation ;  but  the  coi 
the  theatre  in  England  and  it  may  be  said  also  Tennyson's  too  archa 
tion  of  treatment  seemed  to  stand  in  the  way  of  anything  like  popi 
nition. 

In  1884  the  Queen  raised  him  to  the  peerage,  to  which  twice  bcf< 
been  invited,  and  he  became  Baron  of  Aldworth  and  Farringford.  ' 
tion  was  in  the  direct  line  of  English  tradition,  and  the  nobility  of 
(lom  was  enriched  by  his  succession.  He  continued  to  publish  until 
Indeed,  the  final  volume  of  his  poems  was  in  press  at  the  time  of 
which  occurred  October  7,  1892.  He  was  buried  in  the  'Poefs  C 
Westminster  Abbey,  on  the  12th  of  the  sanoe  moFth. 


TO    THE   QUEEN 

UrtfTtii.  M«n-*ii —  O  }tnf  fAat  holii 

A  maUtr  t^€t  upon  tcirlh 

naM  armi,  or  /•tiieer  of  hmin^  or  hirA 
Comld  gift  ikt  witrriof  itngs  0/  old, 

Vt^l/trui,  —  limtyour  Royal  gract 
To  am  «fU$s  itcsert  allows 
Tkh  loMrfl  grtfiur /ram  the  hrovii 

Of  kim  that  ulter'd  Hulking  liist ; 

.1'^  ■■  ■■  ■■'.'_  .  .■  ^■,aU'ie^.x,>iHiilhc  can 
That  yakts  ivith  empire,  yield  you  limt 
To  make  dtmoHd  of  ntotbrn  rhyme 

If  aught  0/  ancieHt  ■worth  be  there; 

Then  —  vjkile  a  nveeler  music  ivakes. 
And Ikrif  ■wild March  the  throstle  (alls. 
Where  all  about  your  palace-iualls 
The  sun-lit  almond-blossom  shakes  — 

Take,  Afadam,  this  poor  book  0/  song; 
For  tho'  the  faults  were  thick  as  liust 
In  vacant  chambers.  I  could  trust 

Your  kindness.     May  you  rule  us  long. 

And  leave  us  rulers  of  your  blood 
As  noble  till  the  latest  day  .' 
May  children  of  our  children  say. 

She  wrought  her  people  lasting  good, 

•  Htr  court  was  pure ,   her  life  serene  : 
C«dgave  her  peace ;  her  land  reposed _ 
A  thousand  claims  to  reference  closed 
Imheras  Mother,  iVi/e,  and  Queen,- 
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*-  And  'statesmen  at  her  councH  met 
Who  knew  the  seasons  when  to  take 
Occasion  by  the  hand^  and  make 
The  bounds  of  freedom  wider  yet 


'By  shaping  some  august  decree 

Which  kept  her  throne  unshaken  stilly 
Broad-based  upon  her  people's  wili^ 

And  compass* d  by  the  inviolate  seaJ 
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NOTHING  WILL  DIE 

Whkn  will  the  stream  be  aweary  of 
flowing 
Under  my  eye  ? 
When  will  tha  wind  be  aweary  of 
blowing 
Over  the  sky  ? 
When  will  the  clouds  be  aweary  of 

fleeting  ? 
When  will  the  heart  be  aweary  of 
beating  ? 
And  nature  die  ? 
Never,  O,  never,  nothing  will  die ; 
The  stream  flows. 
The  wind  blows, 
The  cloud  fleets, 
The  heart  beats, 
Nothing  will  die. 

Nothing  will  die ; 
All  things  will  change 
Thro*  eternity. 
"T  is  the  world's  winter ; 
Autumn  and  summer 
Are  gone  long  ago ; 
Earth  is  dry  to  the  centre, 
But  spring,  a  new  comer, 
A  spring  rich  and  strange, 
Shall  make  the  winds  blow 
Round  and  round, 
Thro'  and  thro'. 

Here  and  there. 

Till  the  air 
And  the  ground 
Shall  be  fill'd  with  life  anew. 

The  world  was  never  mado  ; 
It  will  change,  but  it  will  not 

fa<le. 
So  let  the  wind  range: 
For  even  and  morn 

Ever  will  be 

Thro'  eternity. 
Nothing  was  born ; 
Nothing  will  die; 
All  things  will  change. 

ALL  THINGS  WILL  DIE 

Clearly  the  blue  river  chimes  in  its 
flowing 

Under  my  eye  ; 
Warmlv  and  broadly  the  south  winds 
are  blowing 
Over  the  sky. 


One  after  another  the  white  c 

are  fleeting ; 
Every  heart  this  May  morning  ii 
ance  is  beating 

Full  merrily ; 
Tet  all  things  must  die. 
The  stream  wul  cease  to  flo^ 
The  wind  will  cease  to  blow 
The  clouds  will  cease  to  flee 
The  heart  will  cease  to  beat 
For  all  things  must  die. 

All  things  must  die. 
Spring  will  come  never  mor 

O,  vanity  I 
Death  waits  at  the  door. 
See  !  our  friends  are  all  f  ora 
The  wine  and  the  merrymal 
We  are  call'd  —  we  must  go 
Laid  low,  very  low, 
In  the  dark  we  must  lie. 
The  merry  glees  are  still ; 
The  voice  of  the  bird 
Shall  no  more  be  heard, 
Nor  the  wind  on  the  hill. 

O,  misery ! 
Hark  1  death  is  calling 
While  I  speak  to  ye, 
The  jaw  is  falling, 
The  red  cheek  paling, 
The  strong  limbs  failing ; 
Ice  witli  the  warm  blood  mi 
The  eyeballs  fixing. 
Nine  times  goes  the  passing 
Ye  merry  souls,  farewell. 

The  old  earth 

Hml  a  birth. 

As  all  men  know, 

Long  ago. 
And  the  old  earth  mu5tt  die. 
So  let  the  warm  winds  rang 
And    the    blue    wave    beat 

shoi"e  ; 
For  even  and  mom 
Ye  will  never  see 
Tliro'  eternity. 
All  things  were  bom. 
Y(?  will  come  never  more. 
For  all  things  must  die. 

LEONINE  ELEGIACS 

Low-FiiOwiNG  brei^zes  are  ro« 
tlie  broad  valley  diram'd  : 
gloaming ; 

Thoro'  the  black-stemm'd  pines 
the  far  river  shines. 


SUPPOSED   CONFESSIONS 


imMbupprt  cBroIlcUi  olmrl.T 
■  Vbm   -mnod-Oan  caim;  sbrilly 

cMWJp ;     dpwa   fall  thlUy  :   In 
bar   ttnt    ill*!*  MiTtb  braUhM 

■m  paota  to  lltc  bwn  wattr- 

Sm  ter  Uw  Iirwi4bi  tho  glln- 
Mntec  «■>«  nutflowwli ; 
piM>r  ih^lr-'l  «tUi  irfnsdoiM 
■»  tk«  dark  bjrKiine. 
hiiMBd    Hoper    I*   BBful    be- 
twoMi  Uw  two  pmUu  ;  bnt  UiH 

Mac  la  mOA  Burnt  boliLi  IiIri 

taaaMfeIn  hnrbiveMt. 
B^tnA  |HMlnB  oingclli  that  IIm- 

■am*  an  tUagt  'mattftb, 
tunc  the  wauled  mini] :  tiring 

■w  nir  krrc.  RoMlf  ad. 
I  CTMwM  mnmlng  or  eren :  she 

OMnctli  not  momiuK  or  even. 
''«Ta]  Ua^T,  unkiiul,  where  U 

mj  twc«t  RiMlind  T 

ITPfHNtED  CONFER8ION8 

I  ■areZt>-R*TB    OCXAinTK  HTKD 

» !  mj  Oa)  I  hftve  mercjr  now. 
m,  1  faU.     Men  my  tint  Tbuu 
I  dk  for  ms^  for  ■udi  «■  >»«, 
nt  of  n.  ud  doth,  and  (ocim. 
Ikai  s  J  ila  waa  ■•  a  Ibnm 
az  the  thora*  Ibat  girt  Th;  brow, 
■^K  Thjr  mil.  —  Thai  nveo 


.   re.  I  AamU  reqnlra 
ra'  and  (f  •  bull  of  Dm 
M  riT«  the  alnnbrcMu  aui 


■  t^  honta  pffd*  hmu^ht  low  T 
'  Mtlaa  of  Bv  >|>lrit  nlll  1 
'tolhMllanjrrTMswiU 
hM.  ^  dMl.  Hd  (MfpMi  like 


Anil  wliat  is  left  fo  me  btil  Tliou, 
And  faith  in  Thi-c?  Men  piws  mo  by  ; 
C'lirialiuns  Willi  liuppycounteimnpCT — 
Arul  chilJn-u  all  twi^m  full  of  TIim  I 
AihI     woiucrn    enillc     with   Baiiitliko 
glajices  u 

Like  TliiDc  own  mottaei's  wbou  alie 

Abof  B  Thipe,  on  that  happ7  morn 
When  angeU  atuike  to  mon  aloud. 
And  Thou  ano  peace  to  earth  wen 

Good-will  to  me  OS  well  as  ail  — 
I  one  of  them  ;  my  brotheTs  thoy ; 
Biotlicrs  lu  Ohrlat — a  world  of  peace 
Ami  ounOdence,  day  after  day ;        k 
And  trast  ami  hope  ttll  things  should 

And  than  on«  Bcsren  recdve  ua  all. 


How  gweot  to  lisve  a  common  fnlth  I 
To  bold  a.  common  sumi  of  d(«th ! 
And  at  n  burial  to  hi'or 
The  mSiklng  cnrdit  which  wnnnd  and 


Thrirv  happy  state  ag^n  to  bo         « 
The  LruHtfiii  infnnt  on  the  knee, 
Who  lelji  his  rosy  flngera  plav 
About  bia  niotUcr'N  neck,  anil  knowa 
Nulhing  beyond  bis  motliiT'fi  nyii  I 
They  ctunfort  him  liv  night  aiul  day ; 
Thev  light  his  little  )ifo  alwny  ; 
He  hath  no  thnuglit  nf  coming  wom; 
Ho  hath  no  rar«  of  lite  or  dratb  ; 
Searcc  outwanl  *\itoii  of  Jov  Hriw. 
Because  the  Spirit  of  IwppWw        to 
And  perfert  rent  so  Inward  Is  ; 
And  lovpih  so  hln  tunooont  Iirart. 
Her  Icmnlc  and  htr  pla<v  of  liirih. 
Wher*  she  would  ev.T  winli  W  dwi'll, 
Iitfc  of  the  founinin  there,  bi-ni'aih 
Its  salient  springn,  itnd  fur  a|mn, 
llntini;  to  wander  uiil  on  cnnb. 
Or  brMtho  Into  the  hollow  nit. 
^Vl1•ltl>!  rhtllnifM  wtiidil  maki'  vlnlhlo 
Iter  mtlitil.  wnnn.  unil  trolden  liruilli. 
Which  niUInu  wilhlhi'lrifHiit'iiUloiJil. 
Fulfllx  him  with  tiratltiiilc.  «• 


Uf  God, 


1-ltli 


to  fortify 


!iale< 

fr«»i  doubt, 
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1 

That  pride,  the  sin  of  devils,  rtoi| 
Betwixt  me  and  the  light  <A  Goda 
That  hitherto  I  had  defied 
And  had  rejected  God  —  thatpd 
Would  drop  from  His  o*erlin^ 

love, 
As  manna  on  my  wildemefls,      \ 
If  I  would  pray  — that  God  li 

move 
And  strike  the  hard,  hard  rock,  I 

thence, 
Sweet  in  their  utmost  hittenMii 
Would  issue  tears  of  penitence 
Which  would  keep  i^reen  hope'i  I 

Alas! 
I  think  that  pride  hath  now  nopll 
Nor  sojourn  in  me.     I  am  vcdd, 
Dark,  formless,  utterly  destrojci 

Why  not  believe  then  ?  Why  not; 
Anchor  thy  frailty  there,  where  ■ 
ITath  moor'd  and  rested  ?  Ask  the 
At  midnight,   when  the  crisp  i 

waves 
After  a  tempest  rib  and  fret 
The  broad-imbased  beach,  why  be 
Slumbers  not  like  a  mountain  tin 
Wherefore  his  rid^s  are  not  cuils 
And  ripples  of  an  Inland  men*  f 
Wherefore  he  moimetli  thus,  noro 
Dmw  down  into  his  vexed  pools 
All  that  blue  heaven  which  hues  i 

]>ave8 
The  other  ?    I  am  too  forlcvn. 
Too  sliaken :  my  own  weaknen  ft 
My  judipuent,  and  my  spirit  wUil 
Moved  from  beneath  with  doubt  i 

fear. 

'  Yet,'  said  I,  in  mv  mom  of  yootl 
The     unsunu*d     fresliness    of 

strength. 
When  I  went  forth  in  quest  of  tra 
'  It  is  man's  priviloi^e  to  doubt. 
If  so  1m>  that  from  (loubt  at  len^rth 
n>iith   may  stand  forUi  immovix 

change. 
An  image  with  profulgent  brows 
And  perfect  limbs,  as  fnmi  the  sU 
Of  running  Arcs  and  fluid  range 
Of  lawless  airs,  at  last  stood  out 
Tliis  excellence  and  solid  form 
Of  constant  l)eauty.     For  the  ox 
Vv.i'iU  in  the  herb,  and  sleeps,  or  I 
The  homed  vallevs  all  about. 
And  hollows  of  the  fringed  hills 


To  arm  in  proof,  and  guanl  about 
With  triple- mailed  trust,  and  clear 
Delight,  the  infant's  dawning  year. 

Would  that  my  gloomed  fancy  were 
As  thine,    my   mother,   when    with 

brows 
Propt  on  thy  knees,  my  hands  upheld 
(n  tliine,  I  listen'd  t^)  thy  vows,         71 
Por  me  outpour'd  in  holiest  prayer — 
For  nic  unworthy  !  —  and  bchclJl 
Thy  mild  deep'  (yes  upniised,  that 

knew 
The  beaut}''  and  rcpcjse  of  faith, 
And  the  clwir  spirit  sliining  thro'. 
O.  wherefore  do  we  grow  awry 
FnMn  roots  which    strike  so  deep  ? 

why  dare 
Patlia  in  the  d(?sert  ?    CoiUd  not  I 
liow  myself  down,  where  thou  hast 

knelt,  80 

To  the  earth — until   the  ice  would 

melt 
Here,  and  I  feel  as  thou  hast  felt  ? 
What  devil  Inid  tin;  luuirt  to  scathe 
Flowers  Uioii  hadst  rear'd  —  to  brush 

the  dew 
From  thine  own  lily,  when  thy  gnive 
Was  deep,  mv  mother,  in  the  clav  ? 
MvselfY    Is  it  thus?    Myself  V  Had  I 
S()  little  love  for  thee  t    Hut  whv 
Prevail'd  not  thy  pure  pniyers  ?  \Vhy 

pray 
To  out!  who  hee<ls  not,  who  can  save 
But  will   not?    (treat  in   faith,   and 

strong  9f 

Against  Ww  grli'f  of  circumstance 
Wert  tliou,  an<l  yet  unheanl.     What 

if 
Thou  jileadest  still,  and  seest  me  drive 
Thro-  utter  dark  a  full-sail'd  skiff, 
I'npiloti'd  i'  the  echoing  dance 
Of  n-hoant  whirhvinds,  st(M)j)inglow 
Tnto  tlie  death,  not  sunk  1     I  know 
At  matins  and  at  evensong, 
That  thou,  if  thou  wertyet  alive,     ko 
In   deep   and  daily  prayers  wouliist 

strive 
To  rt'coni'ile  me  with  thy  (J!o<l. 
AllM'it.  my  hope  is  gniy.  and  cold 
At    lu-artl    thou    wouldest    nuirniiir 

still  — 
'  Hrinir  this  lanih  back  into  Thv  foM. 
My  Lnrd,  if  so  it  ]>.■  Thy  will.' 
Wouldst  till  nie  I  must  brook  the  nnl 
A.nd  chastisement  of  human  pride; 


tlie  flocks 
TW  brt  nluhiMh  in  ibe  year, 
''h  frmlT  witli  UIh  fwe, 
rm  to  ni>  mnthor's  calU    i^ 

.     A>wa'd  furrow.     In  a  time 

U(  >IM  be  WOU  aoi,  run  Hum  pains 
ThM  Ha  mnn  b>»n :  aiul  Uk*n,  from 

Bt  kaov*  Milt  on  hla  light  then  falls 
Aila^iw :  aad  bla  natlTO abpe. 
Vh«*  ha  waa  wont  to  lean  and  climb. 
nak  ttm  Ua  aick  aad  lliniod  eT«a, 
Aad  aillilin  (a  Ute  Jwritnw  ibnwa 
&to*MMl  mniiwvd.  and  be  dies. 
ttiU  am  Hve  Uiu^  In  Jo;  and  Itopo 
Jb  »  ;»»( lamb,  wtui  cannot  dream, 
litfe«.  bat  that  be  ahaU  live  on  T  ,„ 
■d  >•  BOl  hxA  Into  the  lawa 
tt  Ofc  ^  dHth.  ftod  Utinga  tltat 

ill  lllMl  lAst  be,  ami  uulym 
ftrlaalit  aatiitv,  and  raiuium 
UcM^  tOl  WB  luTc  found  tfai:  ouct, 
ir««ih««bet'    A:rtncl    irc«r 
ill  ^j  nut  doubt,  btrt  ertMynh^ru 
tme  BDrt  rJMp  tduU.    YhI,  my  Ofiil. 
tkwaU  1  UlotT     I.et  Thv  d.ifn  .>k. 
kda*  OM  amr.  and  ms  ama 
kanaaabei'd.  and  Thy  )oro 
h^tlUB  MBl     O,  bach  mo  yut 
IimiImI  Wore  Uu'  I1PAT7  clod 
Villh  M  ne,  and  tlw  hxiny  fret 
(Km  ikarp^bmlnl  wnmi  \Mtgiaa 
bila  gma  blacknt-na  uiiilcnmUi. 

0  Mvy  nf  i> )    O  wcarj  drntb  1 
0  VUt  Md  hMrt  iDada  dcaolato ! 
04aHidnclltaUagiUlal  1^ 


From  miuiy  a  woudruiiii  gral  nud  1 
I  ervt  t-vll 

I  UonuuilHT'il  and  cnornioiii  polypi 

Wionuw  wilLgliiaturuui  tlic  Hluiubi 
lug  grveu. 
'  There  luith  ho  IilIq  fur  agea,  and  m 
I  llci 

Battening  U|iun  hugu  wa-wonns 
his  slcup, 

Until  the   lattur  Are    shall  heat  1 

Tlu^n  iiaee  by  nuui  luid  angeh  to 


It  tlieir  hnur  nf  blrtl 


Tbo  etn^nma,  tlirough  nmnjr  a  llli 

Duw[i  uirolHnc  t<i  lliu  t-rispiKl  wm 
Uw-tiiikkd  with  »  U'tlKke  fiuw 
Atwi't-ii    tliu    bl<M>tuma,    'Wo    h 


Ajiir,  (nlrr  Ulan, 

Flitting,  fall?  Ullan, 
When  I  link  her  If  tdit^  Iiivp  me 
Clannii  her  tluy  luuidi  ubovi-  tm?, 

lAiighlna  »ll  "hf  iiiri ; 
8bo  'II  not  t(<n  me  If  iLv  lots  nu). 

Cruel  little-  Lilian. 


T&B  KHAKBN 

ki««  Aa  thtudcr*  of  tlw  upper 
4aef . 

Wf.  ba  bra^Ab  In  the  nbr«nul  nt-n,  ni'nwttifc  la  lim'  tlgha. 

■1  MtlwL  dmamlrai,    iwinTuhvl        8hu.  looking  thra'  and  ihrn' 

Tliuri>Uh'hlv  to  undo  me, 

Smtling.  txf.rvT  Bpraku ; 

■xhb  fleo  ^  Innocont-nn-h.  wi  funntngalmnli 

I  ■■  ilwiiiiaj  ildm:  above  him     l''n<Tii  limuntli  hi*r  ttatlu-rol  wlmpto 

awdl  I       (iliiiit-ini.'  wtlh  black'bnuli<<l  »-yM, 

Vap  ipi«p*  "f  millennial  (powth     Till  llic  liRhtninji  Uugblen  dlmfile 
and  tei^t ;  I'lto  linby-man  In  bpf  chtslu 

i^tyylalo  Um  rfcU/  Bght,      I  Tbcn  away  abe  Olea. 
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III 

Prytliee  weep.  May  Lilian  ! 
Gaiety  without  eclipse 

Wearietb  me.  May  Lilian ; 
rhnV  my  very  heart  it  thrilleth 

When  from  crimson- threaded  lips 
Silver-treble  laughter  trilleth: 

Prythee  weep,  3Iay  Lilian  ! 

IV 

Pniying  all  I  can, 
If  prayers  will  not  hush  thee, 

Airy  Lilian, 
Like  a  rose-leaf  I  will  crush  thee. 

Fairy  Lilian. 


ISABEL 

Etes  not  down-dropt  nor  over-bright, 
but  fed 
With    the   clear- pointed    flame   of 

chastity, 
CI  ear,  without  heat,  undying,  tended 
by 
Pure  vestal  thoughts  m  the  trans- 
lucent fane 
Of  her  still  spirit ;  locks  not  wide-dis- 

preiul, 
3Iadonna-wisc  on  either  side  her  head ; 
Sweet  lips  whereon  perpetually 
did  reign 
The  summer  calm  of  golden  charity. 
Were  tixeil  shadows    of    thy    fixed 
m(Mxi, 
Revered  Isabel,  the  crown  and 
head. 
The  stately  flower  of  female  fortitude. 
Of  perfect    wifehood   and   pure 
low^lihead. 

The  intuitive  decision  of  a  bright 
And  thorough-edged  intellect  to  part 
Error  from  crime  ;  a  prudence  to 

withhold ; 
The  laws  of  marriage  character'd 
in  gold 
Upon  the  blanched  tablets  of  her 
heart ; 
A  love  still  burning  upward,  giving 

light 
To  read  those  laws ;  an  accent  very  low 
In   blandishment,  but  a  most  silver 
flow 
Of  subtle- paced  counsel   in  dis- 
tress, 


Right  to  the  heart  and  brain, 

descried. 
Winning  its  way  with 

gentleness 
Thro*  all  the  outworiu  of  su 

pride ; 
A  courage  to  endure  and  to  o1 
A  hate  of  gossip  piirlAnce, 

sway, 
Crown'd   Isabel,  thro*  all  he 

life. 
The  queen  of  marriage,  a  in 

feet  wife. 

The  mellow*d  reflex  of  a  winte 

A  clear  stream  flowing  with  s 

one. 

Till  in  its  onward  current  it 

With  swifter  movement 

purer  light 
The  vexecl  eddies  of  its  v 

brother ; 
A  leaning  and  upbearing] 
Clothing  the  stem,  whidi 
fallen  quite. 
With  cluster*d  flower-bells 
brosial  orbs 
Of  rich  fruit-bunches  lea 

each  other  — 
Shadow  forth  thee :  —  tli 
hath  not  another 
(Tho'  all  her  fairest  forms  are 

thee. 
And  thou  of  God  in  thy  great 
Of  such  a  finished  chasten'd  p 


MARIANA 


*  BfariuM  iu  the  raoated  gninf 
Measure  Jor  i 

With  blackest  moss  the  flowi 
Were  thickly  crusted,  one  n 
The  rustwl  nails  fell  from  the 
That   held  the   pear  to  th 
wall. 
The    broken    sheds    look'd 
strange: 
Unlifted  was  the  clinking  \\ 
Weeded    and    worn    the 
thatch 
Upon  the  lonely  moattnl  gran 
She  only  s;\id,  *  My  life  i* 
He  conieth  not,'  she  sai 
She  said,  *  I  am  aweary,  i 
I  would  that  I  were  de 


/^"' 


t  wtUi    Um    ilow*   1 
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And  o'er  it  many,  round  and  small. 

The  clustered  marish-mosses  crept 
Hard  b^  a  poplar  shook  alway,         41 
All  silver-green  with  gnarl^  bark : 
For  leagues  no  other  tree  did  mark 
The  level  waste,  the  rounding  gray. 
She  only  said,  '  My  life  is  dreary. 

He  cometh  not,'  she  said ; 
She  said,  '  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  dead  1 ' 

And  ever  when  the  moon  was  low, 
And  the  shrill  winds  were  up  and 
away,  50 

In  the  white  curtain,  to  and  fro. 

She  saw  the  gusty  shadow  sway. 
But  when  the  moon  was  very  low, 
And  wild  winds  bound  within  their 

cell. 
The  shadow  of  the  poplar  fell 
Upon  her  bed,  across  her  brow. 

She    only    said,    'The    night  is 
dreary. 
He  cometh  not,'  she  said  ; 
She  said,  *  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  dead  I '    60 

All  day  within  the  dreamy  house, 

The  doors  upon  their  hinges  creak'd ; 
The  blue  fly  sung  in  the  pane ;  the 
mouse 
Behind    the   mouldering   wainscot 
shriek'd, 
Or  from  the  crevice  pecr'd  about. 
Old  faces  glimmer'd  thro'  the  doors, 
Old  footsteps  trod  the  upper  floors, 
Old  voices  calleii  her  from  without. 
She  only  said,  *  3Iy  life  is  dreary, 
He  cometh  not,'  she  said  ;        70 
She  said,  *  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  dead !  * 

The  sparrow's  chirrup  on  the  roof. 

The  slow  clock  ticking,  and  the  sound 
Which  to  the  wooing  wind  aloof 

The  poplar  made,  did  all  confound 

Her  sense ;  but  most  she  loathed  the 

hour 

When  the  thick-moted  sunbeam  lay 

Athwart  the  chambers,  and  the  day 

Was    sloping   toward     his    w^estern 

bower.  80 

Then  said  she,  *  I  am  very  dreary, 

He  will  not  come,'  she  said; 
She  wept, '  I  am  aweaiy,  aweary, 
O  God.  that  I  were  dead  I ' 


TO 


Cleab-heaoed  friend,  whose  J 
scorn, 
Edged  with   sharp  laughter, 
atwain 
The   knots   that   tangle    h 
creeds. 
The  wounding  cords  that  bin< 
strain 
The  heart  until  it  bleeds, 
Ray-fringed  eyelids  of  the  mom 
Roof  not  a  glance  so  keen  as  1 
If  aught  ofprophecy  be  mii 
Thou  wilt  not  live  in  vain. 

n 

Low-cowering  shall  the  Sophist 
Falsehood   shall    bare  her  p 

brow; 
Fair-fronted  Truth  shall  droo 
now 
With  shrilling  shafts  of  subtle  w 
Nor    martyr-flames,     nor    treu 
sworas 
Can  do  away  that  ancient  lie ; 
A  gentler  death  shall  Falsehoo 
Shot   thro'   and   thro'  with   cu 
words. 

ui 

Weak  Truth  a-leaning  on  her  en 

Wan,  wasted  Tru3i  in  her  u 
need, 

Thy  kingly  intellect  sliall  feed 
Until  she  be  an  athlete  bold, 
And  weary  with  a  finger's  touch 

Those  writhed  limbs  of  ligfc 
speed; 
Like  that  strange  angel  which  ol 

Until  the  breaking  of  the  lighi 
Wrestled  with  wandering  Israel, 

Past   Yabbok    brook    the  Ui 
night, 
And  heaven's  ma7A»d  signs  stood 
In  the  dim  tract  of  Penuel. 


MADELINE 


Thou  art  not  steep'd  in  goldei 
guors. 
No  tranced  summer  calm  is  ti 
Ever  varying  Madeline. 


and  abadow  tliou  iluti 

Boaa.  aw^et  uid  straDjKc, 
■*  and  duSuf  ■ogL-ra, 
tnu  of  flitthig  clmnge. 


\n<\  ibe  Tar-off  strram  is  dumb, 

.\ii<l  the  whirring  sail  goee  round, 

Aiid  llie  whiiriug  sail  goes  rmiDd : 

Alonu  Hud  waruiiug-  his  Svc  wiu, 

Tire  white  owl  iu  tLe  belfry  aiti. 


test  to  kytre-lcm. 
MP  tad  dear  an  IUe  . 
bIW:  tMt  wImi  nuy  know 
to  or  bown  Im  Oeetitr  T 
to  or  hown  be  •WMtor. 
l««f  kaowT 
■t-ffweal  alone  Ilio  broV 
M  OTvr  ajea  dlvint^, 
Huoda   ■UD-frlngvd,    are 


li  todwial  brotbrr; 
*  dfcat  abemf  moot 
9  Am  Into  etch  olhcr. 
tW  ni}->t«rr  ia  Ihiuc: 
■ovninK.  ereniKiK, 
wvftctTn  lor<>-lnr«. 
r  vaiTiiig  Ibdellue. 


Iwy. 

And  thr  [»(tk  hath  miag  beni»lli  the 
tliRtch 
TwiOB  or  tiirite  hU  rnimdulajr. 
Twice  or  thrice  hiii  roiindi-lnj ; 
Alnitc  and  wamilue  bM  flvti  nit4. 
The  while  owl  lu  the  belfry  Bit*. 

SECOND  BONO 

TO  TUK  KAHM 


Tnv  tnvrbitA  are  liill'd,  I  wot. 
Thy  liiwhonn  of  yeBl«nilghl, 
Which  upon  the  daife  alloal. 
So  took  echo  with  delight, 
80  took  echo  with  delight. 
TTwt  her  voice,  tialiitit^fiil  growa 
WiairB  all  day  a  fainter  tone. 


e  pMrfon  fua'd. 

tit  IwMka and  duncM: 

Mid  Uas  thy  hand. 

•DKer'd  duuae 

■  liiy  calmer  frbuxwi, 

dl  brown  drop*  down 

rtnt  frown: 

Mm  awKy. 

f  naioauy, 

L  mar  *tMy  wnag\esi. 

hiajf  AlMlly  the  while. 

ammag  bean  ■dtangkuu 


IM»  HBomuly. 
>NiliwlMHTfly: 


;0-THE  OWL 


would  mock  tbv  crhaunt  anew; 
tlut  I  nuitxM  niimiclt: 
Not  a  whit  nf  thy  tiiwbiM. 
Tbi-e  10  woo  to  Ihy  tuwhK, 
Thee  to  wix)  to  Ihy  Hiwhlt. 
With  n  trngthcn'd  loud  halloo^ 
Tuwhoo.     tiiwbll,     tiiwhit.     ta 
whoo-o-ol 


WfiK.i  Uio  brMRo  of  a  Joyful  dawn 

b|pw  tinf 
In  th«  Nllkm  ladl  of  fnfiknry. 
The  ildf  of  time  flpw'd  hock  with  me, 

Tb«  forwanl  fl'jwiue  tidn  of  timn  -. 
.\nil  many  n  abrcoT  Mimnif  r-Bioni, 
Adown  thi-  Tljrri*  1  wm  Uimr. 
Ur  BBtfdat'M  •thriiH'S  "(  frpttnl  aoM. 
ifiKb-Wiillnl  Rurili'ii"  |irpi-ii  snifold  ; 

Trill  MuKOulman  wiu  I  and  nwuni. 
Kor  it  WW  In  rhn  KoldrD  prime       » 
Of  S99d  HwpuD  Altaachld. 
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Anight  my  shallop,  rustling  thro' 
The  low  and  bloomed  foliage,  drove 
The  fragrant,  glistening  deeps,  and 

clove 
The  citron-shadows  in  the  blue ; 
By  garden  porches  on  the  brim, 
The  costly  doors  flung  open  wide. 
Gold  glittering  thro'  lampliglit  dim, 
And  broider'd  sofas  on  each  side. 
In  sooth  it  was  a  goodly  time,        20 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 

Often,   where   clear-stemm'd    platans 

guard 
The  outlet,  did  I  turn  away 
The  boat-head  down  a  broad  canal 
From  the  main  river  sluiced,  where  all 
The  sloping  of  the  moonlit  sward 
Was  damask- work,  and  deep  inlay 
Of  braided  blooms  unmown,   which 

crept 
Adown  to  where  the  water  slept.       30 
A  goodly  place,  a  goodly  time, 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroim  Alraschid. 

A  motion  from  the  river  won 
Ridged  the  smooth  level,  bearing  on 
My  shallop  thro'  the  star-strown  calm, 
Until  another  night  in  night 
I  enter'd,  from  the  clearer  light. 
Imbower'd  vaults  of  pillar'd  palm, 
Imprisoning  sweets,  which,  as  they 
clomb  40 

Heavenward,  were  stay'd  beneath  the 
dome 
Of  hollow  bougha     A  goodly  time, 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 

Still  onward ;  and  the  clear  canal 
Is  rounded  to  as  clear  a  lake. 
From  the  green  rivage  many  a  fall 
Of  diamond  rillets  musical. 
Thro'  little  crystal  arches  low  49 

Down  from  the  centml  fountain's  flow 
Fallen  silver-chiming,  seemed  to  shake 
The  sparkling  flints  beneath  the  prow. 
A  goodly  place,  a  goodly  time, 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Iliu-oun  Alraschid. 

Above  thro'  many  a  bowery  turn 
A  walk  with  vari- colored  shells 
Wander'd  engraiu'd.     On  either  side 


All  round  about  the  frag 
From  fluted  vase,  and  br 
In  order,  eastern  flowers 
Some    dropping    low    t 

bells 

Half -closed,  and  others  s 

With  disks  and  tiars,  1 

With  odor  in  the  gold< 

Of  good  Haroun  Ali 

Far  off,  and  where  the  h 
In  closest  coverture  ups] 
The  living  airs  of  middl< 
Died  round  the  bulbul  a 
Not  he,  but  something 

sess'd 

The  darkness  of  the  wor 

Life,  anguish,  death,  im 

Ceasing  not,  mingled,  u; 

Apart  from  place,  witl 

But  flattering  the  gold 

Of  good  Haroun  All 

Black  the  garden-bower 
Slumber'd:    the  solemr 

ranged 
Above,  unwoo'd  of  sum 
A  sutiden  splendor  from 
Flusird  all  the  leaves  ^ 

gi-een. 

And,  flowing  rapidly  be 

Their  iuters[)aces,  count 

The  level  lake  with  diar 

Of  dark  and  bright. 

For  it  was  in  the  gold 

Of  good  Uaromi  Al 

Dark-blue  the  deep  sph< 

Distinct  with  vivid  stan 

Grew  darker  from  that  1 

So,  leaping  lightly  from 

With  silver  anchor  left  5 

In  marvel  whence  that  \ 

Upon  me,  as  in  sleep  I  s 

In  cool  soft  turf  upon  tl 

Entranced  with  that  p 

So  worthy  of  the  gold 

Of  g(Kxl  Haroun  Al 

Thence  thro'  the  garden  ] 
A     renlni     of     ploasiui 

mound. 
And  many  a  shadow -ch< 
Full  of  the  city's  stilly  5 
And    deep    myrrh  -  thic 

round 
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Tressed  with  redolent  ebony. 
In  many  a  dark  delicious  curl, 
Flowing  beneath  her  rosehued  zone ; 
The  sweetest  lady  of  the  time,      141 
Well  worthy  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Uaroun  Alraschid. 

Six  columns,  three  on  either  side, 
Pure  silver,  underpropt  a  rich 
Throne  of  the  massive  ore,  from  which 
Down-droop'd,  in  many  a   floating 

fold, 
fngarlanded  and  diaper'd 
With  inwrought  flowers,  a  cloth  of 

gold. 
Thereon,  his  deep  eye  laughter-stirr'd 
With  merriment  of  kinely  pride,      151 
Sole  star  of  all  that  place  and  time, 
I  saw  him  —  in  his  golden  prime, 
TuE  Qoov  Haroun  Albaschid. 


ODE  TO  MEMORY 


ADDRESSED  TO 


Thou  who  stealest  fire. 
From  the  fountains  of  the  past. 
To  glorify  the  present,  O,  haste. 

Visit  my  low  desire ! 
Strengthen  me,  enlighten  me  1 
I  faint  in  thirf  obscurity, 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 

II 

Come  not  as  thou  camest  of  late. 
Flinging  the  gloom  of  yesternight 
On  the  white  day,  but  robed  in  sof  ten'd 
light  10 

Of  orient  state. 
Whilome  thou  camest  with  the  morn- 
ing mist, 
Even    as   a    maid,    whose    stately 
brow 
The  dew-impearled  winds  of   dawn 
have  kiss*d. 
When  she,  as  thou, 
Stays  on  her  floating  locks  the  lovely 

freight 
Of  overflowing  blooms,  and  earliest 

shoots 
Of  orient  green,  giving  safe  pledge  of 

fruits, 
Which  in  wintertide  shall  star 
The  black  earth  with  brilliance  rare,  ao 


m 

Whilome  thou  camest  with  the  mor 
mist. 
And  with  the  evening  doud. 
Showering  thy  gleaned  wealth 

my  open  breast ; 
Those  peerless  flowers  which  in 
rudest  wind 
Never  grow  sere. 
When  rooted  in  me  garden  of  the  m 
Because  they  are  the  earliest  of 
year. 
Nor  was  the  night  thy  shroud 
In  sweet  dreams  softer  than  unbn 

rest 
Thou  leddest  by  the  hand  thine  in 

Hope. 
The  eddying  of  her  garments  cai 

from  thee 
The  light  of  thy  great  presence; 
the  cope 
Of  the  half-attain'd  futurity, 
Tho'  deep  not  fathomless, 
Was   cloven  with  the  ndllion  1 

which  tremble 
O'er  the  deep  mind  of  dauntlesi 

fancy. 
Small  thought  was  there  of  life's 

tress; 
For  sure  she  deem*d  no  mist  of  i 

could  dull 
Those  spirit-thrilling  eyes  so  keen 

beauUf  ul ; 
Sure    she    was   nigher    to    hea^ 

spheres. 
Listening    the   lordly  music  flon 
from 
The  illimitable  years. 
O,  strengthen  me,  enlighten  me 
I  faint  in  this  obscurity. 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 


f 


TV 

Come  forth,  I  charge  thee,  arise. 
Thou  of  the  many  tongues,  the  mj 

eyes ! 
Thou  coniest  not  with  shows  of  fli 
ing  vines 
Unto  mine  inner  eye, 
Divinest  Memory ! 
Tbo\i  wert  not  nursed  bv  the  w 
fall 
Which  ever  sounds  and  shines 
A  pillar  of  white  light  upon 
wall 
Of  purple  cliffs,  aloof  descried  • 


ODE  TO  MEMORY 


ronlB  Art  bdt  tha 

njlWhM'idoor. 
the  brook    tbat 


iewjMi 
Wbkt  time  the  amber  a 
Forth  goabee  (nxn  beneath  a  low -hung 


f«  pvri  a'rr  matted  crem  aiul  rihbnl 

wad.  » 

OrMmplc  in  tbe  dark  ot  nuliy  covi-m, 

tewin<  Into  his  uamiw  eartliii)  urn, 

la  trrrj  rlbtiw  and  turn. 
IWSttcr'd  trfbuteuf  theroueh  wowl- 

O  hitbfT  lead  thy  feet ! 
hwRMDd  mini!  tnn  the  IkelongMi-nt 
Vik  thfck-drcGed  abeep  fram  wattled 

t-UA. 

CpM  Uw  ridged  wuld% 


jiri.'.'di.wrii-x>|..t1.  1 

11-  r;i|.tii 

T<>llt.'v<.uML'-i.ir 

\Vli>-r*i  Mr>-t  sill'  i.. 

Ami  likr  II  liri 

.■.if'..hl 

Willi  tlll'>-iV':il 

i  v«,..  1 
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In  setting  round  thy  first  experi- 
ment 
With  royal  framework  of  wrought 
gold; 

Needs  must  thou  dearly  love  thy  first 
essay, 

And  foremost  in  thy  various  gallery 
Place   it,  where  sweetest  sunlight 

falls 
Upon  the  storied  walls ; 
For  the  discover}' 

And  newness  of  thine  art  so  pleased 
thee 

That  all  which  thou  hast  drawn  of 
fairest 

Or  boldest  since  but  lightly  weighs  90 

With  thee  unto  the  love  thou  bearest 

The  first-bom  of  thy  genius.     Artist- 
like, 

Ever  retiring  thou  dost  gaze 

On  the  prime  labor  of  thine    early 
days, 

No  matter  what  the  sketch  might  be  : 

Whether  the  high  field  on  the  bush- 
less  pike, 

Or  even  a  sand-built  ridge 

Of  heaped  hills  that  mound  the  sea, 

Overblown  witli  murmurs  harsh. 

Or  even  a  lowly  cottage  whence  we 
see  100 

Btretch'd  wide    and  wild  the  waste 
enormous  marsh. 

Where  from  the  frequent  bridge, 

Like  emblems  of  infinity. 

The  trenched  waters  run  from  sky  to 
sky; 

Or  a  garden  bower'd  close 

With  plaited  alleys  of  the  trailing  rose. 

Long  alleys  falling  down  to  twilight 
grots, 

Or  opening  upon  level  plots 

Of  crowned  lilies,  standing  near 

Purple-spiked  lavender:  no 

Whither  in  after  life  retired 

From  brawling  storms, 

From  wearv  wind, 

With  youthful  fancy  re-inspired. 

We  may  hold  converse  with  all  forms 

Of  the  many-sided  mind, 

And  those  whom    passion   hath   not 
blinded, 

Subtle-thoughted,  myriad-minded. 

Mj'  friend,  with  you  to  live  alone 
Were  how  much  better  than  to  own  120 
A.  crown,  a  sceptre,  and  a  throne  ! 


O,  strengthen  me,  enlighten  me  I 
I  faint  in  this  obscurity. 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 


SONG 


A  SPIRIT  haunts  the  year's  last  h( 
Dwelling  amid  these  yellowing  1 
era. 
To  himself  he  talks  ; 
For  at  eventide,  listening  eamesti 
At  his  work  you  may  hear  him 
and  sigh 
In  the  walks ; 
Earthward    he   boweth  the  h 
stalks 
Of  the  mouldering  flowers. 

Heavily  hangs  the  broad  sunfli 

Over  its  grave  i'  the  eart 

chilly ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  hollyhock, 

Heavily  hangs  the  tiger-lil; 

II 

The  air  is  damp,  and  huah'd,  andc 
As  a  sick  man's  room  when  he  tt 
repose 
An  hour  before  death ; 
My  very  heart  faints  and  my  ^ 

soul  grieves 
At  the  moist  rich  smell  of  the  ro 
leaves. 
And  the  breath 
Of  the  fading  edges  of  box  ben 
And  the  year's  last  rose. 

Heavily  hangs  the  broad  sunfl 

Over  its  grave  i'  the  eart 

chilly ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  hollyhock 

Heavily  hangs  the  tiger-lil; 


A  CHARACTER 

With  a  half-glance  upon  the  sky 
At  i\ight  he  said,  '  The  wanderin 
Of  this  most  intricate  Universe 
Teach  me  the  nothingness  of  thii 
Yet  could  not  all  creation  pierce 
Beyond  the  bottom  of  his  eye. 

He  spake  of  beauty  ;  that  the  du 

Saw  no  divinity  in  gniss. 

Life  in  dead  stones,  or  spirit  in  ai 


ru*  dun  and  >lrrk'<t  hU 

t  OftlUt  «*M  bcftUtiful. 

f  virtue;  ta*  the  Kodl 

r  when  thef  wiah  w  nluinu 

•w««piD|[  of  tba  trm, 
loMn  iMd-blae  «7«. 


trij  hour  U^  tioiir 
rd  bunwa  mjnderia, 
■  dk.  M  If  tlM  winilii 
»■  prmlar*  In  hU  njoa. 
■laol  fnxn  oUier  mlDda 
Of  af  Auiclcd  puwnr. 

a  fa*  were  meek. 


■if  Umir  ditTbni . 
.      d  ouM. 

■  Ua  fomi  ot  cTveil. 

Urd  tattatvt.  dpv  uiil  •leek. 


'TIIE  POET 

la  ■  foUkn  dlmn  wm  bora. 

ptUsD  «tan  bIiotii  : 

rUb   the  luU-  ot   lute.  Ili<- 

nnfKnrn. 

k>  iOTG  <lf  IKTC. 

n>'Uf«w>dilatli.  thny  gnod 

ffl. 

«  ibn/  hii  own  *onl. 

il  nf  Uw  •TctlutJnK  K 


ad  wlac'd  w(tb  fluae, 

a  rvada  Mmm  trom  fall  all- 

<  Ml  llc«TV  ■  fllgltl, 

w  ontu  (^aanmuUiB;  <U0|[, 

IIUiii^  «IUi  lljflM 

ni  OMilodlai  (bo  wind*  wlilub 

wrtbwmrd  UIl  Ibcjr  lUi  ' 


TlitMi.   like    Uiii    urruw-soeds    at   Ui» 
lii-Ul  HowiT, 
Tho  rrultrul  wit 


Wh«i«'<Tlboy  Ml.  botiold. 
Uk«  to  Uie  mulJin'  ]ila»t  i>i  w^inbluiofv 
grew 
A  flower  all  sold,  . 

.\rKl  hravi^lj  [tirnlib'il  uU  ■tLri>iKl  U. 
tltrig  f 

Tbu  wiagwl  abafu  of  trnth. 
Til  thmng  with  suitel.v  bloonu  tbfe  > 
br'sthln^  tpring 
Of  Hope  and  Yoiilh. 

So  luan^  minds  did  gird  ihHr  m-ba 
w'iih  bmrns, 
Tho"  line  did  fliiij;  Uiu  lire  : 
ITeavnii  now'd  upon  tho  wnU  in  mMoy 
tlreuiiui 
Of  high  d™lre. 

TIlua  Irutb  was  multiplinl  on  Uuth, 
till'  world 
I.iko  '1710  ijjimt  pinti'n  rIiow'iI. 
And  Uiro'  Ihtr  wrrntbg  i<(  Ilcmltiiiu;  ilurk 

lUm  siiiirlsn  flnw*d. 

And  Fniiloin  roar'd  In  tbat  auj;ual 
■imrim 
Her  iM^auUful  bolii  tiTOW. 
When  rlt«a  and  fnrm!*  b<>furv  lib  biirn- 
iDf  cyca 
Mrltnl  llkn  snow. 

ThcTP  wiu  no  bloud  upon  her  mald'-a 

Siuin'd  by  xhof  nrl'^nt  iiktn ; 
But  nniiid  uliinit  tbu  cltflva  of  tba 

or  her  kornrycB 


1  evil  dn^■^ll>  of   piiwcr  —  n  •acri-'l 

And  when  olio  ttpake. 
■r  wonU  did  unilirr  ihninlrr  an  thpf 
Ami  u>  the  llxhUdoc  tn  Uio  IbtUHbu 
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Which  follows  it,  riving  the  spirit  of 
•    man. 

Making  earth  wonder, 

Bo  was  their  meaning  to  her  words. 
No  sword 
Of  wrath  her  right  arm  whirl'd, 
But  one  poor  poet's  scroll,  and  with 
L  his  word 

I  She  shook  the  world. 


THE  POETS  MIND 


Ybx  not  thou  the  poet's  mind 

With  thy  shallow  wit ; 
Vex  not  thou  the  poet's  mind. 

For  thou  canst  not  fathom  it. 
Clear  and  bright  it  should  be  ever, 
Flowing  like  a  crystal  river, 
Bright  as  light,  and  clear  as  wind. 

II 

Dark- brow 'd    sophist,    come    not 
anear ; 
All  the  place  is  holy  ground ; 
Hollow  smile  and  frozen  sneer 
Come  not  here. 
Holy  water  will  I  pour 
Into  every  spicy  flower 
Of  the  laurel-shrubs  that   hedge    it 

around. 
The  flowers  would  faint  at  your  cruel 
cheer. 
In  your  eye  there  is  death. 
There  is  frost  in  your  breath 
Which  would  blight  the  plants. 
Where  you  stand  you  cannot  hear 
From  the  groves  within 
The  wild-bird's  din. 
In  the  heart  of  the  garden  the  merry 

bird  chants. 
It  would  fall  to  the  ground  if  you  came 
in. 
In  the  middle  leaps  a  fountain 
Like  sheet  lightning. 
Ever  brightening 
With  a  low  melodious  thunder ; 
All  day  and  all  night  it  is  ever  drawn 
From  the  brain  of  the  purple  moun- 
tain 
Which  stands  in  the  distance  yonder. 
It  springs  on  a  level  of  bowery  lawn, 
^d  the  mountain  draws  it  from  hea- 
ven above, 


And  it  sings  a  song  of  undying 
And  yet,  tho'  its  voice  be  so  cTe 

full, 
You  never  would  hear  it,  your* 

so  dull ; 
So  keep  where  you  are ;  you  are 

with  sin ; 
It  would  shrink  to  the  earth  if 

came  in. 

I  THE  SEA-FAIRIES         1 

Slow  sail'd  the  weary  marinen  m 

saw,  j 

Betwixt  the  green  brink  and  the  ni 

ning  foam,  1 

Sweet  faces,  rounded  arms,  and  bosoi 

prest 
To  little  harps  of  gold ;  and  while  tU 

mused,  ) 

Whispering  to  each  other  half  in  fai 
Shrill  music  rcach'd  them  on  the  nd 

die  sea. 

Whither  away,  whither  away,  wfaifli 

away  ?  fly  no  more. 
Whither  away  from  the  high 

field,  and  the  happy  bU 

shore? 
Day  and  night  to  the  billow  the: 

tain  calls ; 
Down  shower  the  gamboUinff 

falls 
From  wandering  over  the  lea ; 
Out  of  the  live-green  heart  of  tlied)| 
They    freshen    the    silvery  *crlpi 

shells,  '  y 

And  thick  with  white  bells  the  ckvll 

hill  swells  ^ 

High  over  the  full-toned  sea. 
O,  hither,  come  hither  and  fml  |^ 

sails,  J 

Come  hither  to  me  and  to  me ;        \ 
Hither,   come  hither  and  frolie  41 

play ; 
Here  it  is  only  the  mew  that  waOi; 
We  will  sing  to  you  all  the  day. 
Mariner,  mariner,  furl  your  sauB, 
For  here  are  the  blissful  downs  m 

dales. 
And  merrily,  merrily  carol  the  galei 
And  the  spangle  dances  in  bi^t  ai 

bav, 
And  the  rainbow  forms  and  flies 

the  land 
Over  the  islands  free ; 


thp:  desertp:d  hoi'sk 


TilE  DESERTED  HOUSE 


r»^iiYi.  •«  lives  in  the 

'  iu>-  liUtitT  ami  «»■; 

B  >w  liungn  on  tiic  pniitiiiK 

U  Till-  foKtr  ot  cove  anil 

-1.  .11  v.Hjr  w.l,-<.riM-  In.. 
.■■:»•'   liitli-r.   unil   lie  mir 

AH  williin  is  liurk  HB  iiijlllt: 
■i.f-^  :iri-  wc.  ■  111  till-  winddWH  ih  iii>  li-rlir.; 

.  ,,i-.,  t  kiwN.  unit  sjx-uk  !  Ami  ii»  iiiiinmir  iit  ilir  li.mr, 
■jii'r"l>  :  I  Sii  fri'tilliTil  inl  lis  liiiijri.'  licfuri", 

■:..  v.»ir.-y.-isliiilU'lisi.'M  \ 

•■■  iliHl  liiva-  ainl  jiiliilir.       I  I" 

'  ■.:.  \>iiiri-v(^r(liiili  ^.'iHt.'ti     l'l'»>- tlii' il.K>r.  tliv  HliiittiTs  Hcisc, 

Or  thni'   till-   wimiows  wu   slin 
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The  house  was  builded  of  the  earth, 
And  shall  fall  again  to  ground. 


Come  away :  for  Life  and  Thought 

Here  no  longer  dwell, 
But  in  a  city  glorious — 
A  ffreat  and  distant  city  —  have  bought 

A  mansion  incorruptible. 
Would  they  could  have  stayed  with 
us! 


THE  DYING  SWAN 


The  plain  was  grassy,  wild  and  bare, 
Wide,  wild,  and  open  to  the  air. 
Which  had  built  up  everywhere 

An  under-roof  of  doleful  gray. 
With  an  inner  voice  the  river  ran, 
A.down  it  floated  a  dying  swan. 
And  loudly  did  lament. 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  ilay. 
Ever  tlie  weary  wind  went  on.  9 

And  took  the  reed-tops  as  it  went. 

II 

Some  blue  peaks  in  tlie  distance  rose, 
And  white  against  the  cold-white  sky 
Shone  out  their  crowning  snows. 

One  willow  over  the  river  wept, 
And  shook  the  wave  as  the  wind  did 

sigh; 
Above  in  the  wind  was  the  swallow. 
Chasing  itself  at  its  own  wild  will. 
And  far  thro'  the  marish  green  and 

still 
The  tangled  water-courses  slept. 
Shot  over  witli  purple,  and  green,  and 
yellow.  20 

III 

The  wild  swanks  death-hymn  took  the 

soul 
Of  that  waste  place  with  joy 
Hidden  in  sorrow.     At  first  to  the  ear 
The  warble  was  low,  and  full   and 

clear ; 
And  floating  about  the  under-sky. 
Prevailing  in  weakness,  the  coronach 

stole 
Sometimes  afar,  and  sometimes  anear  ; 
Hut  aium  Ikt  awful  jubilant  \o\vi\ 
With  a  music  .<lruiiir«'  ami  manifold. 
Flow'd  forth  on  a  carol  free  and  boUl : 


As  when  a  mighty  people  rejoioe  Ji 
With  shawms,  and  with  cymbalfl^  ij 

harps  of  gold. 
And  the  tumult  of  their  aocUdm 

roll'd 
Thro'  the  open  gates  of  the  city  ata 
To  the  shepherd  who  watclieth  I 

evening  star. 
And  the  creeping  mosses  and  damfai 

ing  weeds. 
And    the  willow-branches  hoar  m 

dank. 
And  the  wavy  swell  of  the  soughl 

reeds. 
And  the  wave-worn  horns  of  the  ed 

ing  bank. 
And  the  silvery  mariah-flowers  fli 

throng 
The  desolate  creeks  and  pools 
Were  floodeil  over  with  eddying 


A  DIRGE 


Now  is  done  thy  long  day*s  woriL ; 
Fold  thy  palms  across  thy  breast^ 
Fold  thine  arms,  turn  to  thy  rest 

Let  them  rave. 
Shadows  of  the  silver  birk 
Sweep  the  green  that  folds  thy  gnn 

Let  them  rave. 

II 

Thee  nor  carketh  care  nor  dander; 
Nothing  but  the  small  cold  wonm 
Fretteth  thine  enshrouded  form. 

Let  them  rave. 
IJght  and  shadow  ever  wander 
O'er  the  green  that  folds  thy  grava 

Let  them  rave. 

Ill 

Thou  wilt  not  turn  upon  thy  bed; 
Chaunteth  not  the  brooding  bee 
Sweeter  tones  than  calumny? 

Let  them  rave. 
Thou  wilt  never  raise  thine  head 
From  the  green  that  folds  thy  graft 

Let  them  rave. 

IV 

C'roc(Kltle*i  wept  tears  f<^r  thee; 
TIk'  wootlbine  and,  ejrlatere 
I)rij>  swiMter  dew.s  than  traitor*s  tea 
Let  them  nive. 


THE   BALLAD  OF  ORIANA 
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»  muiiic  in  the  tree 

vm  tbmt  folds  thy  grave. 

rt  tb«.'Ui  niTe. 


r  hlow.  self- pleached  deep, 

m*s,  fidnt  and  pale, 

ptir|d<*ft  of  the  dale. 

ri  tbcm  rave. 

vf  ry  shower  creep 

iH't't-u  that  folds  thy  grave. 

r\  them  mve. 

VI 

'Vi<«i  kingcups  fine. 
lAufbt'll  |>een'th  over 
Utv  of  the  purple  clover. 
<  t  them  rave. 
f  DO  tiiich  coueli  as  tliine. 
KU  that  folds  thy  grave. 
iPt  thfOi  rave. 

VII 

>l4  wander  lien*  and  there  ; 
:»t  irift  "f  -iMM-rh  ubiis4*«l 
r  niriiH>r\  4;«»nfii>eil ; 

iii*  '•  t  t!ii!ii  ravr. 

♦  r:-  k*'i  <  .ir«  A^  <l«';ir 

•  '   'i.  ir  i(.l«i>  tliy  irravc. 
.#  r  T}|i  ni  r.-ivr. 


►Vi:    ANI>    DK.VTH 


So  in  the  light  of  great  eternity 
Life  eminent  creates  the  shade  of  death. 
The  shadow  passeth  when  tlie  tree 

shall  fall. 
But  I  shall  reign  for  ever  over  all.* 


THE  BALLAD  OF  ORIANA 

My  heart  is  wasted  with  my  woe, 

Oriaua. 
There  is  no  rest  for  nie  below, 

Oriana. 
When  the  long  dun  wolds  are  ribb'd 

with  snow, 
And    loud    the    Norland    whirlwinds 
blow, 

Oriana. 
Alone  I  wander  to  and  fro, 

Oriana. 

Ere  the  light  on  tlark  was  growing,  lo 

Oriana. 
At  midnight  the  <oek  was  crowing, 

( )riana : 
Win<N  wen*  l)l(^^viML^  wjitcrs  llowiiijj. 
\V«*  iH'iinl  tin-  sirr<I<  to  ]»:ittlf  L^'>inir. 

(  Miaii.-i. 
Al(»uil  tlw*  hnlldw  luiirlf  l)lo\vinLr. 

<  >ri:iii;i. 


In  flu-  y«'\v  \\«mm1  Mack  a>^  niirlit. 

Oriana. 
Krr  I  r<Hlr  in'M  tin-  TiLrht. 
:r..'    :li»     iniLrhly    nnxin    wa«<  <  Miaiia. 

'ii' riij J  l:jlit  W'liilr  Mi--ti;l  t(  ar««  liliiiiliM  iiiv  -ii^lif 

"1   th»    rliwny  plots  (if  Para-      liy  -^tar  ■>hiiii- ami  li\   imxMiliL'lil. 

<  »riaiia. 
i'»'iii  hini  r«»ir«l  his  lustnnis     1  to  ilin-  my  tiorh  .Ii<l  jtliL^ht. 

■  <  >riaiia 

.:-..:. J   r-»uinl  a  rassia.  fiill   in 

\  Sh«sriH<l  iiptiti  tin- <astl«    wall, 

ia'kiiii:  all    aloiir    iN-nt'arli   a  i  »  Miaiia  ; 

»  '  ^lir  watih  <l  TTiy  rp'-.f  arin'iiL*"  tli«  !ii  .> 

•J  •"  hiins<'lf.  tirs?   iij«t   lii<  <Miaria. 

>lii    «»a^^   Mn-  li-jli'.  -^li*    In  .ml  in*    «  .»' 
-••'■  .*■•'!•■.' -ai<l  Diath.  ■  thcsi-      \\lnii     t">i!li     ;h'  r-      -t.  j.f     a    l-i-M..- 
,  •.-   ;:•■  iiiirn'  ■  tall. 

'   f  I  -|»r»  :ul  his  >h«'«  ny  \an*  nr:  .n  i 

'  ■'    j:.*  AtWtrll    Ml<-   a'.'i    -li'     •    i~'1'     -A    ill 

."    ;  irr.,1  s.iiij.  ■  Tliis  lumr  i>  u:i|'ia 

■■«     -h.iil'«\v   i.f   lifi-     aii<l  a^     'I'll'-  liifi  r    it;-'U     \'i'    i   ili  , 

*!■     -«in    and    shad«»w<   all      Th'    til".  \.\\-<    U'-a    A-iif  a-!«I' 
"  ■  *'t,  j  i  )r i.iii  I  .  t 
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The  damned  arrow  glHnccd  aside. 
ADd  pierced  thy  heart,  my  love,  my 

Oriana ! 
Thy  hearl,  my  life,  my  love,  my  bride, 
OriaDA '. 

O,  narrow,  narrow  was  Ihe  space, 

<Jriana ! 
Loud,  loud  nmp  out  the  liiigle's  liravs, 

Oriana. 
O,  deathful  staba  were  dealt  apace.  50 
The  battle  rieepcu'd  in  its  plnce, 

But  I  was  down  upon  my  face. 
Oriaaa. 

They  should  have  stabb'd  me  where  I 

Oriana! 


llow  could  I  rise  and  come  awsy, 

UrianaT 
IIow  could  1  look  upon  the  day  t 
They  should  have  stabb'd  me  wh( 
lay. 

Oriana  — 
They  shuul<]  have  trod  me  into  cL 

Oriana. 

O  hreakiQfT  heart  that  will  notim 

Oriana '. 
O  pale,  pale  faci!  so  sweet  and  me 

Oriana  I 
Thrill  smilt-st.  but  thou  dost  not  sp 
And    then   the   tears   run  down 

Oriana. 
What  wanlest  thouT  whom  dost  I 

Oriana? 


THE  HERMAN 


_  k. 
1.  AEire«B   IB«  anil    Ihv 

•  Man  of  Uood  oriM 
I  nrrbaatt  mtto  m j  07t«, 

tby  haul  nj  urow  Um,       *» 


f  Ibaa  thu  UoK  tow. 


ifvfaad  iHaib  plp«  down  tbe 
1  din  UA  Ultiik  uJ  Ui«e. 

OiklM. 

nt  hnmtli  thr  (cnrrii  wotid  lro<% 
ut  lUe  ud  (Uiutf  to  Uiw, 

OtUlM. 

UW  n«ria|[  of  IliF  Bca. 


CmCOHSTANCK 


luges 


Id    fast  In  one  with 

m  gnea  Iwsiilo  a  gray 
.  _  .  _    .  »i». 
IvMh  Bill  ralHuul  ilAif^-liliM- 

mdnn  Ib  oati  hamlet  ttorn  uul 

knd: 

•  Ac  mud  of  life  bom  hour 


Sitting  sic 
Jjingtng  al 
Under  the     ». 
Witbncrc^nf 
Od  s  tbroue  T 


I« 


tl 


"      I 


ould  hr  a  mcriiian  bold. 
I  vciuld  alt  and  alug  Itie  wliult^  uf  tlii.' 

day; 
I  would  All  the  ivti-biills  with  a  toIco 

of  powpT ; 
Bui  at  iiijfVit  1  would  roitm  nbruad 

and  p\ay 
With  the  mcraudds  In  luid  out  of  the 

rock*. 
Dteiulug  IliL-lr  buir   witli    iJie   wUte 

wn-flowpf ; 
And  holding  tlicm  Irnck  by  itipir  tlow- 

I  woald  klu  tbrjn  oftna  undir  tlie  wa, 
And  klM  tbem  ngaln  till  they  kiss'd  me 

LuiigUingly.  laushinglr; 
And   tbrn   ne   would   wandt^  awuy. 

To  the  palt^-green  e«a-gmveB  BtnlgUt 
nnc)  higti. 
Chilling  iiu-b  other  tnerrily. 

ThtTO  would  bf  n^lUier  moon  nor  itar , 
But  the    wuve    would    nuke   iuumIo 

nboTD  ua  afar  — 
txiw  thunder  and  light  In  tbe  mule 

night  — 
NfUUit  mcHm  nor  star. 
We  wonlil  rail  nloiul  In  the  drramy 

dnila. 
Call  lu  GQi'li  other  and  whoo))  nnd  cry 

jtleHund  shrlk 

Laugluutt  anil  cUpplng  tlirlr  Unndi 

All  olght.  mnrlly,  merrily. 
But  1  winild  thruw  to  than  bntk  In 

mine 
TiirkI*  and  rigfil«  and  almondlnp : 
Tlit^n  lounI[)K  out  upon  ibem  unw«n 
I  wniilr]  klu  thrm  otti-n  uadvr  tbo  ■m. 
And  klM  iliom  again  till  titty  kltu'd  mi 

Ijkughinulv.  laughingly. 
O,  what  a  hanpy  lifp  ww*  mlnr. 
Under  the  hollow  hung  orran  ffn^n  I 
Soft  are  Ihf  in<n>-(H>>l<  undpr  tlw  aea' 
We  would  Live  mcirily,  mnrllr' 
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THE  MERMAID 


Who  would  be 
A  mermaid  fair, 
Singing  alone, 
Combing  lier  hair 
Under  the  sea, 
In  a  golden  curl 
With  a  comb  of  pearl. 
On  a  throne  ? 

II 

I  would  be  a  mermaid  fair ; 
I  would  sing  to  myself  the  whole  of 

the  day ; 
With  a  comb  of  pearl  I  would  comb 

my  hair ; 
And  still  as  I  comb'd  I  would  sing  and 

say, 
*  Who  is  it  loves  me  ?  who  loves  not 

me?' 
I  would  comb  my  hair  till  my  ringlets 
would  fall 
Low  adown,  low  adown. 
Prom  under  my  starry  sea-bud  crown 

Low  aldown  and  aroimd. 
And  I  should  look  like  a  fountain  of 
gold 
Springinij  alone 
With  a  shrill  inner  sound. 

Over  the  throne 
In  the  midst  of  the  hall : 
Till  that  groat  soa-snako  under  the  sea 
From  his  coiled  sleeps  in  the  central 

deeps 
Would  slowly  trail  himself  scv(»nfold 
Round  the  hall  where  I  sato,  and  look 

in  at  the  gate 
With  his  large  calm  eyes  for  the  love 

of  me. 
And  all  the  mermen  under  the  sea 
Would  feel  their  imniortjility 
Die  in  their  hearts  for  the  love  of  me. 

Ill 

But  at  night  I  would  wander  away, 
away, 
I  would  fling  on  each  side  my  low- 
flowing  locks, 

A.nd  lightly  vault  from  the  throne  and 
play 
With  the  mermen  in  and  out  of  the 
rocks : 

We  would  nm  to  and  fro,  and  hide 
and  seek. 


On  the  broad  seawolds  in  the  ad 

son  shells, 
Whose  silvery  spikes  are  nighesft  1 

sea. 
But  if  any  came  near  I  would  C| 

and  shriek. 
And  adown  the  steep  like  a  wsfi 

would  leap 
From  the  diamond-ledges  that  I 

from  the  dells ; 
For  I  would  not  be  kiss'd  by  all  i 

would  list 
Of  the  bold  merry  mermen  under  I 

sea. 
They  would  sue  me,  and  woo  me,  i 

flatter  me. 
In  the  purple  twilights  under  the  ■ 
But  the  king  of  them  all  would 

me. 
Woo  me,   and  win   me,  and 

me, 
In  the  branching  jaspers  under  1 

sea. 
Then  all  the  dry  pieil  things  that  1i 
In  the  hueless  mosses  under  the 
Would  curl  round  my  silver 

lently. 
All  looking  up  for  the  love  of 
And  if   I  should  carol  aloud, 

aloft 
All  things  that  are  forked,  and 

and  soft 
Would  lean  out  from  the  hollow 

of  the  sea. 
All  looking  down  for  the  love  of 


ADELINE 


Mystery  of  mysteries. 

Faintly  smiling  Adeline, 
Scarce  of  earth  nor  all  dii 
Nor  inihappy ,  nor  at  rest, 

But  beyond  expression  liir 
With  thy  floating  flaxen 
Thy  rose-lips  and  full  blue  9jm^-' 
'  Take  the  heart  from  out  my  1 
Wherefore  those  dim  looks  of  j 
Shadowy,  dreaming  Adeline  t 

n 

Whence  that  aer^  bloom  of  tbllM 
Like  a  lily  which  the  sun 

Looks  thro'  in  his  sad  dedine. 
And  a  rose-bush  leans  upon« 
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On  thy  pillow,  lowly  bent 

With  melodious  airs  lovelorn, 

Breathing  Lieht  against  thy  face. 

While  his  locks  a-drooping  twined 

Round  thy  neck  in  subtle  ring 

Make  a  carcanet  of  rays. 

And  ye  talk  together  still, 

In  the  language  wherewith  Spring 
Letters  cowslips  on  the  hill  Y 

Hence  that  look  and  smile  of  thine, 
Spiritiial  Adeline. 


MARGARET 


O  BWEBT  pale  Margaret, 
O  rare  pale  Mar^ret, 
What  lit  your  eyes  with  tearful  p>ower. 
Like  moonlight  on  a  falling  shower? 
Who  lent  you,  love,  your  mortal  dower 
Of  pensive  thought  and   aspect 

pale, 
Your  melancholy  sweet  and  frail 
As  perfume  of  the  cuckoo  flower  ? 
From  the  westward-winding  flood. 
From  the  evening-lighted  wood, 

From  all  things  outward  you  have 
won  • 
A  tearful  grace,  as  tho*  you  stood 
Between    the    rainbow    and    the 
sun. 
The  very  smile  before  you  speak. 
That  dimples  your  transparent  cheek, 
Encircles  all  the  heart,  and  feedeth 
The  senses  with  a  still  delight 
Of  dainty  sorrow  without  sound, 
Like  the"  tender  aml)er  round 
Which  the  moon  about  her  spread- 
eth. 
Moving  thro*  a  fleecy  night. 

II 

You  love,  remaining  peacefully, 

To  hear  the  murmur  of  the  strife. 
But  enter  not  the  toil  of  life. 
Your  spirit  is  the  calmed  sea. 

Laid  by  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 
You  are  the  evening  star,  alway 

Remaining    betwixt     dark    and 
bright ; 
Tjull'd  echoes  of  laborious  day 

Come  to  you,  gleams  of  mellow 

light 
Float  by  you   on  the   verge  of 
night 


ni 

What  can  it  matter,  Margaret, 
What   songs  below  the  i 
stars 
The  lion-heart,  Plantagenet, 
Sang,   looking    tkao*    his 
bars? 
Exquisite  Margaret,  who  can  U 
The  last  wild  thought  of  Chate 
Just  ere  the  falling  axe  did 
The  burning  brain  from  tl 
heart. 
Even  in  her  sight  he  loved  so  ^ 

IV 

A  fairy  shield  your  Genius  mac 

And  gave  you  on  your  nat 
Your  sorrow,  only  sorrow's  sha 

Keeps  real  sorrow  far  awaj 
You  move  not  in  such  solitudes 

You  are  not  less  divine. 
But  more  human  in  your  moodi 

Than  your  twin-sister,  Ade 
Your  hair  is  darker,  and  your  e 

Touch'd  with  a  somewhat 
hue. 

And  less  aerially  blue. 

But  ever  trembling  thro'  tl 
Of  dainty- woeful  sympathies. 


O  sweet  pale  3Iargaret, 
O  rare  pale  Margaret, 
Come  down,  come  down,  and  h 

Tie  up  the  ringlets  on  your  che 
The  sun  is  just  about  to  set 
The  arching  limes  are  tall  and  e 
And  faint,  rainy  lights  are 
Moving  in  the  leavy  beech. 
Rise  from  the  feast  of  sorrow,  I 
Where  all  day  long  you 

tween 
Joy  and  woe,  and  whisper 
Or  only  look  across  the  lawn, 

Ix)ok  out  below  your  bowers 
Look  down,  and  let  your  blu 
dawn 
Upon  me  thro'  the  jasmine-le 


ROSALIND 


My  Rosalind,  my  Rosalind, 
My  frolic  falcon,  with  bright  ej 


t.  trota  aaj  beigbt 
IK 

tiMt  wing  the  skies, 
loonlinil. 
wUil-e^nl    falcon, 

iod  iwid  wenttwr, 

rcamlAg  wind  t 


ng  up  thf  Ks. 
h  ftlwMiu  tlif  r&iiu, 
Ing  ilowD  lltu  !(•«. 
n.  ihp  vrry  wind. 
-,  upon  his  way. 
■lip  to  the  plajni, 
1  boM  and  ttwi 


gliieet   Uitq'  jour 

Ibouaand  waya. 
S  hi  RUlitle  nyn. 
irr  kcpn  iuhI  bright, 
■h,  watering  iitill 
r wiUi polDlcd  light; 
ej  Dhmi  »nd  KlitU-r 
k  dancing  rill, 
a*  H«ining-blit«r, 
M  WMnlng-Utl^T 
rift  dcllgfi^t. 


bonw,  mr  RoMllnd, 
,wli.  my  KKHillnil. 
p  the  uppcT  Nkka; 
rJMD  uid  whrrl  nt 

A  your  nuKlum  eyia, 
am  Uwy  kill. 
whMP  hiillUni  Iiiiu 
rati  lo  virw, 
owBT  la  the  iloK. 
iriiK     Wr  muM  liinil 
1.  loy  ItoMllnd. 
Id  vynl  Iff-allDil, 
Inj^,  and  make  yi>u 


From  North  to  South, 
We  'II  bind  yoii  fusi  iii  silken  cords. 
And  kiM  EiVFuy  tlui  tiltUT  words 
From  off  your  rosy  mouth.  ■ 


Thy  dark  eyes  op*n'd  not, 

Norfirst  reveal  d  themselves  toEog 

lish  air. 
Pot  there  ia  noiUIng  here 
Which,  from  the  oiitwanl   tu  Ihe  in 

wurd  brought, 
Muutdnl  thy  buby  thousbt. 
For  off  from  hiimiui  nRighbarhiKid 
Thou  wert  born,  or    "    


A  mile  bftnnath  the  ctNlar-wuod. 
"Hiy  bounteous  forrheiid  was  not  fann'd 
With    breetea    froDi    our    oaken 

But  thou  wen  nursed  in  souiPiJclicloiis 


And  (iBlterinK  tby  childish  tlioiichl 
Tin-  ciriL-ntal  fairy  brought, 

At  the  momcijt  of  thy  birlb. 
From  old  well  bends  of  haunltti  rills. 
And  til?  hdHrta  of  purple  hllU, 
And  obadon'd  cotiioi)  »  suuny  sliore. 

The   chuiocHl   wealth   of   all   tiie 

Jewel  or  iholl,  or  Btarry  or*,  ■• 

To  deck  thy  cradle.  Eleauun^. 


Or  the  yellow- handed  beea, 
Tliro'  httif  upen  tultien 
Coming  In  thu  ncmiod  brei-iie, 
Vvi  tlxv,  »  child.  lying  alone. 

With  whiteat  honey  In  fiilry  gw 
Hr.i.  cird - 
A  ui'irloim  ['hlld.  dn^iimliig  alone, 
III  ^ilk  m>U  folds,  \\\K\n  tli-Vdiiig down. 
With  the  hum  of  swikniiing  bees 

Into  dreamful  slumber  luU'd.      w 


y  nitnii'trr  to  then? 

bi'tneir  Hhould  iTiInlfiler 
To  thee,  with  fniitAKo  golden  rindMl 
On  goldii  unlvpni,  or  it  may  be, 
Yotiagett  Autumn,  In  *  bower 
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Grapc-thicken*d  from  the  light,  and 

blinded 
With   many  a  deep-hued    bell -like 

flower 
Of  fragrant  trailers,  when  the  air 
Sleepeth  over  all  the  heaven, 
And  the  crag  that  fronts  the  even,    40 

All  along  the  shadowing  shore, 
Crimsons  over  an  inland  mere: 
Elejlnore  1 

IV 

How  may  full-sail'd  verse  express. 

How  may  nieiisured  wonls  adore 
The  full-flowing  harmony 
Of  thy  swan-like  stateliness, 

Eleilnore  ? 
The  luxuriant  symmetry 
Of  thy  floating  graeefulness,  50 

Eleanore? 
Every  turn  and  glance  of  thine, 
Every  lineament  divine, 
Eleilnore, 
And  the  steady  sunset  glow 
That  stays  upon  thee  ?    For  in  thee 
Is  nothing  sudden,  nothing  single  ; 
Like  two  streams  of  incense  free 
From  one  censer  in  one  shrine. 
Thought  and  motion  mingle,  60 

Mingle  ever.     Motions  flow 
To  one  another,  even  as  tho' 
They  were  mcxlulated  so 
To  an  unheartl  mehxly, 
Which  lives  alx)ut  thee,  and  a  sweep 

Of  richest  paiises,  evermore 
Drawn  from  each  other  mellow -deep  : 
Who  may  express  thee,  Elefinore? 

V 

I  stand  before  thee.  EleUnore : 

1  see  thy  iK'auty  gnidually  unfold. 
Daily  and  hourly,  more  and  more.  71 
I  muse,  as  in  a  trance,  the  while 

Slowly,  as  from  a  cloud  of  gold. 
Comes  out  thy  deep  ambrosial  smile. 
I  muse,  as  in  a  tmnce,  whene'er 

The  languors  of  thy  love-deep  eyes 
Float  on  to  ine.     1  would  1  were 

So  trance<l,  so  rapt  in  ecstasies, 
To  stand  apart,  and  to  adore*. 
Gazing  on  thee  for  evermore,  so 

Serene,  imperial  EleUnore ! 

VI 

Sometimes,  with  most  intensity 
Gazing,  I  seem  to  see 


Thought  folded  over  thought,  ani 

asleep. 
Slowly  awaken'd,  grow  so  full 

deep 
In  thy  large  eyes  that,  overpoir 

quite, 
I  cannot  veil  or  droop  my  agb.%, 
But  am  as  nothing  in  its  li^t. 
As  tho'  a  star,  in  inmost  heaven  m 
P>en  while  we  gaze  on  it. 
Should   slowly   round    his   orb, 

slowly  grow 
To  a  full  face,  there  like  a  sun  reii 
Fix'd  —  then  as  slowly  fade  again, 
And  dniw  itself  to  what  it 
,     before ; 
So  full,  so  deep,  so  slow. 
Thought  seems  to  come  and  go 
In  thy  large  eyes,  imperial  I 


nore. 


VII 


As  thunder-clouds  that,  hung  on  h 
Hoofd  the  world  with  doubt  and  1 
Floating  thro'  an  evening  atmospl 
Grow  golden  all  about  the  sky ; 
In  thee  all  passion  becomes  passion 
Touch'd  by  thy  spirit's  mellownei 
Losing  his  fire  and  active  might 

In  a  silent  meditation, 
Falling  into  a  still  delight. 

And  luxury  of  cont^mplatioa 
As  waves  that  up  a  quiet  cove 
Rolling  slide,  and  lying  still 
Shadow  forth  the  banks  at  wiD 
Or  sometimes  tliey  swell  and  mov< 
Pressing  up  against  the  land 
With  motions  of  tlie  outer  sea; 
And  the  self-same  influence 
ControUeth  all  the  soul  and  aenae 

Of  Pjission  gazing  upon  thee. 
His    bow-string    ^acken'd,    lan| 
Love. 
Leaning  his  cheek  upon  his  ham 
Droops  both  his  wings,  regan 
thee, 
And  so  would  languish  evermore. 
Serene,  imperial  Eleftnore. 

VIII 

But  when  I  see  thee  roam,  with  tre 

ini  confined, 
Whil<'  the  amorous  odorous  wind 
Briiithi's  low  between  the  sunset 

the  moon : 
Or,  in  a  shadowy  sakion, 


EARLY   SONNETS 


A  flilken  cushions  half  reclined ; 
I  watch  thy  grace,   and    in   its 
place 
y  heart  a  charmed  slumber  keeps, 

While  I  muse  upon  thy  face ; 
Dd  a  languid  fire  creeps  130 

Thro*  my  veins  to  all  my  frame, 
issolvingly  and  slowly,     ^oon 

From  thy  rose-red  lips  icr  name 
loweth  ;  and  then,  as  in  a  swoon, 
Fith  dinning  sound  my  ears  are  rife. 
My  tremulous  tonffue  faltereth, 
I  lose  my  color,  I  lose  mv  breatli. 
I  drink  the  cup  of  a  costly  death, 
firimm'd  with  delirious  draughts  of 
warmest  life. 
I  die  with  my  delight  before         140 
I  hear  what  I  would  hear  from 

thee: 
Tet  tell  my  name  again  to  me, 
I  would  be  dying  evermore, 
80  dying  ever,  Eleftnorc. 


KATE 

[  INOW  her  by  her  angry  air. 
Ber  bright   Slack   eyes.    Iht    bright 
black  hair, 
II<»r  rapid  lauirhters  wild  and  shrill. 
ks  laughters  (»f  the  wcxKlfKic^ker 
Fri")m  the  bijsoni  of  a  hill. 
'Tis  Kate  —  slie  sjiyeth   what  she 
will; 
For  Kate  hath  an  unbridlwl  t(m.£:u<*. 
Clear  as  the  twanging  of  a  harp. 
Her  \n*skn  is  like  a  throbbing  star. 
Kate  hath  a  spirit  ever  strung 
Like  a  new  Ik)w.  and   bright  and 

sharp 
Ajj  edges  of  the  scimitar. 
Whence  shall  she  take  a  fitting  mate  ? 
For  Kate  no  conunon  love  will  H'cl ; 
My  woman-soldier,  gallant  Kate, 
As  pure  and  true  as  blades  of  steel. 


'  |ate  saith  •  the  world  is  void  of  mi irht . ' 

■  Kate  saith  'the  men  are  gilded  Hies.' 

Kate  snaps  her  flnirers  at  my  vows  : 
, .  Kate  will  not  hear  oif  lovers'  siirhs. 

■  ^^ould  I  were  an  armed  kni^rlit. 

;   wfarawl  for  well -won  enterpris<\ 
L  -h^  wearing  on  my  swarthy  brows 
5  »ne  garland  of   new  -  wreathed    eni- 

'  w  m  a  moment  I  wouJd  pierco 


The  blackest  files  of  clanging  fight. 
And  strongly  strike  to  left  and  righ 
In  dreaming  of  my  Iwly's  eyes. 
O,  Kate  loves  well  the  bold  a 
fierce; 
But  none  ar(i  bold  enough  for  Kate, 
She  cannot  find  a  fitting  mate. 


'MY  LIFE  IS  FULL  OF  WEAI 

DAYS ' 

My  life  is  full  of  weary  days. 
But  good  things  have  not  kept  alo( 

Nor  wander'd  into  other  ways ; 
I  have  not  lack'd  thy  mild  reproo 

Nor  golden  largess  of  thy  praise. 

And  now  shake  hands  across  the  brii 
Of  that  deep  gmve  to  which  I  go, 

Shake  hands  once  mon; ;  I  cannot  sii 
So  far — far  down,  but  I  shall  knr 
Thy  voice,  and  answer  from  belo 

When  in  the  darkness  over  me 

The  four-handtMl  mole  shall  scmpi 
Plant  thou  no  dusky  cypress- tree. 
Nor  wreathe  thy  cap  with  dolef 

enii)e, 
But  pledge  nie  in  the  flowing  i^raf 

And  when  the  sappy  field  and  wcxhI 
(Jrow   irreen    beneath    the    sliowe 
gray. 
And  ruggi'd  barks  l)e<rin  to  biid. 
And   thro'  damp   holts  n<*w-tlusli 

with  may, 
Ring  su(M<*n  soritches  of  the  jay, 

Then  let  wise  Nat  lire  work  her  will 
And  on  my  clay  her  darnel  lti'ow  : 

Conu!  only,  when  the  days  ww  still. 
And  at  my  hraclstnnc  whi^ixr  l(^\^ 
And  t(?ll  ii:(;  If  the  woodhirns  l)l()v 
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TO 


As  when  with  •lt>Wlnast  ryrs  \\r  n\\\ 

and  brood. 
And  ebb  into  a  fonniT  life,  or  s<<'ni 
To  lapse   far   l»a<'k  in  some  cinifus 

dream 
To  .strifes  of  mystical  sinuWtude, 
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If  one  but  speaks  or  hems  or  stirs  his 

chair. 
Ever  the  wonder  waxeth  more  and 

more, 
So  that  we  say,  *  All  this  hath  been 

before. 
All  this  hath  been,  I  know  not  when 

or  where ; ' 
80,  friend,  when  first  I  look'd  upon 

your  face, 
Our  thought   gave   answer  each   to 

each,  so  true  — 
Opposed  mirrors  each  reflecting  each — 
That,  tho'  I  knew  not  in  what  time  or 

place, 
Methought  that  I  had  often  met  with 

70U, 
And  either  lived  in  cither's  heart  and 

speech. 


^ 


II 


My  hope  and  heart  is  with  thee  —  thou 

wilt  be 
A  latter  Luther,  and  a  soldier-priest 
To  scare    church  -  harpies    from    the 

master's  feast : 
Our  dusted  velvets  have  much  need 

of  thee : 
Thou  art  no  Sabbath-drawler  of  old 

saws, 
Distill'd    from    some    worm-canker'd 

homily ; 
But  spurr'd  at  heart  with  fieriest  cneriry 
To  embattail  and  to  wall  about  thV 

cause 
With   iron-worded    proof,   hating   to 

hark 
The  humming  of  the  drowsy  pulpit- 

droue 
Half  God's  good  Sabbath,  while  the 

worn-out  clerk 
Brow-beats    his  desk    below.     Thou 

from  a  throne 
Mounted  in  heaven  wilt  shoot  into  the 

dark 
Arrows  of  lightnings.     I  will  stand 

and  mark. 

Ill 

Mine  be  the  strength  of  spirit,  full 

and  free. 
Like  some  broad  river  rushing  down 

alone, 


With  the  selfsame  impulse  when 

he  was  thrown 
From  his  loud  fount  apoD  the  ed 

lea;  — 
Which  With  increasing  might 

forward  flee 
By  town,  and  tower,  and  hill, 

cape,  and  isle. 
And  in  the  middle  of  the  green  a 
Keeps  his  blue  waters  fredi  for  i 

a  mile. 
Mine  be  the  power  which  ever  1 

sway 
Will  win  the  wise  at  once,  an 

degrees 
May  into  uncongenial  spirits  flov 
Even  as  the    warm  gulf-streai 

Florida 
Floats  far  away  into  the  Northen 
The  lavish  growths  of  southern 

ico. 


IV 


ALKXANDSB 

Warrior  of  God,  whose  strong 

arm  debased 
The  throne  of  Persia,  when  her  8 

bled 
At  Issus  by  the  Syrian  gates,  or ; 
Beyond  tlie  Meromian  naphtha 

disgraced 
For  ever — thee  (thy  pathway 

erased) 
Gliding  with  equal  crowns  two 

pents  led 
Jovful  to  that  palm-planted  foui 

fcii 
Ammonian  Oasis  in  the  waste. 
There  in  a  silent  shade  of  laurel  b 
Apart  the  Chamian  Oracle  divine 
Shelter'd  his  unapproached  myst 
High  things  were  spoken  there 

handed  down ; 
Onlv  thev   saw  thee  from  the  { 

shrine 
Returning  with  hot  cheek  and  kii 

eves. 


BUONAPARTE 

He  thought    to    quell  the  stul 

hearts  of  oak. 
Madman  !  —  to  chain  with  chains 

bind  with  bands 
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S> 


I  ^pmmmtk    ^rbo   swajt  the 
to  Ind,  ta&t  ta  fdr  dajUght 

and  uriUk  M|;i*fa>fmip^ 


I 

V  pMl,   Um  '  Britisb  bftttla 

Mb 

the  Coptic 


pix  \dak  lofwller  iiiood%  when 

■long  the  diitant 


t  with^  itottai^d  qMi%  with 
I  ewer;  «k  TimfUgtf  jet  once 


■|te  bim;  Ute  he  leaned  hn- 

n;  uke  those  whom  Gideon 
rd  with  brlen. 


FOLAVD 

knr.  O  God,  shall  men  be  ridden 

dovm, 
tfimplml  under  by  the  last  and 

lean 
fecn  T    The  heart  of  Poland  hath 

not  ceaaed 
psTfr.  tbo'  her  sacred  blood  doth 

drovD 
ivUU.  and  out  of  every  smouldcr- 

faf  town 
« to  Thre.  Icsit  brute  Power  be  f n- 


Tn 

CUnBMTD  or  diidden  hj  the  dender 

hand. 
And  iliudng  airy  triflea  thia  or  that, 
Ul^t  Hope  at  Beauty'a  call  would 

peroi  and  stand. 
And  nm  thro'  e^eiy  change  of  aharp 

and  flat; 
And  Ftocy  came  and  at  her  pillow  aat» 
When  Bleep  had  bound  her  In  hie 

ro^  oand. 
And  chaaed  away  the  atiU-vecuning 

gnat. 
And  woke  her  with  a  toy  from  lUiy 

land* 
But  now  -th^  Uve  with  Beauty  leas 

For  Hope  la  other  Hope  and  wanden 

far. 
Nor  carea  to  Hap  In  loT^a  deUdona 

Gfeeda; 
And  Ftocy  watchea  in  the  wildernea^ 
Poor  Ftocy  aadder  than  a  aingle  atar. 
That  aeU  at  twilight  In  a  land  of  loeda 

vm 

The  form,  the  form  alone  \n  eloquent  I 
A  nobler  yearning  never  broke  her  rest 
Than  but  to  diuice  and  sing,  be  gaily 

drest, 
And  win  all  eyes  with  all  acrompllsh* 

ment; 
Yet  in  the  whi rlini;  dances  a<iwc  went. 
My  fancy  made  mc  for  a  moment  blent 
To  And  my  heart  so  near  the  l>eaute- 

ous  brenftt 
That  once  had  p^iwer  to  rob  it  of  con- 
tent. 
A  moment    came  the  Vnwh'Twm  of 

tears. 
The  phantom  of  a  wiiih  thiitonee  could 
move, 
bis  ample  bound  to  some    A  ghmt  of  {KtSKion  timt  no  sniilcH  p- 
rnjwn,  —  store  — 

s  to  Tlh'v,  *Ijo^\,  how  long  shall    For  ah  !  tli'-  ••li;rht  corjueit'*,  «!i'-  ':»h 

the*-  thinga  be  ?  I  not  lovo, 

f  kmg   this    icy -hearted    Munro-  \  And  If  you  kb«*d  hf.r  f'^t  n  iho   -  t^'i 


that  o'«rgrown  Barbarian  in  the 


Trte 


vf»irs. 


th^  region? '    Us.  O  Just  and  j  She  etill  wo>iM  takff  th'r  irn:-  .  nwl 
Goml.  1  care  u'»  riionj. 

^*e.  vho  smiled  when  she  wa«i . 

torn  in  three;  !  ^^ 

vho  stand  now.  when  we  shfMild  .  Was  S«  ;ilii*'<r  v,"  [f  -*  (?i'>     u>  Vik" 
aU  the  right  ^  t  h»-  tu  •  \ 

to  be  wept  with  tears  of    Of  t\y^f  i\*iv\  W: '.iiw.''  :'.  i'   u*'.tr 
Mood  I  )  thf<:i:<;? 


s« 


JUVENILIA 


O,   sorrowest  thou,  pale  Painter,  for 

the  past. 
In  painting  some  dead  friend  from 

memory  ? 
Weep  on ;  beyond  his  object  Love  can 

last 
His  oblect  lives ;  more  cause  to  weep 

have  I: 
My  tears,  no  tears  of  love,  are  flowing 

fast, 
No  tears  of  love,  but  tears  that  Love 

can  die. 
I  pledge  her  not  in  any  cheerful  cup, 
Nor  care  to  sit  beside  her  where  she 

sits  — 
Ah  I  pity  —  hint  it  not  in  human  tones. 
But  breathe  it  into  earth  and  close  it 

up 
With  secret   death  for  ever,  in  the 

pits 
Which  some  green  Christmas  crams 

with  weary  bones. 


If  I  were  loved,  as  I  desire  to  be. 
What  is  there  in  the  great  sphere  of 

the  earth. 
And  range  of  evil  between  death  and 

birth. 
That  I  should  fear,  —  if  I  were  loved 

by  thee  ? 
All  the  inner,  all  the  outer  world  of 

pain 
Clear  Love  would  pierce  and  cleave, 

if  thou  wert  mine, 
As  I  have  heard  that,  somewhere  in 

the  main, 
Fresh-^vater  springs  come  up  through 

bitter  brine. 
Twere  joy,  not  fear,  claspt  hand-in- 
hand  with  thee. 


To  wait  for  death — mute — cirel( 

of  aU  iUs,  j 

Apart   upon  a   mountain,    ^bxf  (j 

surge 
Of  some  new  deluge  from  a  thouHi 

hills 
Flung  leagues  of  roaring  foam  |i 

the  gorge  \ 

Below  us,  as  &r  on  as  eye  could  n|| 

XI 
THE  BRIDBSMAID 

0  BRIDESMAID,  ere  the  happy  ki 

was  tied. 
Thine  eyes  so  wept  that  they  OCN 

hardly  see ; 
Thy  sister  smiled  and  said,  '  No  ta 

for  me  ! 
A  happy  bridesmaid  makes  a  hi^ 

bride.* 
And  then,  the  couple  standing  aide  1 

side. 
Love  lighted  down  between  them  t 

of  glee. 
And  over  his  left  shoulder  laugh'd 

thee, 
'  O  happy  bridesmaid,  make  a  hapj 

bnde.' 
And  all  at  once  a  pleasant  truth 

learned. 
For  while  the  tender  service   ma 

thee  weep, 

1  loved  thee  for  the  tear  thou  couli 

not  hide. 
And  prest  thy  hand,  and  knew  I 

press  retum'd. 
And  thought,  '  My  life  is  sick  of  siD| 

sleep: 
O  happy  bridesmaid,  make  a  hapi 

bfide  I ' 
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■   ! 


I'lKT     IV 

•  :i*»t  \\  imi  stniinini;. 
.'.V  uimnU  wiTi' wuniiiji;. 
«'  T'  :trii  in  hi«i  b;iiiks  cuiii- 
•'  i'.ijiiiiT.  I2U 

;    '.v  -k>  niiiin:; 
.  r  ■■i%*  'T  li  i'liiiii'li.it : 

A  -.iiw   lift  jit^mt. 
»■-•  ;•  Tip-  priiu  s\iv  \vn)te 

"■  ■   riviT'^  iliiii  «xp:ii)si- 
■-     i  •«■  T  in  :i  tniiHf, 
*  -      -^  •:  MiJod-haMiT  — 
.--.  •      i'!'»  iiimi'  I3-I 

1  -Ji*    i  -  'k  t«  I  ('.itni'litt. 
!  -  •  J  itf  Til'- 1  lay 
".•    •  ii  iin.   :iiiil  iliiwii  slic 

•■-•  ir!i  Nt'-  liiT  far  away, 
i     !.  v'.y  "f  Sliiiintt. 

-.  -■     'A  V   w  hit'- 
■  •  ■  ■     •  ;i?i'l  liirht 

-     •   •    ■    ■.:_li! 

;    .     A  :i  '.ii    i:ii.  ;..♦  ; 

.  i     ^         ■-■l  .I'.'t'.J   r  |i 

.     :  •    ■  i'  I'll  -Nj.       I 


'    •  .■    i.  .!■.-. 

.    ■ .  :"■•.!.. 
.'  '■   ■/   '1  -:     \\\. 

:»•'»'■:'!  "A  li-  -lly. 
■      •      ■  ■  I  -1  <  '.ir!:'  '■.• 
.    .    .;■  'li  if   •    I-'      1.  ■ 
.    ■  I-     •■  r-  r  •..■!  -. 

.  ■  ■■    ::--i. 


Difd  Mil*  houikI  of  royul  cIuht; 

Ami  thoy  iToss'd  thiMiisclvi's  for  fcrar, 

All  the  kiiiichts  at  Camelot: 
Hut  [jaiK'i'lot  iiiiisctl  a  little  spact* ; 
lit*  saiil.  '  Shi*  has  a  lovrly  facT  ; 
Cftxl  iu  liis  iiirn'V  Iciul  liiT  j^nin*.      17c 

Thf  I-allv  i>f  Shaltitt.' 

MARIANA   IN   THE  SOUTH 

With  one  blufk  sliadow  nt  it,M  fcot, 

Thf  hoMx*  thn)'  all  the  K'Vi*l  shiiK'S 
(M'toKf-latticcil  to  the  l>ro(MHng  heat, 

And  silent  in  its  dusty  vines: 
A  faint -blue  ridge  uiwrn  the  riglt. 
An  enii)tv  river-lx'd  before. 
And  shallows  on  a  distant  short*, 
In  irlarinir  s:ind  and  inlets  bright. 

Hut  •  Ave  Mary,'  made  shi'  nio:in. 

Ami    •  Ave   Mary/    night   and 

nii»ni.  10 

Ami    'Ah,'  she   sjmir,  *to  bi;  all 

all  me, 

Ti>  livi-  fiirijottrn,  and  li»ve  f<»r- 

ItHll.' 

*^hi-.  M-  li-  r  <;tr"l  "-.mMit  l'P-w. 

Fr'-'-ti  l>r'»'.v  .ii.il  liii'.. iiii  '•I'lwly  dnwr, 
TliV'*'  i.'-v  t.ipi  r  liiiji  T"  liifw 

II' r  '^'r- .oniiiLT  eiirls  nf  ilii-pr>>t 
liT'tw  n 

'!'•'  1'  t't   tii'l  I'L'Iit.  ;t:i'I  iii:i!''  appijir 
*^'  ill  I;  jli*'  'l  iii  :i  -•  IT'  T  >h:iiii: 
Ifi  !■  iu'l.jiii  Im'Iv  I  vi^  div  iiH". 
TIji-  li'iiii.   .it"  u.«    ui:ljii-.ir  :i  i«.ir.        .-ii 
A II'!  ■  A  \  '■  ^!  ir\ .'  \\  ;»•«  h'  r  iipuri 
•  M.iili:i:i:i.     -.1-1    is    niiOit     ;iiid 

III' Mil. ' 

Ami    "All,'   >lii'   -MIL*',    *  to    !»•'  .ill 

■I'l  I'll-. 
T'l  !!■«  t    fiirj'.tTrii.  iiiui  |i»\  I    !■  -r 

l"MI.* 


•■    >•■.!  l.v. 
■■.     M     .-^-li:.!.. 

'     .:.  ■  :  ■• 
:-    "■.  \    ■  ■;Mt 

•  :   1:.  1  'I  i!'!' 
•     .    V,.  \    r»  .  i  h- 

I 


■  Till    :iM    :li  ■  I  'i'v-.n  .  Ii  i-..-.  il.    :»•  1' 
I  I  ■• 

I '   *  •  I     I'  '   [  I  !'.!:.■'       .1   [■  • '   <  ■    .1    J 
I...    ■.     ..■       I:     .-    ■..-■   .         1    .■     -.'•        I..      ,   ■,,• 

11-  '■■•».•  I  :  ■     ■    .  ■      •  ■:  <!l- 

•■■:.'.■"  I   ■■  ■  ■   \|     •'■:    •         .  .'    t.:.      .Ti.-i- 

!"■■    i:-    '  j»    'i.i  ■''!..      'A  •  I'  \'    !■    II-!    ' 


\-    : 


I  ;. 


.  :  ■■.\-.l 


•I.  ■■■ 


■    ■  :   '     •      I'  •■ 

::     ■    ■!.■■   IM-I.     l.-r 


;•  1. 1;  I    rjt;ir 


■  I  i,.i'  A     i  h"-  |.i  li-'-.  niL'li-  a!iil 
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And  'All.'  file  said,  'but  [  wnkc  ■■ 
I  sk-cp  fiirgottCQ,  I  wiLkc  f(ir- 


Shc   brcatlted   In    sleep  *  I 

Aud  munnuiiDg,  aa  at  i 
uiid  morn, 
She  tliought,  ■  Hj  spirit  b 

Wulksfor^rotb*!!,  and ts fad 


Xor  nnv  <'loud 

Vj'iult, 

But  day  iiicn-tisi'd  fmin  Iicat  to  lifiit, 
Un  ktimv    drought   and    irtcumliii 


ii;,  sliL'  tueiT  it  n 
Stir  felt  he  was  nod  was  not  tbe 
ir-  wi)kc ;  the  lialibic  o(  tbe  stn 
Fill.  und.  n ithmit,  the  steadj i 
iriiiik    nnc    sick   willow  aere 

llu'  river-bill  was  dusty-wUte 

Ami  all  tiic  fiinia'-e  of  the  li^l 

riii'k  up  ajtHiiiMt  the  blinding  k 

Shi-  whisjx-r  '     -'--  -  -"■-■ " 


r'd,  witbAStlfledi 
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in\v:inl  tlian  iil  ni^bt  or 


?i. 


M'»:li»r,  li't   fiif  not  Ikt*' 

..r-j:.iir-n  aiHl  Uir  fnrloni.' 

fr«»ni  liiT  Ixwom  dn.*\v  f>i 
V  l»r*-]itliiiii;  of  her  worth, 
ill!  y  suiil,  'must  ih-chIs  be 

• 

»  loTiOif'St  ii[>oii  tiirth.' 
vm'il  to  luiss  tin*  (i(M>r. 
I  btT  with  slii^ht.  :iii<i  siiy 

thv  b*-:uilv  tlowsjiwjiv. 

f«ir  fvi-riiion*.' 

^  h<«rt.*  Hbc  rban^Tfd  btT 

e. 

cniC"l  b»v«\  wboN'  nul  is 

rn.  7^ 

he  etvl   to  bi'  b'ft  uloiif, 
re  fi»r::r>tt4*ii,  ami  die  fnr- 

ii*i«  ill  tfi«*  fall  in 'J  (lay 

•  h»  r  «'y<  «.  aTj«l  s;iy. 

:  t\>*\\  »:\\  irii  nViT  all 

t !..  !i':iT  rl|.  iliv  ilii  r'-.i"«  «1, 

t  k  -.li  III  -w  !r'»ni  Th'    w.ili 

iV  T.-  !i'_')iT.'   -h*    HI. til'     111  r  • 

I'l.  -I 

liy  ^.  ;.:j)it.  tin-  i  •_!»'  t.. 

•.  irii  r.'::liT  1  nu  li  f*  :tl'»»ii 
.■   f  ■"j'Ts  ri.  ami  li.\  f  I"  t 


THE  TWO   VOICES 

A  sTii.i.  Riimll  voirr  spake  unto  me,    \ 
*Tbou  art  w)  full  of  mis«Ty,  | 

Were  it  not  iK'tter  not  to  lie  ?' 

TbiMi  to  tbe  still  snuiU  voiee  I  sjiid : 
'  T.et  me  not  aist  in  endless  sbade 
Wbat  is  so  wonderfully  made.' 

To  wbieh  the  v(»iee  did  ur^re  reply: 

'To(biv  I  saw  tbe  drairon-lly 

Come  from  tbe  wells  wbere  be  did  lie. 

•  An  inner  impulse  rent  tbe  veil  :o 

Of  bis  old  busk  ;  from  bead  to  tail 
Came  out  <lear  i)lates  of  sap])bire  mail. 

'  Ur  tlried  bis  winirs;  like  i;auze  Ibey 

LTew  : 
Tbro'  iToftsand  pastun*s  wet  witb  dew 
A  livinic  Ilasli  of  liirbt  lie  tlew.' 

I  s;iiil  :  •  Wln'U  lirst  tbe  wijrbl  beiran, 

VinnjL''  N.ifuri'  tlim'  r'lvr  r-ycli-s  ran. 
.\iiil  ill  tlic  >^i\tli  xIh'  in<MiliI(Ml  man. 

■S||i-  :;a\i    iiiiii  iiii!iil.  iln-  !■  •nllif'-I 
IM' tl'i'i*  i":i.  a:iil.  altn'.*-  'Im-  if*'. 
1  »'»rni!ii":i  i:i  tin-  liia<l  and  l•rl•a•^t.' 

Till  »■■  'ii  'III-  -^iliiit  Miin-  rt'iilir.!  ■ 

•^1  It  lili'"li'l  an-  Villi  ^\    \'>iir  |iii(!f 
l.'»«-k  Mil  "h;  ■'  iiii:lii  ;  ili«  '\  ••rid  i--  w  idi 


'Thi-'  iru'li  uiMiiii  ihv   n.iiiil  nipai'-' 

Tlia'  ill  a  l»iiii!iiil<-ss  u!ii\i'r'-i- 

I-  ?•■  .'Mi'l'i'"-  !iiVi  r.  liii  i'l'l!'  "-  'A''r«><' 


.    ■  !■  .li-l   •»■.!!    lT.  ■    r:.:-l\    \'i'i    tlli-'     llMUl-i       •!'    I:'-|i«  -     .l';| 
'..     .  •     ;rid    <•«  '  'f  li|f  vr:i  'r  ji  ^ 

■  ■    !  i"'  ■■    lilifiil  >lii-  iImml".  <  '■  .!«i  liii'l  !.n  -T.iN  !:■  i   'Iji:;  1  :-:■■■  r 
;    .;■■  .-I  'M'   b  ili"»iiv.  ill  ■.  "ri  ii  r  li  .ii'li'-!  ii:-ll:--    -;■:■«  i*' 

■  •       .-     rlir-i"     '1h-     >ili  •-■        T'l  .   'I... m  mi  ?<■  .i* ''•■'■■■  'Im    a'--; 

■  •  -  N  '  :  :-  t;,-  P   !■;■  'iiv  ••'  •■  ■    ■-.  ■  ■:  ■ 

, .  •  "I  •  ■-•    :li»-  ]i'.  j'f.' 

■•  ■  .'  Ml*  'I  *.b«-   III  »■!•    Ii-  '  I'll'  •■  -i    :  -1. .   •■-;.■■■-  ;•-  r  :  i!' 

■  \ I-.'    ■  ,■   :     •  ''i-  -     ;'•  iii".   *■  :'I 

■  _■'  •  ■  ■•III'  -in  '\i  i'.  !>!:  ■  *  >.  I-.  ;ii^-     i:     ■     ■  ;      i 


■.:■: 1 


!    -I:  ill    I  ia-«j-    T-i    '.t     I  ;     T  .  ',\  !i    ■    '  ■    1 

<^mn| 

■   '  ■:  j't:«  n.  and   I-a  i-  -'-r  •  li-  • 

I  Wilt •  "11  'A  ■•  [I  ji-i  tli\  ill  l:i  i'  ii<  \  ; 
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'  Or  will  one  beam  be  less  intense,     40 

When  thv  peculiar  difference 

Is  cancell'd  in  the  worKl  of  sense?* 

I  would  have  said,  'Thou  canst  not 

know,' 
But  my  full  heart,  that  work'd  below, 
Hain'd  thro'  my  sight  its  overflow. 

AL^ain  the  voice  spake  unto  me: 

•  Thou  art  so  steeiid  in  miser\-. 
Surely  't  were  iKtter  not  to  be. 

'  Thine  an<ruish  will  not  let  thee  sleep, 
Nor  any  tniin  of  reason  keep :  50 

Thou  canst  not  think,  but  thou  wilt 
weep.' 

I  said:  'The  years  with  change  ad- 
vance ; 
If  I  make  dark  my  count<;*nance. 
I  sliut  my  life  from  happier  chance. 

'  Some  turn  tijis  sirkne.ss  yet   might 

take, 
Kven  yet.'     Uut  In- :   'AVlnit  drui:  can 

make 
A  witln'iM  ])aNy  ct-ase  lo  shake?'  | 

1  wj'pt  :  "Tin/  I  should  di<',  T  know 
Tlial  all  about  the  tlioni  will  blow 
In  tufts  iti  ro>y -tinted  snow  ;  Ui 

'And    men.    thro'    novel    spheres   of 

thoiiLTJlt 

Still  inoviiiLT  after  truth  lonir  s<iuj;rht, 
Will  learn  new  lliiuL's  wlien  1  am  not.' 

'  V(rt,'   siiid    the   secret  voice,    'some 

time. 
Sooner  or  later,  will  ^^ray  |)rime 
.Make  tliv  'Tass  iKuir  wiili  early  rime. 

*  Not  less  swift   souls  that  vearn  for 

liLdit. 
Ilapt  after  heaven's  starry  Hiirht, 
Would   swiM'p  the  tracts  of  day  and  j 

ni.L'-ht.  '  i 

■  Not  less  the  ])ee  wrmld  nui^e  her  cells. 
The  furzy  prickle  tire  the  dells,  71 

The  foxglove  cluster  dap])led  bells.' 

I  sjiid  that  'all  tiie  yejirs  invent; 
pjich  montii  is  various  to  pivsent 
The  world  with  some  development. 


'Were  this  not  well,  to  M 

hour, 

The'  watching  from  a  niiii*d 
How  grows  the  day  of  human 

•  The  highest -mounted  nimd. 
'  Still  sees  the  sacred  mornini 
The  silent  summit  OTerliead. 

'  Will  thirty  seasons  render  jp 
Those  lonely  lights  that  still 
Just  breaking  over  land  and 

*0r  make   that  mom,  from 

crown 
And  crystal  silence  creeping 
Flood  with  full  daylight  g 

town  ? 

•  Forerun  thv   peers,    thy  ti 

let 
Thy  feet,  millenniums  hence, 
In  midst  of  knowledge,  due 

vet. 

'  Thou  hast  not  gninM  a  real 
Nor  art  thou  nean»r  to  the  liji 
Because  the  scale  is  inlinite. 

'  'T  were  better  not  to  breathe 
Than    cry    for    strength,    p 

weak, 
And  seem  to  find,  but  still  to 

'  3Iorcover,  but  to  seem  to  fii 
Asks    what    thou    lackest, 

resign'd, 
A  healthy  frame,  a  quiet  miv 

I  siiid  :  '  When  I  am  gone  a^ 
"  He  dare<l  not  tarry,"  men  1 
Doing  dishonor  to  my  clay.' 

'  This  is  more  vile,*  he  made  1 
■  To  breathe  and   loathe,  to 

sigh. 
Than  once  from  dread  of  paii 

•  Sick  art  thou  —  a  divided  w 
Still  heaping  on  the  fear  of  11 
The  fear  of  men,  a  coward  sti 

'Do  men  love  thee?     Art 

bound 
To  men  that  h(»w  thy  name  m 
Will  vex  thee  lying  undergrc 
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off  tlM  witlMi'd  l€^ 
is  MHoe  mon  brief 
te  i^nMr'd  ttiifeomii-ihMl 

aAsirltk  sleep  In  trust; 
I  «w  that  Is  drd  with  dost 
ds  of  Um  false  or  just' 

sk,  to  plnck  resolTe/  I  cried, 
and  Um  waste  wide 
or  scotsful  pride  t     lao 


yet  that  I  oould  raise 
» tkttt  warm'd  nie  in  tlie  days 
n  I  ycam'd  for  human  pndee. 

wide  in  soul  and  bold  of 


the  tents  I  paoied  and  sung, 
sat  battle  flash'd  and  rung. 

ihs  Joyfol  FiBan  dear, 
Hk  Immldi'd  without  fear 
anC   the    buckler,    and   the 


Iff  to  rtrivi*  a  happy  strife.    130 
vitii  falM-btirKl  to  tho  knife, 
t  to  lose  the  gomi  of  life  — 

UddeD  principle  to  move. 
tocKhtT.  part  and  prove, 
rfr   the  li>tiiMl8  of  bate  and 

'  m  mieht  be.  to  carve  out 
•f^  for  every  human  doubt. 
Khp    whole  'mind    might    orb 
khrMit-- 

tfrii  ihn/  aH  I  felt  or  mw. 
rinstof  lift'.  tbedepthi«of  awe. 
■ch  the  law  within  the  law ;  141 

■t  not  rotting?  like  a  weed, 
irias  town  jiome  generoua  need, 
ri  of  further  thought  and  dee<l. 

Mk  when  Life  her  light  with* 
haw*. 

U  fif  richt4*ouii  self- applause, 
t  btpIt  selflfh  cause  — 


at  gnod  cause,  not  in  mine  own, 
liih.  wept  for.  honored,  known. 
hiawHiloroTerthrDwn;      i|o 


'  Whose  eyes  are  dim  with  gtorioos 

team, 
When,   ioa'd  with  noUe  dust^   he 

hears 
His  country's  war-song  thrill  his  ears ; 

'  Then  dying  of  a  mortal  stroke. 
What  time  the  foeman's  Une  Is  broke 
And  aU  the  war  isroU'd  in  smoke.' 

•  Tear  said  the Toice,  'thydnamwsf 

While  liou  sbodest  hi  the  bud. 
It  was  the  stirring  of  the  bkwd. 

'If  Nature  put  not  forth  her  power 
About  the  opening  of  the  tlower,     i4. 
Who  is  It  that  ooud  IIts  an  hour? 

'Then  comes  the  check,  the  duunge^ 

thefUl. 
Psin  rises  up,  okl  plessures  palL 
There  hi  one  remeay  for  alL 

'  Yet  hadst  thou,  thro^  enduring  pain, 
Link'd  month  to  month  with  such  a 

chain 
Of  knitte<i  purport,  all  were  vain. 

'Thou  hiidHt  not  between  death  and 

birth 
Dissolvini  the  riddle  of  the  earth.     170 
So  were  thv  labor  little  worth. 

'That  men  with  knowledge  merely 

play'd, 
I  told  th«*e  —  liardly  nigher  made, 
Tho*  Rcalin;^  slow  from  grade  to  grade ; 

'Much  le5w  this  dreamer.  d<»af  and 

blind. 
Nametl  man,  may  hope  some  truth  to 

find. 
That  Ix'ars  reflation  to  the  mind. 

•  For  everv  worm  beneath  the  moon 
Draws  different  thn^ads.  and  late  and 

Mwin 
Spin^.  toiling  out  his  own  cocoon.    180 

•  Cry,  faint  not :  I'ithcr  Tnith  is  bom 
B«»yoncl  tin*  i><»lar  irl«im  forlorn. 

Or  in  the  gateway »  of  the  mom. 

Try,  faint  not.  climb:  the  summits 
slofie 


fM 
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Beyond  the  furthest  flights  of  hope. 
Wrapt  in  dense  cloud   from  base  to 
cope. 

'  Sometimes  a  little  comer  shines, 

As  over  rainy  mist  inclines 

A  gleaming  crag  with  belts  of  pines. 

•  I  will  go  forward,  sayest  thou.       190 
I  shall  not  fail  to  find  her  now. 
Look  up,  tlie  fold  is  on  her  brow. 

•  If  straight  thy  track,  or  if  oblique. 
Thou  know*st  not.  Shadows  thou  dost 

strike. 
Embracing  cloud,  Ixion-like ; 

*  And  owning  but  a  little  more 
Tlian  beasts,  abidcst  lame  and  poor, 
Calling  thyself  a  little  lower 

•Than    angels.     Cease    to    wail   and 

brawl ! 
Why  inch  by  inch  to  darkness  crawl  ? 
There  is  one  n?mcdv  for  all.'  201 

*0  dull.  one-side<l  voice*  sjiid  I. 

*  Wilt  thou  make  everything  a  lie. 
To  tlattcr  me  that  I  mav  die  ? 

'I  know  that  age  to  age  succ^'cds. 
Blowing   a    noise    of     tongues     and 

d<K'ds, 
A  dust  of  svstems  and  of  cree<ls. 

*I  cannot  hide  that  some  have  striven, 
Achievinir  calm,  to  whom  was  given 
The  joy  that  mixes  man  with  Heaven  : 

•Who.     rowing    hard     against     the 
stream.  211 

Saw  distant  gjites  of  Eden  gleam. 
And  did  not  dream  it  was  a  <lream  ; 

'But  heard,  by  secn^t  transport  U*d, 
Even  in  the  charnels  of  the  dead. 
The  munnur  of  the  fountain-head  — 

'Which  did  accomplisli  their  desire, 
Bon:  and  forebore,  and  did  not  tire. 
Like  Stephen,  an  imciuenched  tire. 

'  He  heedwl  not  reviling  tones.         220 
Nor  sold  his  heart  to  idle  nuxms. 
Tho'  cursed  and  scorn'd,  and  bruised 
with  stones ; 


'  But  looking  upward,  full  of 
He  pray*d,  and  from  a  happy 
God's  glory  smote  him  on  me 

The  sullen  answer  slid  betwixt: 
'Not  that  the  grounds  of  hope 

fix'd. 
The  elements  were  kmdlier  mix^' 

I  said :  '  I  toil  beneath  the  ciin^ 
But,  knowing  not  the  universe, 
I  fear  to  slide  from  bad  to  warm ; 

'  And  that,  in  seeking  to  undo 
One  riddle,  and  to  find  the  true, 
I  knit  a  hundred  others  new ; 

'Or  that  this  anguish  fleeting  henej 
Unmanacled  from  bonds  of  seme^  1 
Be  fix'd  and  frozen  to  pennanenosi 

'  For  I  go,  weak  from  suffering  hd 
Naked  1  go,  and  void  of  cheer:  j 
What  is  it  tliat  I  may  not  fear?'    j 

■ 

*  Consider  well,'  the  voice  replied, . 

'  His  face,  that  two  hours  sonoe  l|| 

died :  j 

Wilt  thou  find  passion,  pain  or  pn 

'  Will  he  ol)ey  when  one  commaai 
Or  answer  should  one  press  hishlM 
He  answers  not,  nor  understands 

'His  palms  are  folded  on  his bretit 
There  is  no  other  thing  expresaTd 
But  long  disquiet  merged  in 


'  His  lips  are  very  mild  and  med[; 
Tho'   one  should  smite   him  on  I 

cheek. 
And  on  the  mouth,  he  will  notflpc^ 

'  His  little  daughter,  whose  sweet  1 
He  kiss'd.  talking  his  last  embracs^ 
Becomes  dishonor  to  her  race — 

'His   sons   grow^    up   that  bear 

name. 
Some  grow  to  honor,  some  toshami 
But  he  is  chill  to  praise  or  blam& 

'  He  will  not  hear  the  north-wind  It 
Nor,      moaning,     household    shd 

crave 
From  winter  rains  that  beat  hia  gn 
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m»  f(>td  ADtl  swim  ; 
Kbe  twEUxbt  ilim: 
r  torgetteUi  liim,' 


MhuTT    Uw  dMd  E 


«p ;     the   plant   de< 


I  MnvM  I  kmnr. 

a    gBftTa  the  ibadow 


MM  iTOWD*d  h<«  head: 
I  art  Ixml."  thpy  Mid. 
oUoa  Id  tIi«T  dtMil  \  " 


iMt  other  indutncc. 
wwd  cvldrnon, 
doubu    agsliut    the 

tetal  pilot cjea, 
plrlt  blindly  wbe. 
k  lUng  th»t  dies. 

itif  wing!  lo  fly  : 

■MM  £t<rra(t7. 

Ptffrd  In  hU  oiinil 
hr  aowixTv  flnil 
If  on  erKry  wind. 


K 


'The  end  sod  the  IiukIiuiIdk  vcx 
ilia  nusun :  iiiuiiy  tltliif^  perplex, 
Wiib  luoUous,  dtecloi,  oticl  couDtcr 


Be  mny  not  du  tliu  Uiiuj;  be  wuidd. 

*  Heaven  opens  tiiwanl,  chasms  yeim, 
Va»t  ImafM  Iii  glhiuauriiig  dawa, 
Ujkir  shown.  Mv    brukuD   uud  with- 
drawn. 

'Ah  !  sure  wILhlu  hlu  and  without. 
Could  bin  tbrk  wiBlom  Qiul  It  out, 
There  mint  be  aiisw<3-  to  bts  doubt, 


■  Bat  than  auu 
Wilb   Uilne   G 

Klein, 
Or  thou  wHt  K 


I  weepoQ    art  thnu 
rerhut  in  rain. 


'The  doubt  would  teat.  I  due  not 

la  the  same  circle  wo  revolve. 
Assiiraut-'c  only  breeds  niulve.' 

\n  wlii'ii  II  Uilluw,  blown  aninat, 
FhIU  buck,  tbe  vukv  wlui  which  T 

A  Hull-  niuHHl,  but  n 


'  Wbcrt  wt-rt  Ibou  whtn  thy  father 

In  bla  treu  flulil.  and  pastime  made,  ih 
A  niiTry  boy  in  sun  and  ihodi.'  T 

'  A  merry  boy  they  call'd  bim  then, 
tie  mt  upon  tlie  knvnn  of  mt^u 
In  days  tlutt  never  conic  again ; 


Thefr  nnirwe.  till  tbou  werl  ako  man: 

■  Who  look  a  wife,  wlio  rc.ir'd  hU  mv, 
Whow  wrinkles  ipithi-rd  on  hli  face. 
\SUofif    troubles    number    wltb    his 

■  A  llfii  of  nntliintn.  notbInK  worth. 
From  that  tlmt  nothing  >»■  his  blnb 
Tu  that  butt  uolhing  under  earth  I ' 
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'These  words/  I  said,  'arc  like  the 

rest; 
No  certain  deafness,  but  at  best 
A  vague  suspicion  of  the  breast : 

'But  if  I  grant,  thou  mightst  defend 
The  thesis  which  thy  words  intend  — 
That  to  begin  implies  to  end  ; 

'  Yet  how  should  I  for  certain  hold,  340 
Because  my  memory  is  so  cold. 
That  I  first  was  in  human  mould  ? 

'  I  cannot  make  this  matter  plain. 
But  I  would  shoot,  howe*or  in  vain, 
A  random  arrow  from  the  brain. 

'It  may  be  that  no  life  is  found. 
Which  only  to  one  engine  bound 
Falls  off,  but  cycles  always  round. 

*  As  old  mythologies  relate, 

8ome  draught  of  Lethe  might  await  350 
The    slipping    thro'    from    state    to 
state; 

'  As  here  we  find  in  trances,  men 
Forget  the  dream  that  happens  then. 
Until  they  fall  in  trance  again ; 

*  So  might  we,  if  our  state  were  such 
As  one  before,  remember  much. 

For  those  two  likes  might  meet  and 
touch. 

*  But,  if  I  lapsed  from  nobler  place. 
Some  legend  of  a  fallen  race 

Alone  might  hint  of  my  disgrace  ;   360] 

'  Some  vague  emotion  of  delight 
In  gazing  up  an  Alpine  height,  , 

Some  yearning  toward  the  lamps  oi 
night ; 

*  Or  if  thro'  lower  lives  I  came  — 
Tho'  all  experience  past  became 
Consolidate  in  mind  and  frame  — 

*  I  might  forget  my  weakrr  lot ; 
For  is  not  our  first' year  forgot  ? 
The  haunts  of  memory  echo  not. 

'And  men,   whose   reason  long  was 
blind,  370 

From  cells  of  madness  unconfinwl, 
Oft  lose  whole  vears  of  darker  mind. 


'  Much  more,  if  first  I  floated  frei 
As  naked  essence,  must  I  be 
Incompetent  of  memory; 

*  For  memory  dealing  but  with  tfa 
And  he  with  matter,  could  she  dl 
Beyond  her  own  material  prime  f 


'  Moreover,  something  is  or 
That     touches     me      with 

gleams. 
Like  glimpses  of  forgotten  drem 


n 


'Of  something  felt,   like  scHiieli 

here; 
Of  something  done,  I  know  notwl 
Such  as  no  language  may  declara; 

The  still  voice  laugh*d.    '  I 

he, 
'  Not  with  thy  dreams.   Sufltoj 
Thy  pain  is  a  reality.' 

'But  thou.'  said  I,  'but 

mark. 
Who  sought'st  to  wreck  mj 

ark. 
By  making  all  the  horizon 

'  Why  not  set  forth,  if  I  8h< 
This  rashness,  that  which 

sue 
With  this  old  soul  in  orgtna 

*  Whatever  crazy  sorrow  Baiti^ 
No  life    that    breathes  with 

breath 
Has  ever  truly  long'd  for  death. 

*  'T  is  life,    whereof   our 

scant, 
O,  life,  not  death,  for  whidi 
More  life,  and  fuller,  that  I 

I  ceased,  and  sat  as  one  forionLd 
Then  said  the  voice,  in  quiet  M 
'  Behold,  it  is  the  Sabbath 

And  I  arose,  and  I  released 

Tbe  casement,  and  the  light  intafl 

With  freshness  in  the  dawning M 

I  Like  soften'd  airs  that  blowing  rt 
When  meres  begin  to  unoonseal. 
The    sweet    church    bell9   pe^ 
peal. 
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i  like  a  irelcame  guest. 

betwfvn  his  wifeandcLild. 
um)  foHfiill  tlnm  aadmikl, 
nil  tbvn  bo  nrravdy  smiled. 

]'.  psrtiwr  of  lii.t  I>1i><n1 
Mm.  faitliful.  ijuntle,  gumi. 
lirTi»M.'  of  wfimonhood. 

■ir  diHiblc  lovp  »<>cure, 
■ftuli-n  walk'd  <li-m«n'. 
1h  diiwnwanl  cvclids  piinv 


ae  three  made  unity  so  aweet, 
My  trottta  heart  began  to  beat, 
Itcmemliering  its  ancienl  heat. 


Tlie  dull  uikI  bitter  voite  « 


Ah  Troni  wiiik-  blissrnl  ntngiiborliood, 
A  iiotici-  fiiiiLtly  HiidiTstciod,  4J1 

' '  "ee  thi'  riiii,  iumI  kuow  the  gmnl.' 
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A  little  hint  to  solace  woe, 

A  hint,  a  whisper  breathing  low, 

'  I  may  not  speak  of  what  I  know.' 

iiike  an  ^Eolian  harp  that  wakes 

No  certain  air,  but  overtakes 

Far  thought  with  music  that  it  makes  ; 

Such  seem'd  the  whisper  at  my  side : 
*What    is    it    thou    knowestj    sweet 
voice?'  I  cried.  +40 

-'A  hidden  hope,'  the  voice  replied  ; 

So  heavenly-toned,  that  in  that  hour 
From  out  my  sullen  heart  a  power 
Broke,   like*  the    rainbow    from    the 
shower. 

To  feel,  altho'  no  tongue  can  prove. 
That  every  cloud,  that  spreads  above 
And  veileth  love,  itself  is  love. 

And  forth  into  the  fields  I  went. 
And  Nature's  living  motion  lent 
The  pulse  of  hope  to  discontent.      450 

I  wondered  at  the  bounteous  hours, 
The  slow  result  of  winter  showers ; 
You  scarce  could  see  the  grass  for 
flowers. 

I  wonder'd,  while  I  paced  along ; 
The  woods  were  fill'd  «^  full  with  song, 
There  seem'd  no  room   for  sense  of 
wrong; 

And  all  so  variously  wrought, 

I  marveU'd  how  the  mind  was  brought 

To  anchor  by  one  gloomy  thought ; 

And  wherefon'  rather  I  made  choice  460 
To  commune  with  that  barren  voice. 
Than  him  that  said,   'Rejoice!    Re- 
joice ! ' 


THE  MILLERS  DAUGHTER 

I  SEE  the  wealthy  miller  yet. 

His  double  chin,  his  portly  size. 
And  who  that  knew  him  could  forget 

The  busy  wrinkles  round  his  eyes  ? 
The  slow  wise  smile  that,  round  about 

His  dustv  forehead  drilv  curl'd, 
Seem'd  half- within  and  Imlf-without, 

And  full  of  dealings  with  the  world? 


In  yonder  chair  I  see  him  sit, 

'Three  fingers  round  the  old  1 
cup  — 
I  see  his  gray  eyes  twinkle  yet 

At  his  own  jest — gray  ^es  lit 
With  summer  lightnings  of  a  sooil 

So  full  of  sununer  warmth,  so  1 
So  healthy,  sound,  and  clear  and «i 

His  memory  scarce  can  make 
sad. 

Yet  fill  my  glass ;  give  me  one  Id 
My  own  sweet  Alice,  we  must  i 

There 's  somewhat  in  this  world  ■ 
Shall  be  unriddled  by  and  by. 

There 's  somewhat  flows  to  us  in  1 

.  But  more  is  taken  quite  away. 

Prav,  Alice,  pray,  my  darling  wij 
That  we  may  die  the  self -same  ( 

Have  I  not  found  a  happy  earth? 

I  least  should  breathe  a  thong) 
pain. 
Would  God  renew  me  from  my  b 

I'd  almost  live  my  life  again; 
So  sweet  it  seems  with  thee  towal 

And  once  again  to  woo  thee  mil 
It  seems  in  after-dinner  talk 

Across  the  walnuts  and  the  wii 

To  be  the  long  and  listless  boy 

Late-left  an  orphan  of  the  sqidi 
Where  this  old  mansion  mounted] 

Looks  down  upon  the  village  ^ 
For  even  here,  where  I  and  you 

Have  lived  and  loved  alone  sol 
Each  mom  my  sleep  was  broken  1 

By  some  wild  skylark's  matin  a 

And  oft  I  heard  the  tender  dove 

In  firry  woodlamls  making  mot 
But  ere  1  saw  your  eyes,  my  lovd 

I  had  no  motion  of'my  own. 
For  scarce  my  life  with  fancy  pltj] 

Before    I    dream'd    that   ]^ea 
dream  — 
Still  hither  thither  idly  sway'd 

Like  those  long  mosses  in  the  stR 

Or  from  the  bridge  I  lean'd  to  hm 
The  milldam  rushing  down  *" 
noise. 

And  see  the  minnows  every  where 
In  crystal  eddies  glance  and  pd 

The  tali  flag- flowers  when  they  spi 
Below  the  nmge  of  stepping-stc 


k»  to  (nwn  •»  dMr,  w  ikar, 

■■■Mm  lab«rMTi 

ta  ■■■■■f  d>T  and  nl(bt, 

ft  b«  MBek  Mt  wtnn  anil  whlu. 

««M  W  tl»  idnlla 

I  far  imimt?  <UiMy  mK 

t  hnrt  nwU  bMt  asiilM  mv, 


■m  ■iwhiiiii  III  iiiiHi 
STHwb  Iiom    Hk  Hriy 


>o  much  in  &gr, 

'  thnae  tIvM  houn  are  goDi?. 
riaa  nn  Ufo  to  mn  thou  art. 
M>mI  Prnrot,  wouiul  Id  unr. 
fct  K  fwiand  for  tlu*  bmn  i 
ttt  other  aoDK  I  made. 
■fv^d  wiih  ni7  tuipp7  lot.  KB 
.  wiam  In  the  chMtout  itiaile 
d  tha  Mnr  torgFl-me-iioL 

>«  Atf  kMh  ■■  la  tht  bM, 
)  Ik  ^m,  and  m  larg't't 

mj  >fhaK*  lb(  yean  bfort; 
•«  iW  (lit  !•  Lot*  tkr  dah. 

m  b  kart  with  jar  and  hvl; 

MltiiBdaafacBa  tcgnt;        *» 

■  vU  Ub  laan  an  vm; 

•  hriM  Baki  a*  nt. 

m  b  l*i*«T  (or  n  fm»i: 

tfnto»«re*<rlihlUiM.   Tnw 

Ik 

I  ay  ma  brart  thlna  ■rma 


d  «7W  1«  aror  dmn  I 


Tbr-y  have  not  Hhnl  u  luanv  l^ars.    m 
l>c&T  i>Tt«,  tiixoB  flrM  I  Kiiew  tliPin 
ireU 

Y«t  te«n  the;  shed;  thej  had  theli 
part 

Of   Kirrotr;    for    when   Um«    iraa 

The  atUI  KffectlDn  of  the  heart 
Bocama  ut  auiniuil  brenlblng  type, 

That  Into  Btfllii«M  psel  again. 
Anil  \etl  u  wuut  unknown  t>efoi«: 

Although   the   luM  luul   bnjugbt   Ui^ 
pahi. 
That    loaa   but    mado   ua  love  tbs 


With  farther  lookbga  on.    The  Usa, 
TV  woTM  aniH.  Mem  bat  to  ba 

Wcnk  armtnlaar  tba  aatUed  bUm. 
Tba  oonftxt,  I  hare  found  In  tlwB ; 

But  that  Ood  U«M  UiM,  dear—  who 


Two  ifiblU  U>  out  »itul  mind  — 
With  blnalaga  be jond  hopu  <«  thought. 
With  bleasinga  which  no  word*  uu 
AdO. 

AriHC.  nod  M  iis  wandrr  forth 

To  yon  old  mill  turofutho  wolds  ;i4b 
For  look,  the  sunwr.  south  and  north. 

Winds  all  the  vale  to  rosy  folds. 
And  fires  your  numiw  caaenwnt  glom 

Touching  the  sullen  pool  below ; 
On  the  ':halk  hill  the  beaided  gran 

Is  dry  and  dewless.     Let  us  go. 


0  LovK.   T«»e,   Love  1    O  wlUierlnit 
O  sun.  tlut  froin  thy  noonday  hrlitht 


Lo.  falling  from  riv  constant  mini). 
Lo,  patch'il  and  wltber'd.  deaf  and 

bliu.1. 
I  whirl  like  leavFn  in  ruiuiDg  wind. 

Last  niKht  I  wasted  hateful  hotitv 
Below  the  city's  rasteni  towers: 
I  thiratnl  for  the  hrtxiki.  the  showed; 
t  roird  amoiie  tho  lender  ttuwer*; 
I  cruih'd  Uiem  on  my  bnaat,  ny 
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I  look'd  athwart  the  burning  drouth 
Of  that  long  desert  to  the  south. 

Last  night,  when  some  one  spoke  his 

name, 
From  my  swift  blood  that  went  and 

came 
A  thousand  little  shafts  of  flame 
Were  shiver'd  in  mj  narrow  frame. 

0  Love,  O  fire !  once  he  drew 
With  one  long  kiss  my  whole  soul 

thro' 
My  lips,  as  sunlight  drinketh  dew. 

Before  he  mounts  the  hill,  I  know 
He  cometh  quickly ;  from  below 
Sweet  gales,  as  from  deep  gardens, 

blow 
Before  him,  striking  on  my  brow. 
In  my  dry  brain  my  spirit  soon, 
Down -deepening   from   swoon   to 

swoon, 
Faints  like  a  dazzled  morning  moon. 

The  wind  sounds  like  a  silver  wire, 
And  from  beyond  the  noon  a  fire 
Is  pour'd  upon  the  hills,  and  nigher 
The  skies  stoop  down  in  their  desire ; 
And,  islcd  in  sudden  seas  of  light, 
My  heart,  pierced  thro*  with  fierce 

delight. 
Bursts  into  blossom  in  his  sight. 

My  whole  soul  waiting  silently. 
All  naked  in  a  sultry  sky, 
Droops  blinded  with  his  shining  eye ; 
I  itiU  possess  him  or  will  die. 

1  will  grow  round  him  in  his  place, 
Grow,  live,  die  looking  on  bis  face, 
Die,  dying  clasp*d  in  his  embrace. 


/    ^.XONE 


There  lies  a  vale  in  Ida,  lovelier 

Than  all  the  valleys  of  Ionian  hills. 

The  swimming  vapor  slopes  athwart 
the  glen. 

Puts  forth  an  arm,  and  creeps  from 
pine  to  pine. 

And  loiters,  slowly  drawn.  On  either 
hand 

The  lawns  and  meadowledges  mid- 
way down 

Hang  rich  in  flowers,  and  far  below 
them  roars 


The  long  brook  falling  thro'  tlie  dj 

ravine 
In  cataract  after  cataract  to  the 
Behind  the  valley  topmost        _ 
Stands  up  and  takes  the  momiiig 

in  front 
The  gorges,  opening  wide  aptt^ 

veal 
Troas  and  Ilion's  column*d  dtad4 
The  crown  of  Troas. 

Hither  came  at  bM 
Mournful  (Enone,  wandering  fan 
Of  Paris,  once  her  playmate  Oft 

hills. 
Her  check  had  lost  the  rose,  and  ro 

her  neck 
Floated  her  hair  or  seem*d  to  fbl 

rest 
She,  leaning  on  a  fragment  twj 

with  vine, 
Sang  to  the  stillness,  till  the  n 

tain-shade 
Sloped  downward  to  her  seat  fron 

upper  cliflf. 

*  O  mother  Ida,  many-fountain*d 
Dear  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die 
For  now  the  noonday  quiet  holds 

hill; 
The  grasshopper  is  silent  in  the  gi 
The  lizard,  with  his  shadow  on 

stone. 
Rests  like  a  shadow,  and  the  windl 

dead. 
The  purple  flower  droops,  the  go 

bee 
Is  lily -cradled ;  I  alone  awake. 
My  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heai 

love. 
3Iy  heart  is  breaking,  and  my  < 

are  dim, 
And  I  am  all  aweary  of  my  life. 

*  O  mother  Ida,  many-f  ountain'd 
Dear  mother  Ida,  harfeen  ere  I  die 
Hear  me,  O  earth,  hear  me,  O  hlD 

caves 
That  house  the  cold  crown*d  fiU 

O  mountain  brooks.       ' 
I  am  the  daughter  of  a  River-God 
Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak,  and  1 

up  all 
My  sorrow  with  my  song,  as  yo 

walls 
Rose    slowly    to    a    music    df 

breathed. 


B»o«t    welomnv,  Kfiog 


a«P>^Mlu»«»>lT 

*  wlk  Ai  kw>-l»«k<l 

awttsr?'-- 

ow-ooid  tewai  md  Eugry 

k.  wkMmk  decWoa.  tuute 

nvlWBcc,  telf -knowlalifr. 

c  alone  lead  lift  to  aovpr- 

■powrr(pOWpK>f  hewelf 
K  mall'd  for)  bul  U>  lirc^ 

I  tkW  we  live  bj  wfUiout 

me  right  U  right,  to  follow 

t 

Ion  In  the  acorn  of  nmae 


oa  And  iw  fftlreit. 

Yet.  Indeed, 
m  dlrinltf  dUrobol 
J  wj%»  mn  tnU  to  judgp  nl 


SI 

Tluit  I  shall  loTG  thee  well  md  clekve 

totbee, 
Bo  that  aij    vigor,  wedded  to  th; 

Shall  Btribe' within  thy  pulsea,  like  » 

God's. 
T»  push  thoe  forward  thro'  a  life  of 

■hocks,  ifia 

Daii£«ia,  and  d«eda,  untU  eoduraaoe 

grow 
SiueWd  with  action,   and  the  fnll- 

growu  will. 
Girded  thm'  all  experieticcs,  pure  Uw. 
Commeasure  perfect  freedom." 

Hera  sbo  co^^d. 
And  ParU  pouder'd.  nod  I  <:ried.  "O 

Paris. 
Give  it  to  Psllaiil"  but  bo  beard  ma 

Or  bcauing  would  nut  bear  an,  worn  !• 


IdallaD  Aphrodite  be«uliful. 

Prcab  as  the  foam,  new-bathed  la  Pa- 

phian  wells.  \ 

With  rosy  ttlcnder  fingers  backwHcd    ' 

flrew 
Fmni  hi^r  wnmi  brows  and  bosom  Kit    ' 

dfop  balr 
Ambriniiil,    x"ldeu   round    her    lucid 

Ihrnnl 
And  shonlilrr  ;    from  the  »ioleM  her 

liKht  foot 
Blione  risy-wblle.  and  o'er  her  rounded 

form 

Botwoen    the  shadows  of   the  vine- 
bunches 
jFlontfd  till'  slnwing  nunlighta.  at  sh» 


The  hemlil  of  her  triunit>h.  dnwlni; 

nigh 
Half  whispvr'd  in  bin  car.  "1  promiK 

The  fnln-it  nnd  riusI  loving  wife  in 

Orwp" 
She  ipoko  and  laugh'd ;   [  shut  my 

sight  for  f'vr : 
But  when  I  look'd,  Paria  had  raised 

And  1  behfld  great  Hcri'aAogTT  eje& 
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As  she  withdrew  into  the  golden  cloud, 
And  I  was  left  alone  within  the  bower ; 
And  from  that  time  to  this  I  am  alone. 
And  I  shall  be  alone  until  I  die.       190 

*  Yet,  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
Fairest  —  why  fairest  wife?  am  I  not 

fair? 
My  love  hath  told  me  so  a  thousand 

times. 
Methinks  I  must  be  fair,  for  yesterday, 
SVhen  1  past  by,  a  wild  and  wanton 

pard. 
Eyed  like  the  evening  star,  with  play- 
ful tail 
Crouch'd  fawning  in  the  weed.    Most 

loving  is  she  ? 
Ah  me,  my  mountain  shepherd,  that 

my  arms 

Were  wound  about  thee,  and  my  hot 
'  lips  prest 

'  Close,  close  to  thine  in  that  quick-fall - 

/  ing  dew  200 

'    Of  fruitful  kisses,  thick  as  autumn 

rains 

Flash  in  the  pools  of  whirling  Simois ! 

*  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  1  die. 
They  came,  they  cut  away  my  tallest 

pines. 

My  tall  dark  pines,  that  plumed  the 
craggy  ledge 

High  over  the  blue  gorge,  and  all  be- 
tween 

The  snowy  peak  and  snow-white  cata- 
ract 

Foster'd  the  callow  eaglet  —  from  be- 
neath 

Whose  thick  mysterious  boughs  in  the 
dark  morn 

The  panther's  roar  came  muffled,  while 
I  sat  210 

Low  in  the  valley.   Never,  never  more 

Shall  lone  (T3nonesee  the  morning  mist 

Sweep  thro*  them ;  never  see  them 
overlaid 

With  narrow  moonlit  slips  of  silver 
cloud. 

Between  the  loud  stream  and  the 
trembling  stars. 

*  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
I  wish  that  somewhere  iu  the  ruin'd 

folds. 
Among  the  fragments  tumbled  from 
the  glens. 


Or  the  dry  thickets,  I  could  meeti 

her 
The  Abominable,  that  uninvited  o 
Into  the  fair  PeleTan  banquet-hall, 
And  cast  the  golden  fruit  upon 

board. 
And  bred  this  change;  that  I  mi 

speak  my  mind. 
And  tell  her  to  her  face  how  mu 

hate 
Her  presence,  hated  both  of  Gods 

men. 

'O  mother,  hear  me  yet  befoi 

die. 
Hath  he  not  sworn  his  love  a  thouf 

times. 
In  this  ^reen  valley,  under  this  gi 

hill. 
Even  on  this  hand,  and  sitting  on 

stone  ? 
Seard  it  with  kisses  ?  watered  it  1 

tears? 
O  happy  tears,   and  how  unlik< 

tiiese! 
O  happy  heaven,  how  canst  thou 

my  face  ? 
O  happy  earth,  how  canst  thou  ] 

my  weight  ? 

0  death,* death,  death,  thou  ever-fl 

ing  cloud, 
There  are  enough  unhappy  on 

earth. 
Pass  by  the  happy  souls,  that  lovi 

live ; 

1  prav  thee,  pass  before  my  Ugh 

*  life, 
And  shadow  all  my  soul,  that  I  1 

die. 
Thou  weighest  heavy  on  the  h 

within. 
Weigh  heavy  on  my  eyelids;  let 

die. 

*  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I 
I  will  not  die  alone,  for  fiery  thouj 
Do  shape  themselves  within  me,  a 

and  more. 
Whereof  I  catch  the  issue,  as  I  he 
Dead  sounds  at  night  come  from 

inmost  hills, 
Like  fcHitsteps  upon  wool.     I  di 

see 
My    far-olT   doubtful    purpose.   1 

mother 
Conjectures  of  the  features  of  her  c 


THE   SISTERS 


Hhr  illiyl ,  <ilic  went  to  bnmlDf  IL 
Sbi<    luis'd    livT    iiud«iit  blood  \ 

The  wlml  '[*  IiowUtiK  In  tumt  Jj 
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Whole  weeks  and  months,  and  early 

and  late, 
To  win  his  love  I  lay  in  wait. 
O,  the  earl  was  fair  to  see  I 

I  made  a  feast ;  I  bade  him  come  ; 
I  won  his  love,  I  brought  him  home. 

The  wind  is  roaring  in  turret  and 
tree. 
And  after  supper,  on  a  bed, 
Upon  my  lap  he  laid  his  head. 

O,  the  earl  was  fair  to  see  I 

I  kiss'd  his  eyelids  into  rest, 
His  ruddy  cheek  upon  my  breast. 

The  wind  is  raging  in  turret  and 
tree. 
I  hated  him  with  the  hate  of  hell, 
But  I  loved  his  beauty  passing  welL 

O,  the  earl  was  fair  to  see  I 

I  rose  up  in  the  silent  night ; 
I  made  my  dagger  sharp  and  bright 
The  wind  is  raving  in  turret  and 
tree. 
As  half-asleep  his  breath  he  drew. 
Three  times  I  stabbed  him  thro'  and 
thro'. 
O,  the  earl  was  fair  to  see  I 

I  curl'd  and  comb'd  his  comely  head, 
He   look'd    so  grand   when  he  was 
dead. 
The  wind  is  blowing  in  turret  and 
tree. 
I  wrapt  his  body  in  the  sheet. 
And  laid  him  at  his  mother's  feet. 
O,  the  earl  was  fair  to  see ! 


TO 


WITH    THE    FOLLOWING    POEM 

I  SEND  you  here  a  sort  of  allegory  — 
For  you  will  understand  it  —  of  a  soul. 
A  sinful  soul  possess'd  of  many  gifts, 
A  spacious  garden  full  of  flowering 

weeds. 
A  glorious  devil,  large  in  heart  and 

brain. 
That  did  love  beauty  only — beauty 

seen 
In  ail  varieties  of  mould  and  mind  — 
And  knowledge  for  its  beauty ;  or  if 

good. 


Gkxxi  only  for  its  beauty,  seeiz 
That  Beauty,  Good,  and  Kik 

are  three  sisters 
That  dote  upon  each  other,  fr 

man. 
Living  together  under  the  sam 
And  never  can  be  sunder'd  ^ 

tears. 
And  he  that  shuts  Love  out, 

shall  be 
Shut  out  from  Love,  and  on  her 

old  lie 
Howling  in  outer  darkness.  Not 
Was  common  clay  ta'en  from  t 

mon  earth 
Moulded  by  €k)d,  and  temper 

the  tears 
Of  angels  to  the  perfect  shape  * 


THE  PALACE  OF  AI 

I  BUILT  my  soul  a  lordly  p] 
house. 
Wherein  at  ease  for  aye  to  d 
I  said,  '  O  Soul,  make  merry  i 
rouse, 
Dear  soul,  for  all  is  welL' 

A  huge  crag-platform,  smooth 

nish'd  brass, 

I  chose.  The  ranged  rampart 

fYom  level  meadow-basjes  <h  dec 

Suddenly  scaled  the  light. 

Thereon  I  built  it  firm.    Of  1 
shelf 
The  rock  rose   dear,  or  % 
stair. 
My  soul  would  live  alone  unto 
In  her  high  palace  there. 

And  '  while  the  world  runs  rot 

round,'  I  said, 

'  Reign  thou  apart,  a  quiet  k 

Still  as,  while  Saturn  whirls,  hi 

fast  shade 

Sleeps  on  his  luminous  rii^ 

To  which  my  soul  made  answi 
ily : 
*  Trust  me,  in  bliss  I  shall  al 
In  this  great  mansion,  that  is  t 
me, 
So  royal-rich  and  wide.' 


THE   PALACE  OF  ART 


I-   halul   agaiDNt  Ills 


AIh.vl'  the  iiillur'cl  tonn. 

Ilii'si'   Ilium-;   Imt  i-vcry   legem: 

AVIiii'li  ihc  snpn'iiit:  riiiKiiHlun 
('tirvt-.I  out.  <.r  Niitiir.'  for  its-lf  wu- 
lliirn-, 
Not  less  lliuri  lift'  ilisigiiM. 

Tlii'Ti  in  till-  Io\v<'n<  1  ii\:M-tl  ^ti-Ht  b.-l1> 

ttllLt.  SWIIM^'. 
Mr.viil    of    itHIN-MlvvH,    Willi    silvt 
xouiid: 
AiuUirlii'1ioi.-i-p:iiiitili;.'<of  wis 
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And   there    the    world -worn    Dante 
grasp'd  his  song, 
And  somewhat  grimly  smiled. 

y/  ..    .   ^ 

And  there  the  Ionian  father  of  the  rest ; 

A  million  wrinkles  carved  his  skin  ; 

A  hundred  winters  snow'd  upon  his 

breast,  139 

From  cheek  and  throat  and  chin. 

Above,  the  fair  liall-ceiling  stately-set 

3Iany  an  arch  high  up  did  lift. 
And  angels  rising  and  des^'onding  met 
With  interchange  of  gift 

Below  was  all  mosaic  choicely  planned 

With  cycles  of  the  human  tale 
Of  this  wide  world,  the  times  of  every 
land 
So  wrought  they  will  not  fail. 

The  people  here,  a  beast  of  burden 

slow, 

Toil'd  onward,  prick'd  with  goads 

and  stings ;  150 

Here  play'd,  a  tiger,  rolling  to  and  fro 

The  heads  and  crowns  of  kings ; 

Here  rose,  an  athlete,  strong  to  break 
'-•  or  bind 

All  force  in  bonds  that  might  endure. 
And  here  once  more  like  some   sick 
man  declined. 
And  trusted  any  cure. 

But  over  these  she  trod ;  and  those 
great  bells 
Began    to    chime.      She    took  her 
throne  ; 
She  sat  betwixt  the  shining  oriels, 
To  sing  her  songs  alone.  160 

And  thro'  the  topmost  oriels*  colored 
flame 
Two  godlike  faces  gazed  below  ;  V^ 
Plato    the    wise,    and    large-brow'd 
,  Verulam, 
The  first  of  those  who  know. 

And  all   those  names    tliat   in    their 
motion  were 
Full -welling      fountain-heads     of 
change, 
Betwixt  the  slender  shafts  were  bla- 
zon'd  fair 
In  diverse  raiment  strange  ; 


Thro'  which  the  lights,  rose,  : 
emerald,  blue, 
Flush'd    in    her   temples    ai 
eyes. 
And  from  her  lips,  as  mom  froK 
non,  drew 
Rivers  of  melodies. 

No    nightingale    delighteth    t 
long 
Her  low  preamble  all  alone, 
3lore  than  my  soul  to  hear  her 
song 
Throb  thro*  the  ribbed  ston 

Singing  and  murmuring  in  hei 
fill  mirth. 
Joying  to  feel  herself  alive. 
Lord  over  Nature,  lord  of  the 
earth. 
Lord  of  the  senses  five ; 

Commiming  with  herself  :  *_^1 
are  mine, 
And  let  the  world  have  pe 
wars,  . 
'T  is  one  to  me.*    She  —  when 
night  divine 
Crown'd  dying  day  with  st 

Making  sweet  close  of  his  dc 

toils  —  , 

Lit  light  in  wreaths  and  snad 

And  pure  quintessences  of  pi 

oils 

In  hollow'd  moons  of  gems 

To  mimic   heaven;    and    cla| 
hands  and  cried, 
'  I  mar^•el  if  my  still  delight 
In  this  great  house  so  royal-ri« 

wide 
^      Be  tlatter'd  to  the  height. 


'O  all  things  fair  to  sate  my  ^ 
eyes  I 

0  shapes  and  hues  that  pie 

well ! 
O  silent  fac<*s  of  the  Great  and 
My  Gods,  with  whom  I  din 

'  O  Godlike  isolation  which  art 

1  can  but  count  thee  perfect 
What  time    I  watch  the  dar 

(irovc*s  of  swine 
That  range  on  yonder  plah 


THE  PALACE  OF  ART 


kj  lim^ba  tbojr  nil  a  pnirictit  I 

r  fVMe  and  wallow,  tmed  and  i 

III  «n«  Imtalna  dwD  ratm 
hi.  I 

ad  drtTca  them  to  tltn  dmp,' 

if  tb«  moral  laaUiict  voultl  alir 

pnie 

;  of  Um  rUinc  fnnn  tlw  disd, 

tabj  rifkt  of  tuUai-roni(illal-'-' 

rum; 

■l«tbalaMdiewi<): 


rft  tb  riddle  or  the  pKlnful 

dM  tkftf  ber  M  rfw  Ml  alonit, 
M  tta  ha  hrid  alw  bar  aolemo 
■ktk 

Ud  iateaBctual  Umne. 

B^  tbroTp  and  proiipcKil ;  bo 

I  awwpa'd :   od  t]in  fourth  nhc 

Band,  wbea  the  ihuut  wu  in 
Mawa, 
Ibackthra'vlUiiMnsxiriutn.  ••<> 

Ir  ihaold  fail  and  peiiah  ntttrlj. 
i  htlo«*<  wbom  avw  Ifa  ban 
*r^Bl  deriM  »f  paaamlltr. 
"hfnail  ber  kIUi  ktv  daapatr. 

I  At  would  Ifclnk,  wlteR'er  ihe 
tmVI  bo-  right 
I  At  band  aoafuatno  wnuf  hi, 

^^HBfcBaBa.'alMldlt1d«ii  qtllh' 

ItktoffJanat  Im  thodgtiL 

dnri  aad  laatUng  of  bar  ault 
Mda 

I  OB  bo;  thxn  which  mood  was 
ban  .N 

c<  IwiaBlt :  a|slD,  rmtn  out  UihI 


What  t    is   Dut 

strcnglh.'  si 
'  M;  spadous  m 
Wherwt  the  slrou 
were  laid 
Since  mj  BrsI    i 

But  In  dork  i:orDt<.i  t 

Unmrtnin  Klinpr  .1 

Ou  wWte-pycd    r— ■  ,■  ai 

t4..ii«onj|o.id, 

'"-i  litirribk-  .ilghtmarr*. 

lulluw  ■liadi.-H  futluaing  In 

ail,  with dliu  freilfd  (oi^lieaa. 
ctuTisn  Uin'e-iniiutlM-uld  at  k 

LMioconip, 
Tlutt  iiuud  agaliut  the  waU.    • 

A  spot  of  dull   sUKoatlon,   rrlt] 
light 
Or  puvrvr  of  ouivcmcnt,  »c( 
mil. 

Uld  uuwunlnlupiiig  DioUouii  iultutte 
MakiuK  for  oai-  sitire  goal ; 

A  still  Mil  piKjI.  10(-k'(l  iu  vritli  t>an 

I«ft  on  thr  Klinrr,   that   lintn  all 

TLu   pUiugiiig    scaii  dmw   backwaid 
fnnn  tlir  Innd 
Their  mooolcd  waters  whilo ; 

A  a»r  that  with   the  rbttral  many 

Jiiin'd  not.  hut  aUNid,  and  staodlng 

The  hi>tiow  orb  of  moTlng  Ctrcuni' 

Riilril  rouml  bjr  one  llx'd  law. 

Back  on  hi-rsclf  her  N'rpeut  pride  bad 

■No  rnln-,'  (bcdirlnfc'illii  Umt  lone 
hnll, 
'  >'u  void.-  brL-aha  Daro'  lh«  ftUloew  of 
UiU  world  -. 
Odc  i\vrp.  (J*x.ip  tllrnni  nil  !'       ••» 

81ic,  miiuld'-rlnff  witli  the  dull  curth'i 
mould  rrliii;  mrf, 
Inwrapt  Irufolj  lii  itolkful  ■liniiH!, 
t  jiy  Ibrru  cxllul  fruoi  vt^nial  <lud. 
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And  death  and  life  she  hated  equally, 

And  nothing  saw,  for  her  despair, 
But  dreadful  time,  dreadful  eternity, 
k  No  comfort  anywhere ; 

Remaining    utterly     confused     with 
fears. 
And   ever    worse    with    growing 
time,  270 

And  ever  unrelieved  by  dismal  tears. 
And  all  alone  in  crime. 

Shut  up  as  in  a  crumbling  tomb,  girt 
round 
With  blackness  as  a  solid  wall. 
Far  off  she  seem'd  to  hear  the  dully 
sound 
Of  human  footsteps  fall : 

As  in  strange  lands  a  traveller  walk- 
ing slow. 
In  doubt  and  great  perplexity, 
A  little  before  moonrise  hears  the  low 
Moan  of  an  unknown  sea ;         aSo 

And  knows  not  if  it  be  thunder,  or  a 
sound 
Of  rocks  thrown  down,  or  one  deep 
cry 
Of  great  wild  beasts ;  then  thinketh, 
*  I  have  found 
A  new  land,  but  I  die.* 

Shehowl'd  aloud,  *  I  am  on  fire  within. 

There  comes  no  murmur  of  reply. 
What  is  it  that  will  take  away  my  sin. 
And  save  me  lest  I  die  ? ' 

80   when    four    years    were  wholly 
finished. 
She  threw  her  royal  robes  away.  290 
[ake  me  a  cottage  in  the  vale**  she 
said, 
*  Where  I  may  mourn  and  pray. 

'Yet  pull  not  down  my  palace  towers, 
that  are 
80  lightly,  beautifully  built ; 
Perchance!  may  return  with  others 
there 
When  I  have  purged  my  guilt.* 

LADY  CLARA  VERB  DE  VERE 

Lady  Clara  Verc  de  Vere, 
Of  me  YOU  shall  not  win  renown  * 


You  thought  to  break  li  country  ha 
For  pastime,  ere  you  went  to  ton 

At  me  you  smiled,  but  unbeguiled 
I  saw  the  snare,  and  I  retired ; 

The  daughter  of  a  hundred  earls* 
You  are  not  one  to  be  desired. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

I  know  you  proud  to  bear  vour  nan 
Your  pride  is  yet  no  mate  for  mine, 

Too  proud  to  care  from  whence 
came. 
Nor  would  I  break  for  your  sweet  sa 

A  heart  that  dotes  on  truer  chami 
A  simple  maiden  in  her  flower 

Is  worth  a  hundred  coats-of-ann& 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

Some  meeker  pupil  you  must  find 
For,  were  you  queen  of  all  that  is, 

I  could  not  stoop  to  such  a  mind. 
You  sought  to  prove  how  I  could  Id 

And  my  disdain  is  my  reply. 
The  lion  on  your  old  stone  gates 

Is  not  more  cold  to  you  than  I. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

You  put  strange  memories  in  1 
head. 
Not  thrice  your  branching  limes  ha 
blown 

Since  I  beheld  young  I^urence  del 
O.  your  sweet  eyes,  your  low  repli< 

A  great  enchantre:^  you  may  be ; 
But  there  was  that  across  his  throal 

Which  3-ou  had  hardly  cared  to  9 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

When  thus  he  met  his  mother's  vie 
She  had  the  passions  of  her  kind. 

She  spake  some  certain  truths  of  yc 
Indeed  I  heard  one  bitter  word 

That  scartre  is  fit  for  you  to  hear ; 
Her  manners  had  not  tliat  repose 

Which  stamps  the  caste  of  Vere 
Vere. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

There  stands  a  spectre  in  your  ha 
The  guilt  of  blood  is  at  your  door ; 

You  changed  a  wholesome  heart 
gall. 
You  held  your  course  without  remon 

To  make  him  trust  his  modest  worl 
And,  last,  you  fix'd  a  vacant  stare. 

And  slew  him  with  your  noble  birl 
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M.  Clum  Ycre  de  Y  cfe, 

I  jQD  Uae  heaTCM  ftbove  im 

bnt 

iidcocr  Adam  and  Us  wife 

e  ■!  the  dalmi  of  Umg  de- 


er It  be,  it  leems  to  me, 
«alj  noble  to  be  good. 
luilB  aie  mora  thnB  ooranetSp 
rimple   fdtli   tbu  Nonmn 


r  jou,  Cbim  Yere  de  Yen, 
pine  among  your  tailla  and 


Ingnid  U^t  of  your  proud 

fyca 

'wtitd  of  tbe  roOlttg  hoam 

witli  boondleii 


vviafi  1 
vcatt. 


riehoafaig  of  a  Tague  diaeaae. 
aov  » in  to  deal  with  time. 
I  aecda  nnut  plaj  aoch  pranlu 


CImrm  Vere  dc  Vcre, 
ir**  lie  bt'ATy  on  your  haiMlM. 
vTt  DO  hefrenn  at  your  gatt*. 
•ar  piior  aliout  your  IuihIsY 
rh  tbr  orpluin  Ymjv  to  n^iul. 
rarh  th^  tfrpb:iii->;trl  to  sew  ; 
fmv«'n  fur  a  humuii  h«*Hrt. 
\ti  tbe  fOiili-Hb  yeonmu  go. 


THE  MAY  QUEEN 

oust   wake  ami  rati  mc  early. 

rail  tan  euriy.  mother  dear ; 

rrr>w*ai  lie  the  happiest  time  of 

a!l  thp  frUil  New-year: 

she  fflwi  New-yi-ar.  mothiT.  thr 

BMiklrst  nit'niest  day. 

B  to  be  Qu«*en  o*  the  May.  mo 

ibrr.  I'm  to  be  Queen  o*  thr 

Mat. 

•  many  a  blaek.  blark  eye.  tlifv 

■ty.  but  none  no  brieht  as  mine*: 

«  Marirarft  and  Mar>',  th(*r(*'K 

Kate  and  Caroline : 

oe  BO  fair  an  little  Alice  in  nil 

the  land  they  my. 

I  to  be  Queen  o*  the  Mav.  tim- 

ther.  I'm  to  be  Queen  V  thi- 


I  deep  10  loand  all  nig^t,  mother. 

that  I  ihall  nerer  wake. 
If  yon  do  not  ^  me  loud  wlien  the 

day  begina  to  break ;  m 

But  I  muat  gather  luota  of  flowera* 

and  biioa  and  carlanda  gay. 
For  I'm tobeQueen othe May. mother, 

I 'm  to  be  Queen  oT  the  May. 

Aa  I  came  up  the  TaUey  wlu»n  think 
ye  should  I  lee 

But  BoUn  leaning  on  the  bridge  be- 
neath the  haael-tvee  ? 

He  thought  of  that  sharp  look,  mother, 
I  gave  him  yesterday, 

But  I  'm  to  be  Queen  &  the  May,  mo- 
ther, I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the 
May. 

He  thought  I  waa  a  ghost,  mother, 
for  I  waa  all  in  white, 

And  I  ran  by  him  without  speaking, 
like  a  flash  of  light 

They  call  me  cruel-hearted,  but  I  care 
not  what  they  say. 

For  I  'm  to  be  Queen  o*  the  May.  mo- 
ther, I'm  to  be  Queen  V  the 
May.  20 

They  say  he's  dying  all  for  Invr,  but 

that  can  ncv«»r  hv : 
Thry  say  his  In -art  is  breaking,  mother 

—  wlmt  is  that  to  nwl 
TIhtc'h  many  a  l)«)ld«'r  hu\  'ill  wt^o  me 

any  sumiurr  day. 
And   I  'm   to  Ik-  QuoVn  o*  thi*  May. 

mothiT,  I  'm  to  U*  Qnecn  o'  the 

Mav. 

* 

Little  Kfllc  shall  go  with  m<'  to  morntw 

to  th«»  irn'<"n. 
And  vou'll  1m'  tlnTc,  too.  niotiirr  t«» 

s<M'  nu'  injidf  thi*  (juci-ii : 
For  th«'  •ilH'jthrnl  lads  on  i-mtv  sidt 

'ill  loiiif  from  far  away. 
And    I  'm   to   Im*  (^ihm-ii  o'  tin-  May, 

niotluT.  I  *ni  to  be  (^ucin  o"  tin- 

May. 

Tin*  hon«'V«>urklj'  round  thf  j^onh  has 

wovi  11  it«4  wavy  Imiwit-^. 
And  by  tin*  nicadi»w  trmi  li»s  Mnw  thf 

faint  «*wr«'t  I'lirkoo  tliiwiT*  :     vt 
And  till'  wiM  niar^^h  mariiioM  >hinr<i 

like  tin*  in  swampH  aiKi  holluwH 

gwy. 
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Mny. 
Thi.-  -.liditwii 

t'iK'L'.   Ill 

Ami  tlii-li!iii]i 
t'l  liri-l 

Tll.Tl'«i]l    [in 
IVbl'l.-  . 

Ami   Till   1.. 

I11..I1KT, 

Slav. 


Aniltlii'c<)u>i]i))iiii<l  till' 

•ivrrnllllicfim. 
&IH1  the  riviik't  ill  iIk' tl.i 


■  >[iiv.  :  F..rImi..l«(}u.riio-thcMay.inotIi«| 

I  ..'lii.'  !  I'm  to  Lr  yiifcn  «■  the  May.  • 

I  S.I  joii  must  wiike  ural  rail  mc  oAj, 
i>.  iiio  rill!  mi- iiirlv,  mothiTilt'ar. 

■.r.i^<.     !  Til  iiiiirrinv  "ill  1h'  tlii>  liappioet  ttM 

II  -Hill  '  iif  till  the  v'lrtd  XfW-Tcur; 

111  innrr.iw   ill  bt'  of  ull  tile  yew  A 
liii  I  111-  I  iii;iili1i'st  iiicrriost  il:iT, 

1.  I  K<.r  1*111  111 liiQiiii'iuithc >fi(r,niotbei 

■  M,iy.  I  I  111  tl.  be  Qiwi-ii  o'  the  5!ay. 


XKW-VEARfl 

EVK 

Iryou-n.  w, 

111,.'  riir 
For  I  wi.ulil 

;.'lii.l  X 
n    i>   111.'   l:.sl 

kins  call  nip  early,  cil 

V.  inotlL-rdMr. 

11'  the  Kiiii  rise  upon  tl 

Ni'w  yrar  llkat  I  shi 

THE  MAV   QUEEN 


Jd  and  tLiok  no  t 

MM  Ob  MB  Mt;  Its  w4  Mid 

bitafad 

I   «id   ym.  Um   door   old 

t^    u>d    an   njr    pcMw   of 

Xv.w-rw'*  ooodiig  up,  mo- 


kal  t  OMrry  di^r ; 

II*  hnrUura  cu  tlia  nvui 

r  Hidt  me  Qncra  of  Uay ; 

HaDid  alnot  the  mA^poIo 

I  (K  *•  ImmI  cofwe. 

WW  Wafa  tan*  oul  kboie 

'  U  liUti  diliBiH]r4api. 

Ml » lower  on  all  ibe  bUlii: 
batt  li  on  Um  puuu. 
A  la  Uro  till  Um  inowdrops 
H  aikln : 
c  now  would  iDi'It  mnd  tlic 

•*  «tkiw«'  au  tx-fure  Lbo  daj 


(a^  rookH  caw   from  Uie 

dt  tail  clin-trm'. 

md  plmtY  plpn  along  thn 

iwh*. 

nBaw  ID  ramo  tmrk  again 

•  Ito  aloM.  Butbv.  wlUilo 
■oridertag  gravcL  » 

gnt*  at  oktue. 
9  Mrir  nombic  the  mm- 

'  nd  («ri(  crows  (ram  iho 
I  UMD  Uw  ktn. 


Snwm  mole  nKDin.  mntlK-r, 

otfa  IIm  waning  ll^i 

IT  M  me  mim  in  the  IcniK 

-  Acldaat  nltfhi; 

■  Ihadi7dark  woM  tbo  auin- 


1        ■.  1  U«! 


luA  b» 


You  'II  burj  mo.  mj 

uisttb  tbe  baw       .     . 
Aod  you'll  come  itGu»,Jmcs  nnd  a 

me  nbcrc  I  ani  lowly  laid,      j 
I  abnll  not  forgi-t  vou,  motber,  I  sbal 

liunr  ron  when  you  pa«. 
With  your  feot  above  mj  bend  lo  U 

loug  and  plfaaant  gma. 

I  bxro  boon  wild  sad  wajrwanS.  but 
you  'II  forgive  me  now : 

Yon  'if  kiM  me,  my  own  moilicr.  aod 
forgfspmooroIgOi 

Nay,  nuy,  you  must  not  wuep,  nor  lot 


you  bavo  another  cblkL 

If  1  cao  I II  cnmo  again,  motber,  from 

r'1%  my  rmtiug-place ; 
Tbo'  you  'II  not  aeo  me,  moUier,  I  shall 

look  Qpcn  your  face ; 
Tho'  I  catinot  speak  a  vord,  I  BbaH 

Iiiirkcu  ^vbut  you  say. 
And  be  oftyn,  oftnn  witb  you  wbna 

you  lliink  I'm  fur  awiiy.         m 

Ooodnlght.  gnod-olght,  whm  I  haro 
wild  |£^*d*nlxlit  for  ovfinrorc. 

Anil  you  «'u  nie  uurii.-d  out  from  ijia 
Ihrmhold  of  tlir  ilrnir, 

Don't  I«t  EHk  come  to  nne  mo  till  my 


Rbci: 


u  you  t 


Uie  rowbiMh  Itnt  I  _ . 
AlHiut  the  purlor-wludow  and  Um  boi 
of  mlgooacttc 

OaodDl^bt,  !iwn>i mother;  t«ll  me  bfr 

fore  tlip  ilay  la  born. 
Ail  nlfcht  I  ll«  awoke,  but  1  fall  axWp 

But  I  wuukl  Hv  Uw  iiin  rW  upon  tho 

ffbul  Ncw^ar. 
til),  if  ynii  're  waklnR,  call  mo,  all  ma 

euly.  motkrr  daar. 


64  THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


OONOLUBIOH 

I  THOUGHT  to  pass  awaj  before,  and 
yet  alive  I  am ; 

And  in  the  fields  all  round  I  hearthe 
bleating  of  the  lamb. 

How  sadly,  I  remember,  rose  the  morn- 
ing of  the  year  I 

To  die  before  the  snowdrop  came,  and 
now  the  violet 's  here. 

O,  sweet  is  the  new  violet^  that  comes 

beneath  the  skies, 
And  sweeter  is  the  young  lamb's  voice 

to  me  that  cannot  rise, 
And  sweet  is  all  the  land  about,  and 

all  the  flowers  that  blow. 
And  sweeter  far  is  death  than  life  to 

me  that  long  to  ga 

It  seem'd  so  hard  at  first,  mother,  to 

leave  the  blessed  sun. 
And  now  it  seems  as  hard  to  stay,  and 

yet  His  will  be  done  I  lo 

But  slAl  I  think  it  can't  be  long  before 

I  find  release ; 
And  that  good  man,  the  clergyman, 

has  told  me  words  of  peace. 

0,  blessings  on  his  kindly  voice  and 

on  his  silver  hair  I 
And  blessing  on  bis  whole  life  long, 

until  he  meet  mc  there  I 
0,  blessings  on  his  kindly  heart  and  on 

his  silver  head  I 
A  thousand  times  I  blest  him,  as  he 

knelt  beside  my  bed. 

He  taught  me  all  the  mercy,  for  he 

show'd  mc  all  the  sin. 
Now,  tho*  my  lamp  was  lighted  late, 

there  *8  One  will  let  me  in ; 
Nor  would  I  now  be  well,  mother, 

again,  if  that  could  be. 
For  my  desire  is  but  to  pass  to  Him 

that  died  for  me. 


ao 


I  did  not  hear  the  dog  howl,  mother, 

or  the  death-watch  beat, 
There  came  a  sweeter  token  when  the 

night  and  morning  meet ; 
But  sit  beside  my  bed,  mother,  and  put 

your  hana  in  mine, 
^nd  Effle  on  the  other  side,  and  I  will 

tell  the  sign. 


All  in  the  wild  March-morning  I  he 

the  angels  call ; 
It  was  when  tne  moon  was  setting,  i 

the  dark  was  over  all ; 
The  trees  began  to  whisper,  and 

wind  began  to  roll. 
And  in  the  wild  Alarch-moming  I  he 

them  call  my  souL 

For  lying  broad  awake  I  thou^ 

you  and  Fffie  dear ; 
I  saw  you  sitting  in  the  house,  ai 

no  longer  here ; 
With  all  my  strengUi  I  pray'd  for  b 

and  so  I  felt  resigned. 
And  up  the  valley  came  a  swell  of  mi 

on  the  wind. 

I  thought  that  it  was  fancy,  an 

listen*d  in  mv  bed. 
And  then  did  something  speak  to  m 

I  know  not  what  was  said ; 
For  great  delight  and  shuddering  t 

hold  of  all  my  mind. 
And  up  ^he  valley  came  again 

music  on  the  wind. 

But  you  were  sleeping ;  and  I  said,  • 

not  for  them,  it 's  mine.' 
And  if  it  come  three  times,  I  tbouj 

I  take  it  for  a  sign. 
And  once  again  it  came,  and  close 

side  the  window-bars, 
Then  seem'd  to  go  right  up  to  hes 

and  die  among  the  stars. 

So  now  I  tliink  mv  time  is  near 

trust  it  is.     1  know 
The  blessed  music  went  that  way 

soul  will  have  to  ga 
And  for  myself,  indeed,  I  care  not 

ffo  to-day ; 
But,  Effie,  you  must  comfort  her  w 

I  am  past  away. 

And  say  to  Robin  a  kind  word,  i 

tell  him  not  to  fret : 
There  's  manv  a  worthier  than  I,  wo 

make  him  happy  yet 
If  I  had  lived  —  I  cannot  teU — I  mi] 

have  been  his  wife ; 
But  all  these  things  have  ceased  to 

with  my  desire  of  life. 

O,  look  I  the  sun  begins  to  rise,  \ 
heavens  are  in  a  glow ; 


THE  LOTOS-EATERS                                65 

«.-■.. 

■ir--iii.l..m.lr.-<l  (i.Ui-..  ami 

I  [i.  'w   iM.l..iii.'.-rtion-,  mill 
r.   hi-  l-i'lit  iiiajKliiiii'-^ 
i.r-  i:.  ;lj-;  viill.y  for  oilier 

T».  li.-  ulthiii  the  li^lit  of  Cun\.  m  I  lit- 
iilMtti  volirLmiHt  — 

uuil  lilt  wi-urj-  un-  at  n-st.        be 

.  ■:  -;ritii:i-  it  urtinii  to  mr. 
•    -  ■l.:-..|;iy  wihrtK- 
■li  1!  ii.w  is  hiH-akinic.  niiiy 

.:.i  r.'r- v.r«itli  liiiw  Jiist 

'    -lVf!:.rli;.tW.-stl.Hll.illinHll? 
V  T:.:.k-  »•'  Mii'li  luUi  ! 

THK  LOTOS-EATKHS 

-CoriiAiiKr    }«■    siiul,    mill    [•"iiitiil 

t.miml  til.'  L.ml. 
■TLis  m.mi.iin-  wiiv  will    n.ll    ih 

!<lir<n'wnri|  simn.' 
]illiii-:irirni<K>iit]i.-v>'iim>'i]nt.i:Lliiiiil 
In  wliicli  [t  MVI11.1I  iilwdVB  iift.Tii.">ii. 

AllroiiiKl  llii'i'oiisi  tl,r  luMgtiM  uir  iliil 

.:if..r.vrr,  iillinu  bl.-s*-a 

Hmitliiiii;  like  mik'  iIliiI  IjhIIi  11  \\<:iTy 
Full  fm.-.i  :.i-.«,-  til.'  vi,ll..v  st...l  (he 

-■    :..  «uit  >i  lidli-  wlillv  till 
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And,  like  a   downward  smoke,   the 

slender  stream 
Along  the  cliff  to  fall  and  pause  and 

fall  did  seem. 

A  land  of  streams !  some,  like  a  down- 
ward smoke.  lo 

Slow-dropping  veils  of  thinnest  lawn, 
did  go ; 

And  some  thro*  wavering  lights  and 
shadows  broke. 

Rolling  a  slumbrous  sheet  of  foam  be- 
low. 

They  saw  the  gleaming  river  seaward 
flow 

From  the  inner  land ;  far  off,  three 
mountain-tops. 

Three  silent  pinnacles  of  aged  snow. 

Stood  simset-flush'd ;  and,  dcw'd  with 
showery  drops, 

Up-clomb  the  shadowy  pine  above  the 
woven  copse. 

The  charmed  sunset  linger'd  low 
adown 

In  the  reil  West ;  thro'  mountain  clerts 
the  dale  20 

Was  seen  far  inland,  and  the  yellow 
down 

Border'd  with  palm,  and  many  a  wind- 
ing vale 

And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galin- 
gale; 

A  land  where  all  things  always  seem'd 
the  same ! 

And  round  about  the  keel  with  faces 
pale, 

Dark  faces  pale  against  that  rosy  flame. 

The  mild-eyetl  melancholy  Lotos-eat- 
ers came. 

Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted 

stem. 
Laden  with  flower  and  fruit,  whereof 

they  gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them 
And  taste,  to  him  the  gushing  of  the 

wave  31 

Far  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and 

rave 
On  alien  shores;  and   if  his  fellow 

spake. 
His  voice  was  thin,  as  voices  from  the 

grave; 
^jid  deep-asleep  he  seem*d,  yet  all 

awake. 


And  music  in  his  ears  his  beating  hi 
did  make. 

They^sat  them  down  upon  the  ydl 

sand. 
Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  1 

shore ; 
And  sweet  it  was  to  dream  of  Falb 

land. 
Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave ;   1 

evermore 
Most  weary  seem*d  the  sea,  weaiy  1 

oar,' 
Weary  the  wandering  fields  of  bao 

foam. 
Then  some  one  said,  'We  will  reti 

no  more ; ' 
And  all  at  once  they  sang,  'Ourisla 

home 
Is  far  beyond  the  t^aye ;  we  will 

longer  roam.^^     ' 


\ 


CHORIC  80HO 


TiiKRR  is  sweet  music  here  that  sof 

falls 
Than  petals  from  blown  roses  00 1 

grass. 
Or  night-dews  on  still  waters  betwc 

walls 
Of  shadowy  granite,  in  a  gleami 

pass; 
Music  that  gcnUier  on  the  spirit  liei 
Than  tired  eyelids  upon  tired  eyes; 
Music  that  brings  sweet  sleep'  dcfi 

from  the  blissful  skies. 
^  ^Here  are  cool  mosses  deep, 
P  And  thro*  the  moss  the  ivies  creep, 
And    in   the  stream  the  long-lesTi 

flowers  weep, 
Vnd  from  the  craggy  ledge  the  popl 

hangs  in  sleep. 

II 

Why  are  we  weigh'd  upon  with  hea' 

ness. 
And  utterly  consumed  with  sharp  d 

tress. 
While  all  things  else  have  rest  tn 

weariness  ? 
All  things  have  rest :  why  should 

toil  alone, 
We  only  toil,  who  are  the  first  of  thin 
And  make  perpetual  moan; 


I" 


mmom    lo    wiolli^r  i  Wltli  wiii<Uii|niiiUi 
Ur-jus  tiv^u  imd  til 

'■to  tllUnber'aboh       S'lt-hli',   ilii   fell',  i 

r«plrll>)i'|j-       I  :'  '   >■^..<  fni'il  w|Ili 
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< 


viv 

Hateful  is  the  dark-blue  sky, 
Vaulted  o'er  the  dark-blue  sea.  40 

Death  ia  the  enj[  pf  life :  ah,  why 

all  labor  be  V^ 

Let  us  alone^    l^me  dnveth  onward 

fast. 
And  in  a  little  while  our  lips   arc 

dumb. 

lone.     What  is  it  that  will 

last? 

All  things  are  taken  from  us,  and  be- 
come 
Portions  and  parcels  of  the  dreadful 

past 
Let  usTAloPft-     What  pleasure  can  we 

^ave 
To  war  with    evil?     Is    there   any 

peace 
In  ever  climbing    up    the   climbing 

wave  ?  50 

All  things  have  rest,  and  ripen  toward 

the  grave 
In  silence — ripen,  fall,  and  cease: 
Give  us  long  rest  or  death,  dark  death, 

or  dreamful  ease. 

V 

How  sweet  it  were,  hearing  the  down- 
ward stream. 
With  half-shut  eyes  ever  to  seem 
Falling  asleep  in  a  half -dream ! 
To  dream    and    dream,   like  vonder 

amber  light. 
Which  will  not  leave  the  myrrh-bush 

on  the  height ; 
To  hear  each  other* s  whisper'd  speech ; 
Eating  the  Lotos  day  by  day,  60 

To  watch  the  crisping  ripples  on  the 

beach. 
And  tender  curving  lines  of  cream}' 

spray ; 
To  lend  our  hearts  and  spirits  wholly 
To  the  iutlucnce  of  mild-minded  mel- 
ancholy ; 
To  muse  and  brood  and  live  again  in 

memory, 

With  tliose  old  faces  of  our  infancy 
Heap'd  over  with  a  mound  of  gniss. 
Two  hiindfuls  of  white  dust,  shut  in 
an  urn  of  brass ! 

vr 

Dear  is  the  memory  of  our  wedded 
lives, 


And  dear  the  last  embraoeB  of  1 

wives 
i\j[id  their  warm  tears ;   but  all  | 

suffered  change  ; 
For  surely  now  our  household  hsM 

are  cold. 
Our  sons  inherit  us,  our  looki  1 

strange. 
And  we  should  come  like  ghodi 

trouble  joy. 
Or  else  the  isUmd  princes  over-boU 
Have  eat  our  substance,  and  the  B 

strel  sings 
Before  them  of  the  ten  jeanT  ma 

Troy, 
And  our  great  deeds,  as  half-foi^gol 

things. 
Is  there  confusion  in  the  little  lalel 
Let  what  is  broken  so  remain. 
The  Grods  are  hard  to  reconcile  ; 
T  is  hard  to  settle  order  once  anil 
There  is  confusion  worse  than  oeA 
Trouble  on  trouble,  pain  on  pain. 
Long  labor  unto  agca  breaUi, 
Sore  task  to  hearts  worn  out  by  m 

wars 
And  eyes  grown  dim  with  gazing 

the  pilot-stars. 

VII 

But,  propt  on  beds  of  amaranth  1 

moly, 
How  sweet  —  while  warm  airs  lull 

blowing  lowly  — 
With  half-dropt  eyeUd  still. 
Beneath  a  heaven  dark  and  holy, 
To  watch  the  long  bright  river  dn 

ing  slowly 
His  waters  from  the  purple  hill — 
To  hear  the  dewy  echoes  calling 
From   cave  to  cave  thro*  the  thi 

twineil  vine — 
To  watch  the  emerald-color*d  wi 

falling 
Thro'  manv  a  woven  acanthus-wra 

ar 

divine ! 
Only  to  hear  and  see  the  far-off  qp 

kling  brine. 
Only  to  hear  were  sweet,  stretch'd  i 

beneath  the  pineT  ' 

VIII 

The  Lotos  blooms  below  the  bar 

peak. 
The  Lotos  blows  by  every  windi 

creek; 


A    DRtAM   OF   FAIR  WOMET 


[1*K  vtUmI   breaUiea  tow  w!U) 
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\Xt)l 


fee«>Ik>*ln9Riaii*tiT*i>oul'il 
l«  faani'fcMinUliia  la  iho  «ra 

k  em^  RiIdcI, 

taUonr  L<oWM-lmnd  U>  live  a  il 

'  kOla  tUi*  Ood«  togvlber,  cotr- 
kMofauklDd. 
■T  Re  bc«U«  Ukrir  Mctu.  a 
li>  talu  ant  hnrTd 
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ite  dDodi  an  Uibd;  cnri'il 
I  HmSr  cnUcn  houaBi,  glrdl 
wtib  Um  ^nwning  worliT; 
t  dirj  mailf  In  Kcrvt,  lootDng 
over  w«MnI  luda. 
t  and  (mmiDP.  plague  »ni]  <-iuih 
^«akr.  nariag  ilitipi  niid  Ilrry 


hv  aidK  Ibej  flod  >  muilu  cen 

Mdia  a  doleful  MB 
^(  up,  a  laiBFntatloD  and  ait 

itifnl.  ufe  of  wtvag, 
a  tak  of  Uttl«  meaBlnjt  thti'  Uio 

«a4aur  •troax: 
M  bom  an  (11  lual  race  o(  mO) 

dWt  liniTP  the  Mill.  i>Q 

Ibt  KTFil,  ami  n-ap  tlic  liarnwi 

wbh  cDiliiritiK  toll, 
■(  fanlj  HtUe  iluc*  uf  wheat, 


■  vaUsT 


v  In  Ely 
abnlinf 


If.  •mvlj,  •inmbnr  U  mon  iwmtI 

Uan  ind.  ih*  than 
I  Uhv  in  Um  ileet*  mid-ocrao, 

trtad  and  ware  atxl  car; 


I  HRAD.  Lefori;  mj         iidu  ilropi 

'  n*  I^s/fMl  of  Goad  Wtmtta:  I 

ago 
Sung  liv  Uin  miirniDg  stnr  »t  song, 

His  muHtc  beard  bvlow ; 

Dan  Chaiirar,  tbo  ilist  warbler.  whoM 

swei-t  breutli 
frrluilid  ttiuHttnclodlousburaUtiiat 

nil 
Tbc  RTuu^louB  ttmeB  of   great  Kllia- 

With  Miinds  that  rcho  nUlI, 

And.  for  a  while,  Ihn  kaciwlwlnie  of 
hirnvrt 
Held  intf  abor<<  tbe  subjf^ct.  as  strouir 

l^lrs  .. 

Unlil  swollen  oloiiils  (mm  mining.  Iho' 
my  heart. 
Hrimful  uf  those  wild  tales, 

Cbargn)  both  mine  lyea  wUb   tcara 

lu  yrery  lijnd 

I  Mw,  wherever  tight  illuminftli. 

BuiuUjr  aiuL&aguJjsU  walkiuj;  biutd  in 

hand 

The  downward  slope  to  death. 


TboM  rar-renowDed  brtdca  of  anctant 
■tone 
Peoplcilthc  hnlluw  dnrk,  liku  biini' 
Ing  star«. 
Aud  I  heard  tuuiidii  uf  iniull,  ihaiue 
und  wrong, 
And  tnimppu  blown  for  war« ;  n 

.\nd    clAtlf-rltiff    llintii    butter'J    with 
cianBliia  hiKifn; 
And  1  !iuH-tTUwilit  liicoliiniiril  luuo- 

And  form*  tlint  pnu'd  nt  window*  omA 

Of  luurble  pulueei; 

Corpttrs  acruM  Uw  Uir««bijJd.  bcroei 
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DiitlodgiDg  piDDOcle  and  parapet 
Upon  the  tortoise  creeping   lo    the 

wall. 
I^uLi's  in  ambush  set; 

And  liigli  slirine-doors  burst  tliro'  wjtb 

litfati'd  blasts 
Tbnt    run     before     tbe   fluttering 

t(.>iii:i]i'4of  lire  JO 

Wbile  surf  wiTnl  m'iiIIitM  over  sails 

And  (.'Ver  rlimbing  higher; 

$r|iia(ln>ns  and  stiuares  of  men  in  bra- 
zen plates. 
ScafTolds,    still     sheds    of   wut«r, 

Rangcsufglimmcring  vaults  with  Irou 

Ami  biish'd  seraglios. 

So  shspo  chased  shape  as  swift  as, 
wbt^n  lo  land 
Bluster  tlie  winds  and  tidcH  the  self- 
Crisp  [<Kiin-fluk('s  scud  along  the  levi-1 
Tom  from  the  frini-e  of  spniy.    40 


The  maiden  aplendora  of  the  1 

Shook  in  tbe  steadfast  bk 

EnanDouaclm-treeboleadida] 

Upon  the  dusky  brusbwoo) 

Their  bmad  curved  bnuiches, 
with  clearest  green. 
New  from  its  silken  sbeat 

The  dim  red  >[orn  lutd  died,  b 

Aw    ivl[)i  ik'iid  lips  smiled 
twilight  plain, 
Ilalffidleti  across  the  thresbol 

Never  lo  rise  agtio. 

There  was  no  motion  in  tbe  dm 

any  song  of  bird  or  • 


Is 


rill: 

darkness  of    tbe  li 

deadly  still 


il  starti>d  once,  or  seem'd  to  slnrl  in 
jMiiu, 
Resolved  on  noble  things,  and  strove 

I  As  when  a  great  thought  strikes  along 

j  the  brain 

I         And  flushes  all  the  eheek. 


And  o 


B  my  a 


*  lifted  to  hew 


And  then,  I  kn>. 


ill  those  sharp  faneies,  by  down-laps- 
ing tlioueht 
Stream  d  onwurd.  lost  their  edges, 

RoU'd  other,      rounded, 

brought 
Into  the  t'ulfs  of  .sleep. 


As  that  wide  forest     Growth 

Their  humid  anus  festoaalni 

And  at  the  root  thro'  luah  srau 
burud 
The  red  anemoa& 

I  knew  the  flowers,  I  kuewtiN 

The  tearful  glimmer  of  tfae 

On  those  long,  rank,  dark  w«>o 
drciu'h'd  in  dew, 
Iy.-aili[ig  from  lawn  to  imm 

le   smell   of  violeta,  hjddm 


fit  last  methoiight  that  I  h: 


le  times  when  I  remember 

Joyful  and  free  from  bUn 

And  from   within  me  m  clear 
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i  w     tlirry  ;     lta>-  noTKl    i*  nil 
fh>-  «"n<l  of  tiuii'.' 


I  tiroujElit  I  111  Hill  i  I  y.' 


•N'l 
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<>vi-m;r,i|,„|v:itifiiirtl('ld 
MVM-If  for  Klii-li  >|  fiK'i''  h:l'l   boLlly 

■   ili.-.!.- 
imsH-'T'it   fnr :  ut»l   liiniiiiK   1   ii|i- 

IHTlllI 

Toiini'tliat  st.H>il  iH'slrli'. 

It  hIii'.  wiih  «ii-k  oml  sciinifiil  liuik- 
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*  I  was  cut  off  from  hope  in  that  sad 

place 
Which  men  call'd  Aulis  m  those  iron 
years: 
My  father  held  his   hand  upon  his 
face; 
I,  blinded  with  my  tears, 

*  Still  strove  to  speak  :  my  voice  was 

thick  with  sighs 
As  in  a  dream.     Dimly  I  could  de- 
scry no 
The  stem  black-bearded  kings  with 
wolfish  eyes, 
"Waiting  to  see  me  die. 

'  The  high  masts  flicker'd  as  they  lay 
afloat ; 
The  crowds,  the  temples,  waver'd, 
and  the  shore ; 
The  bright  death  quiver'd  at  the  vic- 
tim's throat — 
Touch'd  —  and  I  knew  no  more.* 

Whereto  the  other  with  a  downward 
brow  : 
*I  would  the    white   cold  heavy- 
plunging  foam, 
Whirl'd  by  the  wind,  had  roird  me 
deep  below. 
Then  when  1  left  my  home.'      120 

Her  slow  full  words  sank  thro'  the 
silence  drear. 
As  thunder-drops  fall  on  a  sleeping 
sea: 
Sudden   I  heard  a  voice  that  cried, 
*  Come  here. 
That  I  may  look  on  thee.* 

I  turning  saw,  throned  on  a  flowery 
rise. 
One  sitting  on  a  crimson  scarf  un- 
.  roll'd; 
A.<iueen,  with  swarthy  cheeks  and 
bold  black  eyes. 
Brow-bound  with  burning  gold. 

She,  flashing  forth  a  haughty  smile, 
began: 
*I  govern'd  men  by  change,  and  so 
I  sway'd  130 

^1  moods.     *Tis  long  since  I  have 
seen  a  man. 
Once,  like  the  moon,  I  made 


'The  ever-shifting 
blood 
According  to  my 
flow. 

I  have  no  men  to  gOTemintll 
That  makes  my  only  iNMf 


K 


*  Nay  —  yet  it  chafes  tne 
not  bend 
One  will ;  nor  tame  and  tOD) 
mine  eve  ^ 

That  dull  cold-blooded 
thee,  friend. 
Where  is  Mark  Antony  f^ 


. .) 


'The  man,  my  lover,  wilk-f 
rode  sublime 
On  Fortime's  neck ;  we  Mft 
b  V  God : 
The  Nilus  would  have  riaoi 
his  time 
And  flooded  at  our  nod. 

'  We  drank  the  Libyan  Sun  t 

and  lit 

Lamps  which  out-bum'd  G 

O,  my  life 

InEgvpt!  O,  the  dalliance  and 

The  flattery  and  the  strife 

*  And  the  wild  kiss,  when  fre 

war's  alarms, 
My  Hercules,  my  Roman  An^ 
My  mailed    Bacchus  leapt  i 
arms, 
Contented  there  to  die ! 

*  And  there  he  died :  and  when 

my  name 
Sigh'd  forth  with  life  I  wc 
brook  my  fear 
Of  the  other  ;  with  a  worm  ] 
his  fama 
What  else  was  left  ?  look  h 

With  that  she  tore  her  robe  ap 
half 
The  polish'd  argent  of  her  t 
sight 
Laid  bare.    Thereto  she  point 
a  laugh. 
Showing  the  aspick*8  bite. 

'  I  died  a  Queen.    The  RomaE 
found 
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thwn  ISflli  1^  |<auu  allli  lui  iMlmll  lir 


■f  dawi,  Mjr  iTdWD  about  my 
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uudatilod.     Then  fl 
I'umlng  I 


filijwly  my  ■ 
hriuil 
A  nolxr  uf  unui 
Uie  Inwn. 
And  KinRlnK  rhtiT 
bird 
TliU  tiBiu  hi*  wln^  at  dawn 


Tlir 


iT   Uing.  Iti  rNllInK  tl 

IwlDI^Btll  Ihl-  ID 
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All  night  the  splintcr'd  crags    that 
wall  the  dell 
With  spires  of  silver  shine.* 

As  one  tliat  imiseth  where  broad  sun- 
shine laves 
The  lawn  by  some  cathedral,  thro* 
the  door  190 

Hearing     the     holy    organ     rolling 
waves 
Of  sound  on  roof  and  floor 

Within,  and  anthem  sung,  is  charm* d 
and  tied 
To  where  he  stands, — so  stood  I, 
when  that  flow 
Of  music  left  the  lips  of    her  that 
died 
To  save  her  father's  vow  ; 

The  daughter  of  the  warrior  Gilcad- 
ite, 
A  maiden  pure ;  as  when  she  went 
alonjr 
From  Mizpeh's  tower'd  gate  with  wel- 
come liju^ht. 
With  timbrel  and  with  song.     200 

My  wonis  leapt  forth:  *  Heaven  heads 
the.  count  of  crimes 
With  tliat  wild  mith.'    She  reuder'ii 
answer  high  : 
*  Not  so,  nor  once  alone ;  a  thousiind 
times 
I  would  b*?  born  and  die. 

'Single  I  grew,  like  some  green  plant. 
whose  root 
Creeps  to  the   garden    water  pipes 
beneath, 
Feeding  the  flower  :  but  ere*  my  flouer 
to  fruit 
Changed,  I  was  ripe  for  death. 

'3Iy  God.  mv  land,  mv  father — these 
J.J 
did  move 

Me  from  my  bliss  of  life  that  Xatun- 

gave,  2in 

Lower*d  softly  with  a  threefold  cord 

of  love 

Down  to  a  silent  grave. 

'And  I  went  mourning,  **No  fair  He- 
brew boy 
Shall  smile  away  my  maiden  blame 
among 


The  Hebrew  mothers'*  —  em] 
all  joy, 
Leaving  the  dance  and  ao 

'  Leaving  the  olive-gardens  fa 

Leaving  the  promise  of  m; 

bower, 

The  valleys  of  grape-loaded  vj 

glow 

Beneath  the  battled  towei 

*  The  light  white  cloud  swam 

Anon 
We  heard  the  lion  roaring  J 
den; 
We  saw  the  large  white  stars 
by  one, 
Or,  from  the  darken*d  glei 

'  Saw  God  divide  the  night  wit 
flame, 
And  thundei  on  the  everlastu 
I  heard  Him,  for  He  spake,  ai 
became 
A  solemn  scorn  of  jlls. 

*  When  the  next  moon  was  rol 

the  sky, 
Strength  came  to  me  that  < 
my  desire. 
How   beautiful    a    thing    it 
die 
For  (T(M.i  and  for  my  sire! 

.'  It  eoniforts  me  in  this  one  1 

to  dwell. 
i      Tliat  I  snlKlued  me  to  my 

i  will  ; 

Hecaux'  the  kiss  he  gave  mc 
I  ffll, 

'  Sweetens  the  spirit  still. 

•Mc>re()v«r  it  is  written  that  m 

Ilew'd  Anmiou,  hip  and  thi^ 

Ahmt 

On  Ahkui  unto  Minneth.'     H 

face 

Gluwd,  as  I  look'd  at  her. 

She  loek'd  her  lips;  she  left  m 
I  st(MKi : 
MJlory  to  Go<l.'  she  sang,  a 
afar, 
Thridding  the  sombre  boskage 
wotxl, 
Toward  the  morning  star. 


THR   BLACKBIRD 


Ite  oU  yi'w  it  di-wl. 


mt  Vans 


■  Koamfi 


tkwl  been  mXBP  maiden  cmrn 

!t£a  I  •bouU  mr  mt  Oiii 

MM  0yt*  nf  •iwct'iI  Elctuuir 
|Mt  va.  day  aail  night.' 

Il  in  hKTi.  &U!vn  bum  liopn 

jam  tte  EniitlnD:  'O.  you 

rH  have  dtiBg  t9  Pulria's 
rfa.  wtd  tfaniM 
daggcsUuu'Uiraidt^.'        >«<i 

■I   ibarp   tiiuml    the  wlilu 
«&'■  cTF^Inff  beams. 
Id  Bi;  btmin,   lUiedvrf]    Uic 
nierj 
1  aftvp.     Tbe  tmpulu  o[  my 

d  la  the  (•rtrni  iky. 

■dn'd  on  the  bord«n  of  the 

rk 

ttw  her  irbo  ciMp'il  in  hn 

dM'd  father's  hrad,  or  Jam 

Art. 

^  nf  andrat  Pnuicc ; 

•ho  knew  ibat  IjQTo  can  van- 

iM  Death. 

■MUa(.  milk  eoB  arm  about 

r  kJBK.  .p. 

Ih  the  pnboB  wllfa  her  balmr 

Mlh, 

K  aa  aew  buda  la  apring. 


'I'luil   glimpMs,   moving  up,   tlisD  I 
from  aldup 
To  gaUirr  ami  tall  o'er 

Eai-ii    1UU«   »>JUD.l   anil   wgLL     With 

nhat  dull  pain 
Cumpsiw'd,  Imw  i-agcrly  I  aougbl  to 

Htrib^ 
Into  tlint  woodrous  track  of  dreams 

liut  110  iwu  itreama  are  like      >& 

As  wiisn  a  auul  huneuU,  which  halh 
b<Kn  lilmt, 
Deairlng  vhat  la  mingled  wltb  past 
yeani. 
In  f  «iuTi)ngR  that  can  never  be  exprest 
By  signs  or  groana  or  tears; 

Bocause  all   words,  tho'  culfd  with 
L'boiMBt  art, 
Pailing  to  giTc  the  bitter  of  tlia 

WlUicr  beneath  the  palate,  and  tha 

Faints,  faded  by  its  br^L 


THE  BLACKBiriD 
I   i 


^■.■ll : 


nethlng 


While  all  the  ni'Igbbors  shoot  thee 

1    kc<'p   smooth    plats   of   fruitful 
ground. 
Wlicrc  thriu  luayst  warble,  eat,  and 
dwell. 

Tlic  i-^iMliera  nn<l  the  standards  all 
.\rc  thlnp;  the  nuig«  of  lawn  and 

The   iinnetiid   black-hearls   ripii: 
dsrk. 
All  thine,  against  the  gsnlfn  wall, 

Yet,  thii'  I  snarrd  thee  all  ihe  sprlnf[. 
Thy  «il-  dHlghl  ts,  sttthiB  still. 


A  L-olrh-ii  tiill  !  tbP  slUrr  tongue, 
('■lid  Krlinjnry  Inved.  is  dry  ; 
I'lrnry  ri'mipin  the  melody 

That  made   tliov  tatnoUR  oiioe   wbeD 

jounjt; 


■ 

•/>                                         >il.\Lut  r    AND    UlMKK    1-OF.MS 

; 

a^^^^^M  ^^^^^^^H 

" 

i 

I  boa 
Aswhi 

Slwl 
THE 

1 

feMottry  gunli-u  aqtiun:''. 
thy  fiute-nalcs  arc  rliangFiJ  In 

r  Uiee  not  at  nil,  at  Iiubtw 
u  u  bunker  bnwlcs  tik  wnn-s. 

amiiig  1  hr  tliai  wiD  not  stoi: 
B  you  HUH  pnHpi!iB  iu  Uie  Ijliir, 
sing  for  Wttnl,  a*  ImTca  «rc 

in  iho  frcKMn  paliDHuf  Spring. 

DEATH  OF  THE  OLD 
TEAIt 

3ic«-ctwp  lieH  the  wti]t«r  aoow. 
tbe  wintur  nriatli  are  wewilj- 

Tiiil  »-<■  iliL-  <-l].]ii-li  lit'U  mAm 

An)  iriml  v<fUv  ami  spMik  hi 

For  Mie  -li)  yi-iu-  Hr*  a^iying. 

Ol.l  v,,.>.  vou  must  not  .1 

You  i5imc  lo  us  BO  rpBilll 

You  bV«i  Wilb  ILS  80  SM 

Old  yew,  you  »)ih11  not  ill 

Hr  lintli  BtiU.  hP  doth  nut  mo* 
He  will  uot  B^e  Uje  dawn  ol  d 
lie  liuUi  nu  otbcr  lifp  nbave. 
Be  gnve  inc  n  friend,  nut  a  U 

And  tbe  New-yeor  mill  take  'e 
Old  .Tcur,  you  miiai  not  g 
So  long  OB  j-ou  bave  b« 

Sucb  Jot Bs  you  bnvpsed) 

Old  veftV,  Tonslu.llD«4 

ie: 

ay. 
ue 

ma 

0; 

Wit 

1 

•  spctik  U\  ni  him, 
fend  to  inc. 
IT.  you  shall  iiot  Jilt; 
IMlftUgii  and  Kvy  with  ymi. 
It «  miDil  to  die  with  yr- 
tt.  If  you  tniut  die. 


ria  Is  ssany  «nd  cold,  my 

BSffW-yoiirlililheftnd  liulU, 

ptot&kuhiaowii. 

b^rnUhrs  I  over  the  snow 
L.-_.  .1.-  crowing  cock. 

.ottMlfro; 

FoApe;  tho  light  buma 

drp  o'dock. 
'  1,  boforL"  joii  die. 
r'U   denrly   rup 


,  _j ,_ :  tie  mi  hia  (ihin  ; 
lentrpw.  nml  let  hiiu  In 
li  UkPTv  uloDe. 
1)  at  thn  d<iar. 

r   (ool  on  thi?  flfior. 


And  mc  this  knowledge  boldu  i 
Or  else  I  had  not  dnr<:d  to  11 

In  tlintu  words  Uiwnrd  vuii,  aiidj[ivad€ 
Even  wilh  II  vurjif  jour  holy 


God  Kivcaualove.  SomcUilog  (oIot 
Uv  Icuils  IIS ;  hut.  when  love  I 
grown 

To  riponcsa,  thnt  on  which  It  throvo 
Fulia  off,  and  Ioto  Is  left  alooft. 

This  is  the  cufBo  of  time.    A1na  I 

In  u;Hot  I  am  not  all  tiiilearn'd ; 
Onci'  tliro'  wine  own  doors  DeBlh  dS 

Onu  went  who  ntverhath  return'd 


Your  liMs  in  rarer ;  (or  this  ■! 

itow  With  yoii  thro'  u  111 
Of  ht'Mvm,  uiir  hni'iiig  wuudia^d  Ii 

Shut  on  thi'  suddi^u  ■   ■     ■    ■ 
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To  every  land  beneath  the  ski 
Counts  nothing  that  she  me 

base» 
But  lives  and  loves  in  ever] 

IX 

Fills  out  the  homely  quickaet- 
And  makes  the  purple  lilac 

Steps  from  her  airy  hill,  and  | 
The   swamp,  where   humi 

dropping  snipe. 
With  moss  and  braided  mazii 

III 

And  on  thy  heart  a  finger  lays 
Saying,  *  Boat  quicker,  for  t 

Is  pleasant,  and  the  woods  am 
Arc   pleasant,  and  the  be< 

lime 
Put  forth  and  feel  a  gladdei 

rv 

And  murmurs  of  a  deeper  voU 
Going  before  to  some  far  sh] 

Teach    that  'sick  heart  the  i 
choice. 
Till  all  thy  life  one  way  inc 
With  one  wide  Will  that  doe 


And  when  the  zoning  eve  has 
Where  yon  dark  valleys  w 
lorn, 
Come  Hope  and  Memory,  spc 

bride, 
From  out  the  borders  of  the 
With  that  fair  child  betwi 
Sleep  sweetly,  tender  heart,  in  peace ;  I  born. 

Sleep,  lioly  spirit,  Mcsm.**!  s«)u1. 
While  the  stars  burn,  tln'  nuMms  in- 
cn-ase. 
An<i  the  irrcat  airt'S  rmwarri  roll. 


I  will  not  say,  *  Grod's  ordinance 

Of  death  is  blown  in  every  wind ; ' 

For  that  is  not  a  common  chance 
That  takes  away  a  noble  mind. 

His  memory  long  will  live  alone 

In  all  our  hearts,   as   mournful 
light 
That  broods  above  the  fallen  sun. 
And  dwells  in  heaven  half  the 
night. 

7ain  solace  !    Memory  standing  near 
Cast  down  her  eyes,  and  in  her 
throat 

Her  voice  seem'd  distant,  and  a  tear 
Dropt  on  the  letters  as  I  wrote. 

I  wroto  I  know  not  what.     In  tnith. 

How  Hhould  I  soothe  you  any  way. 
Who  miss  the  brother  of  your  youth  ? 

Yet  something  1  did  wish  to  say  ; 

For  he  too  was  a  friend  to  me. 

Both  are  mv  friends,  and  mv  true 
breast 
Bleedeth  for  lK>th  ;  yoX,  it  may  be 

That  only  silence  suiteth  best. 

Wonls  weaker  than  your  grief  would 
niakt^ 
(rrief    more.      'T  were    Ix-tter    1 
should  c<*ase 
Althoujih  myself  could  almost  take 
The  place  of  him  that  sk'ops  in 
peac«'. 


VI 


Sleep  till  the  end.  true  soul  and  sweet.  . 

Nothing  comes  to   thee   new   or 

strange. 

Sleep  full  of  rest  from  head  to  feet :      j 

Lie    still,    dry    dust,    secure    of  ^ 

cliani:e.  ' 


A  nd  when  no  mortal  motion  J 

The  blackness  round  the  ■ 

sod. 

Thro*  silence  and  the  tremblir 

Ci  »mes  Faith  from  tracts  no  f 

tnxl. 
And  Virtue,  like  a  househol 

VII 


OX   A   MOURNEK 


N'ature,  so  far  as  in  her  lies. 
Imitates  God,  and  turns  her  face 


I  PrnmisiniT  empire  :  such  as  tli 
Once   heanl   at  dead    of    i 
I  greet 

Tn)y's  wandering  prince,  so 
rose 
With  sacrifice,  while  all  the 
Had  rest  by  stony  hills  of  C 


IX>VE  THOU  THY  LAND 
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WBT.  THO-  ILL 


--y^  ttwr  tn  at  mm, 

VBnOB  I  SnlMiflCk 

!■  miter  in  the  miikk 
for  iha  pwple 


old  venown, 
dknrly   braidein 


topVBoedeiit; 
I  catiheaJMBd. 


•mce  tQ  wnrk  inri 


unioos  pc^raeciite 

ifiduce  a  time 
i  riairie  tliouffht  is  civil  crimi', 
AtUubI  frBedi9fn  mute, 

9»cr  rikoalil  make  from  land  to 


of  Britain  trebly  great  —  | 
crery  ehauiel  of  theStati* 
fn  and  choke   with    goklen 


lit  me  from  the  barbor-moiitb. 
I  wind !      I   Kek   a   wanner 

I  Wfll  we  before  I  die 

and  temples  of  the  Soutb. 


OLD  8AT  FREEDOM  ON 
THE  UEIQHTS' 


1  Mt  Prvcflum  on  the  heif^bts. 
thoadcn  breaking  at  her  feet ; 
r  Icr  ibnok  the  atarry  ligbtA ; 
i«nl  Che  torrenta  meet. 

h  Icr  place  ahe  did  rejoici*. 

~  hi  her  prophet-miiui.     i 


But  fregUMuta  of  her  mixhty  Toice 
Gune  roUhig  on  the  wind. 

Hun  rtept  the  down  thro'  town  and 

To  mhiffle  with  the  human  race. 
And  part  by  part  to  men  reveal'd 
The  fuUnieaa  of  her  face-— 

Grave  mother  of  majestic  works. 
From  her  isle-altar  gaaine  down. 

Who,  Godlike,  grasps  the  triple  f  orks. 
And,  Idng-like,  wears  the  crown. 

Her  open  eyes  desire  the  truth. 

The  wisaom  of  a  thousand  years 
Is  In  them.    May  perpetual  youth 

Keep  dry  their  light  from  tears ; 

Thather  &ir  form  may  stand  and  shine. 
Make  bright  our  days  and  light  oui 
dreams, 
iff  te  snoni  witb  ^jpg  d\xr\nt^ 

The  falsehood  of  extremes 


llJ^KTUOV  THY  LAXn.  WITH 
*^   LOVE   FAU-HK<)LC;in  • 

LovK  thou  thy  hui<l,   with  lov«'  far- 
hroii^ht 
From  out  the  storii-d  past,  and  uwd 
Within  the  pn's«'nt,  luit  tnuisfusiil 
Thro'     future     time    ]>y     pnwrr    of 
thoui^ht; 

True  love  turn'<l  rouml  on  Wxfi]  pohs 
Ix)V(\  that  cndun's  not  sonlid  rntU 
For  Kn;rlish  natures,  fn-inicii» 
friendu, 

Thv  hrotliers  an<I  iinrnniial  ^inil**. 

Rut  pHinpcT  nf>t  a  ha<ty    in"  . 

Nor  fenl  uit!i  <ru<l«'  iinai:iiiiiij*«     t. 

The  henl.   wiM    hearts  aiitl    tnlili 
winijs 
That  every  si»phi<ter  can  linn-. 

T)eliv<T  nnt  thr  t:i«»ksof  nuL'hi 

To  \>eaknt>^.  n^  it  her  hith-  th^   r.»y 
From  those,  not  hlinii.  \\!io  N\ait  foi 
«lay. 

Tho'  sittini:  L'irt  witli  doulttful  liL'ht. 

M.ikt'    knowhMlp*    <ir<le     with    the 
wiu<ls  : 
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But  let  her  herald,  Reverence,  fly 
Before  her  to  whatever  sky 
Bear    seed  of  men   and    growth    of 
minds. 


20 


Watch  what  main-currents  draw  the 
years; 

Cut  Prejudice  against  the  grain. 

But  gentle  wonls  are  always  gain  ; 
Regard  the  weakness  of  thy  peers. 

Nor  toil  for  title,  place,  or  touch 
Of  pension,  neither  count  on  praise — 
It  grows  to  gu onion  after-days. 

Nor  deal  in  watch-wonls  overmuch  ; 

Not  clinging  to  some  ancient  saw, 
Not    master'd    by    some    modern 
term.  30 

Not  swift  nor  slow  to  change,  but 
firm; 
And  in  its  season  bring  the  law, 

That  from  Discussion's  lip  may  fall 
"With  Life  that,  working  strongly, 

binds — 
Set  in  all  lights  by  many  minds, 

To  close  the  interests  of  all. 

For  Nature  also,  cold  and  warm. 
And  moist  and  dry.  devising  long. 
Thro'  manj'  agents  making  strong. 

Matures  the  individual  form.  40 

Meet  is  it  changes  should  control 
Our  being,  lest  we  rust  in  east\ 
"NVe  all  are  changed  by  still  degi*ees, 

All  but  the  basis  of  the\soul. 

So  let   the  change  which  comes  be 
frifc 
To  ingn»vc  itself  with  that  which  \ 

flics. 
And   work,    a   joint  of  state,   that 
plies 
Its  oflice,  moved  with  sympathy. 

A  saying  hanl  to  .sha]>e  in  act : 
For  nil  the  past  of  Time  reveals     50 
A  bridal  dnwn  of  thunder-peals. 

Wherever  Thought  hath  wedded  Fact. 

Even  now  we  hear  with  inward  strife 
A  motion  toiling  in  the  gloom  — 
The  Spirit  of  the  years  to  come 

learning  to  mix  himself  with  Life. 


A  slow-develop'd  strength  awi 
Completion  in  a  painiul  schc 
Phantoms  of  other  forms  of 

New  Majesties  of  mighty  Stati 

The  warders  of  the  growinr  Ik 
But  vague  in  vapor,  hard  to 
And  round  them  sea  and 
dark 

With  great  contrivances  of  Po 

Of  many  changes,  aptly  join'd 
Is  boiJied  forth  the  second  w 
Regard  padation.  lest  the  sc 

Of  Discord  race  the  rising  win( 

A  wind  to  puflP  your  idol-fires, 
And  heap  their  ashes  od  the 
To  shame  the  boast  so  often 

That  we  are  wiser  than  our  sin 

O,  yet,  if  Nature's  evil  star 
Drive  men  in  manhood,  as  in 
To  follow  flying  steps  of  Tn 

Across  the  brazen  bridge  of  wi 

If  N<rw  and  Old,  disastrous  fen 
Must  ever  shock,  like  aimed 
And  this  be  true,  till  Tin 
close. 

That  Principles  are  rain'd  in  U 

Not   yet    the  wise   of   heart 

To  hold  his  hope  thro*  shai 

guilt, 
But    with   his    hand    agaii 

hilt, 
Wouhl  pace  the  troubled  Ian 

Peace ; 

Not  le.<s.  tho'  dogs  of  Faction  1 
Would  serve  his  kind  in  de 

woni. 
Certain,   if    knowledge    bri 
sword, 
Tliat    knowledge    takes   the 
awav  — 

Would  love  the  gleams  of  ga 
broke 
From  either  side,  nor  veil  his 4 
And  if  some  dreadful  need 
rise 
Would   strike,   and  firmly,   a 
stroke. 


THE  GOOSE 


.r  t>^■■^-..Ill<.f  llx'.K'iiil: 
Ih.      thiifly  Jiminhs.  iu>r 

XiLi.t  >i>lt-rl<-lVlHy. 

.     .VNI»     AMEllICA    IX 
lT-> 

Ami  sliHlIor,   whi-n    tlif    sioniw  lire 

Th.;-i.s  lh.it  sliu<kll.j»>tw.'l 

Wliuii't-i-r  luiniiniili-K  «r  law 

Tli.|;r.miuitw.wkl..«sHiii... 
TIiv  work  is  thiiK-  —  IIk'  hhicl.'  nnlc 
Vr.'m  rliTtt  <1<'>'t<  I'linni  u  liiHi  llnmr 

■V  l.t[.<l  illi.|!--:i. 

Win'vil.rut"l'..liiL-.li«iii. 

L-r-.f  »  I.j.w-li>i<'. 

f  !h"— -irm^t  <"ini)f  iliiiii' 

r-t.>-li  'i    llii'ir   rights   from 

TIIK   (;(K)SK 

■l.riririr,.-1.1.-l.ri.l 

I  KSKW  uii  «1<l  uir<'  1>'<iii  uikI  tVHir, 

lliTr=nrs«-iim.lj.Mt.,!n-1l,..r: 
Tlii'n-  T-lruli.  it  sinnipr  UiUu-  -iiH.r, 
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She  caught  the  white  goose  ^bj  the 

leg, 
A  goose — 'twas  no  great  matter. 
The  ^oose  let  fall  a  golden  egg 
With  cackle  and  with  clatter. 

She  dropt  the  goose,  and  caught  the 
pelf. 
And  ran  to  tell  her  neighbors, 
And  bless*d  herself,  and  cursed  her- 
self. 
And  rested  from  her  labors ; 

And  feeding  high,  and  living  soft, 
Grew  plump  and  able-bodied, 

Until  the  grave  churchwarden  dofTd, 
The  parson  smirk*  d  and  nodded. 

So  sitting,  served  by  man  and  maid, 
She  felt  her  heart  grow  prouder ; 

But  ah!  the  more  the  white  goose 
laid 
It  clacked  and  cackled  louder. 

It  clutter'd  here,  it  chuckled  there, 
It  stirr'd  the  old  wife's  mettle  ; 

She  shifted  in  her  elbow-chair, 
And  hurVd  the  pan  and  kettle. 

'A quinsy  choke  thy  cursed  note  ! ' 
Then  wax'd  her  anger  stronger. 

•Go,  take  the  goose,  and  wring  her 
throat, 
I  will  not  bear  it  longer.' 


Then  yelp'd  the  cnr,  ai 

cat. 

Ran  Gaffer,  stumbled 

The    goose  flew  this  i 

that. 

And  flird  the  house  w 

As  head  and  heels  upon 
They  flounder'd  afi  tOi 

There  strode  a  stranger  1 
And  it  was  windy  wes 

He  took  the  gooee  upon 
He  utter'd  words  of  sc 

*8o   keep   you   cold,    i 
warm, 
It  is  a  stormy  momin| 

The  wild  wind  rang  fr 
plain. 

And  round  the  attics  r 
Till  all  the  tables  danced 

And  half  the  chimney] 

The  glass  blew  in,  the  fii 
The  blast  was  hard  an 

Her  cap  blew  off,   her 
up. 
And  a  whirlwind  deai 

And  while  on  all  sides  bi 
Her  household  fled  th< 

Quoth  she,  *The  devil  ts 
And  God  forget  the  8t 
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L-li    iIh'    iwcru]    lituh    Qiul    |iii<>t  '  Or  K"i"'<>r'lniniUi'i|  r|<iwii  III 


iIIIhI  llll-  WIMMlil 

1  tliin-  wc 

■lirUt- 


•  >1<I 


■amiD  Ilr4ini-a,  tbp  potl  Evi-iukI 


I'oUlii.-ik-'likrthiMililM.ti 
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With  cutting  eights  that  day  upon  tht*    Mere  chaff  and  draff,    mudi  I 


pond,  lo 

Where,  three  times  slipping  from  the 

outer  edge, 
I  bump'd   the   ice  into  three  several 

stars. 
Fell  in  a  doze;  and  half-awake  I  hcanl 
The  parson   taking   wide  and  wider 

sweeps, 
Now  harping  on  the  church- commis- 
sioners. 
Now  hawking  at  geology  and  schism : 
L'util  I  woke,  and  founil  him  settleil 

down 
Upon  the  general  decay  of  faith 
Kight  thro"  the  world  :  '  at  home  was 

little  left, 
A nd  none  abroiid;  there  was  no  anchor.     But  with  some  prelude  of  dispti 

none,  20  1  meut. 

To  hold  by.'    Francis,  laughing,  clapt     Read,  mouthing  out  his  hollow  oa 

his  hand  '  aes. 

On  Everanl's  shoulder,  with  *I  hold  <  Deep-chested  music,  and   to  tfai 

by  him.'  [  suit. 

*  And  I.'  quoth  Everard.  *by  the  was-  • 

sail- bowl.' 
•Why  yes.*  1  said,     we  knew   your'  MORTE  D'ARTHUR 

gift  that  way  '         j 

At  college :  but   anotlnT   which   you     So  all  day  long  the  noise  of  I 

had  —  roH'd 

I  mean  of  v«?rs<Mforso  we  held  it  then),  \  Amt^ug  the  mountains  by  the  w 
What  came  of  that  V     *  You  know,'  1  sea, 

said  Frank,  •  h«- burnt  ;  Until   King  Arthur's  table,  mu 

His  epic,  his  King  Arthur,  si>me  twelve  1  man. 


burnt.'     'But  I.' 
Said  Francis, '  picked  the  eleventtj 

this  hearth. 
And  have  it ;  keep  a  thing,  its  oh 

come. 
I  hoanl  it  as  a  sugar-plum  forHofa 
He  laugh'd,  and  I,  tho'  sleepy,  I 

horse 
That  hears  tlie  corn-bin  open»  pd 

njy  ears ; 
For  I  remember*d  Everard's  cd 

fame 
When  we  were  Freshmen.    The 

my  request 
He  brougiit  it ;  and  the  poet^  1 

urged. 


lx)oks  *  — 


I  lail  fallen  in  Lvonness about  their 


And  then  to  mt*  demimding  why  :  *  C>,     King  Arthur :  then,  because  hisw 


sir. 


was  deep. 


He  thought  that  nothing  new  \vass;iid.     The  bi>ld  Sir  Bedivere  upBfted  hi 

Sir  Heiiiven*.  the  last  of  all  his  kni 
And  b<»n'  him  to  a  chapel  nigh  the 
A    lirukrn    chancel    with"  a  bi 

cri>ss, 
Tliat  stotid  on  a  dark  strait  of  h 

hiud. 
(>ii  oiu-  ^iide  lay  the  ocean,  and  01 
Lav  a  irnat  water,  and  the  mooz 

full. 
Tlu  II  spake  King  Arthur  to  Sir! 

viTL" : 
Tlu-  ^'i  in  el  of  ttvday  unsolden  j 
Th'    iro.sUirst    fellowship   of  fa 

k!ni:iit»; 
\\  li'  n  .  r  ihi-i  w  orld  holds  record. 

a  <lr;fp 

rij.  y  sit  1 1>  —  the  men  I  loved.     I 

til -.it  we 
>iiall  luviT  n-ore,  at  any  future  1 


or  else 
Somethinir  s«">  said   't^\as  n*)ihiiiir  — 

that  a  tniih 
Looks   fn'>h«'st  in  tlu-  fashion  of  tliu 

day  : 
{.uxl  kno\v<;  he  has  a  niinr  of  nasoiis: 

ask. 
It    pleasi.^d  ;.if   wtW   ouiMiL'h.'       Nay. 

nay."  vrM  Hall. 
"Why  takr  tin-  ^tylr  nf  \hi\^f  hi.n'if 

timr>.  v 
For  nature  brinirs  u«.'>T  Ivii.k  rlir  ui;f»Ti»- 

tli'ii. 
Nor  wt    iljM'-i-  Tinit'S  ;  anii  wliy  Oi.v.M 

:iiiy  iiiiii 
RenuKlrl  ui-virNv  iIm -•    ;\v.  Ivi- b-.,.k< 

'»!"  Uiiiu' 
Were  faini   llonurit.-  hIi^hs.  !ii»rhin:r- 

wortb. 


IfORTE  D'ARTHUR 


«5 


oniki  witli  talk  of  knightiy 

JO 

Ntt  the  gudent  and  the 

mM  in  the  dajs  tlwt  were, 
r    this    people   which  I 


thei  I  ihould  oome 
—  but  let  what  wfll 


ay  snitten  thro'  the  helm 
It  help  I  cumot  last  till 

an  take  ny  bnnd  Ezcali- 

■ly  pride;  for  thou  re- 

deySk  one  summer  noon, 

■  So 

a  out  the  boeom  of  the 
eUte  wmite,  mystic,  won- 

*  swoffd  —  uid  how  I  row'd 

s 

t.  and  have  worn  it,  like  a 

• 

imever  I  am  suiiif  or  told 
r.  thL«  a]!«>  sliall  be  kuowii. 
\aj  not ;  take  Excalibur. 
bim    far   into  the   mi(lil1<> 

• 

It  thou  M>eHt,  and  lightly 
:  m<?  word/ 
vplit-d  the  bold  Sir  Bcili- 

:  90 

icvt,  ($ir  King,  to  leave  thei? 

mo.  and  smitten  thro'  the 

ing  may  harm  a  wounded 

#^t  « ill  ail  perform  at  full, 

t  I  M*e,  and  lightly  bring 

word.* 

r.  fnim  the  niin'd  hhriiie  he 

mtiTKi  athwart  the  place  of 

:li*'  mighty  Ik  me  a  of  aiK'icnt  , 

».  anfl  over  thf^m  tlie  m'u 
1  wng 

.with  flakes  of  foam.     lb'. 
jiing  down  luu  , 


By  %\gtMX  paths  and  Juts  of  painted 

rock. 
Came  on  the  diining  levels  of  the 

kke. 
There  drew  he  forth  the  brand  Sx- 

calibur. 
And  o'er  him,  drawing  it,  the  winter 

moon', 
Brighteninff  the  skirts  of  a  long  ckmd, 

ran  forth 
And  sparkled  keen  with  frost  against 

the  hilt ; 
For  all  the  haft  twinkled  with  diamond 

sparks, 
Myriads  of  topai-lights,  and  Jacfaitb 

work 
Of  subtlest  Jewellery.    He  gazed  so 

long 
That  both  his  eyes  were  dasiled,  as  he 

stood,  tra 

This  way  and  that  dividing  the  swift 

mind. 
In  act  to  throw;  but  at  the  last  it 

secm'd 
Better  to  leave  Excalibur  conceal'd 
There  in  the  man y-knott^^i  water-flags, 
That  whistled  stiff  and  dry  about  the 

niarp'. 
So  stnxic  hf  back  slow  to  the  wounded 

kini;. 
Tlien    spake    Kin>?    Arthur   to   Sir 

IJeciivere: 
*IIast    tlioii    iHTfonn'd    my    mission 

wliicli  1  pive  Y 
What  is  it  thou  ha^^t  .seen,  or  what 

liast  heanl  ? ' 
And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Be<li- 

vere:  1:0 

'I  heanl   the  rippl(>  washing  in  the 

HMtls, 

And  the  wild  water  lapping  on  the 

To  whom  replied  Kin^r  Arthur,  faint 

and  pale : 
'Thou  hast  hf'travM  thv  nature  ami 

thy  nam*'. 
Not  reiiderintrtrui' answer,  aslM-jweiu'd 
'I'liy  fealty,  nor  like  a  nohli-  kniirlit  ; 
For   surer   s\i:u   liad    foIlowM,    i-ither 

hand. 
Or    voiee.    or   el^i*   n   motion    of    \\ir 

mere. 
This  is  a  slianieful  tiiiii:;  for  men  to 

lie. 
Yet   now,  1  eUarire   thee.  <|ui<!kly  p> 

again  ij« 


86 


ENGLISH   IDYLS  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


As  thou  art  lief  and  dear,  and  do  the 

thing 
I  bade  thee,  watch,  and  lightly  bring 

me  word.' 
Then  went  Sir  Bedivere  the  second 

time 
Across  the  ridge,  and  paced  beside  the 

mere, 
Counting  tlie  d<*wy  pebbles,  fix'd  in 

thought ; 
But  when  he  saw  the  wonder  of  the 

hilt, 
How  curiously  and  strangely  chased, 

he  smoU' 
His  palms  together,  and  he  cried  aloud  : 
*And  if  fiidced  I  cast  the  brand 

away. 
Surely  a  precious  thing,  one  worthy 

note,  140 

Should  thiLs  be  lost  forever  from  the 

earth, 
Whicli  mi^rht  have  pleased  the  eyes 

of  many  men. 
"What  g(xxl  sliould  follow  this,  if  this 

wcTO  done  ? 
What  harm,  undone  ?  deep  harm  to 

(lisi>l)ey, 
Seeing  olK'di<'no(?  is  the  bond  of  rule. 
Were  it  well  to  obey  then,  if  a  king 

demand 
An  act  improlitable.  airainst  himself? 
The  king  is  sick,  and  knows  not  what 

he  does. 
What  record,  or  what  relic  of  my  lonl 
Should   be  to  aftertime,   but  empty 

breath  150 

And  rumors  of  a  doubt  ?  but  were  this 

kept. 
Stored    in    some    treasure  -  house    of 

mighty  kings. 
Some  one  might  show  it  at  a  joust  of 

arms. 
Saying.   "King  Arthur's  sword.  Ex- 

calibur. 
Wrought  by  the  lonrly  maiden  of  the 

hike : 
Nine  years  sh«'  wrought  it.  sitting  in 

the  d«M"ps 
Upon  the  hiddtMi  l>ns<'S  of  the  hills." 
So  might  sonu*  old  man  speak  in  thi' 

aftiTiinu* 
To  all  the  p(H»ph\  winning  revenMicr* : 
But  now  much  hon<^r  and  much  fume 

WiTr  In-st.*  i6i-' 

So  spake  he.  clouded  with  his  own 
conceit. 


And  hid  Excalibur  the  seoond  t 
And    so   strode    back    dow   t 

wounded  king. 
Then  spoke  King  Arthur,  bra 

heavily : 
*What  is  it  thou  hast  seen,  or 

hast  heard?' 
And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir 

vere: 
'  I  heard  the  water  lapping  on  thi 
And  the  long  ripple  washing  j 

reeds.' 
To   whom    replied    King   A 

much  in  wrath : 
'Ah,  miserable  and  unkind,  unt 
Uuknightly,  traitor-hearteil !    V 

me! 
Authority-  forgets  a  dying  kinr, 
Laid  widow'd  of  the  power  in  n; 
Tliat  l)ow'd  the  will.     I  see  thee 

thou  art. 
For  thou,   the  latest-left  of  a 

knights 
In  whom  ^ould  meet  the  offices 
Thou  wouldst  betray  me  for  tfa 

cious  hilt ; 
Either  from  lust  of  gold,  or  like 
Valuing   the  giddy  pleasure  0 

i^'es. 
Yet.  for*  a  man  may  fail  in  duty  1 
And  the  thini  time  may  prospe 

tliee  hence ; 
Hut,  if  thou  spiire  to  iling  Excal 
I  will  arise  and  slay  thee  wit 

hands.' 
Then   <iuickly   rose   Sir    Bed 

and  ran, 
And,  leaping  down  the  ridges  li) 

plunged 
Among  the  bulrush-beds,  and  ch 

the  sword. 
And  strongly  whcel'd  and  thn 

The  great  brand 
Made  lightnings  in  the  splend 

the  moon. 
And  flashing  round  and  round 

whirrd  in  an  arch, 
Shot  like  a  streamer  of  the  noi 

morn. 
Scrn  where  the  moving  isles  of  1 

slux?k 
Rv  niirht,  with  noises  of  the  no 

s<'a. 
So  (lasird  and  fell  the  brand  Ezca 
But  ere  he  dipt  the  surface,  n 

arm 


MORTE  D'ARTHUR 


vblu  aunitf,  tovAic  won- 

0- 

It    btm    bj   Uii^  Iiilt.  Duil 

Itah'il  lilm 

n.  ami  dn-w  bliu  uuilrr  lu 

7    went  tile  niiitr  lu  ihh 

A*  Kinc  Anltur,  drawiu^ 

I  tFf  iUm  «JM  thai  thU  Ik 

i  what  fait  tboubuc  Iiwnl, 

WW  DMwIe  tbe  bokl  Sir  B«ll 

.  I  slond  hi1b«  eyeUda,  Imt 

Qnj-  purpow,  for  I  arret 

■^  bn«  or  flUmlief*.  till  1 

t  Mv*  Ihnv  U*KB  »t  murtitl 


1  wkUe  omlte.  mvHlk.  wcic 

fbt  I 
Sui 

M»  sad  drew  btm  andtrt  in 
■nv.* 

WW  nudd  KttiK  Artliiir, 

tawn  nlfb;  "lis  time  that  I 
t  to  nooiro 


Id  faatb  lafcea 

■  dk.* 

Mf,  boat  Uw  pkvnoent  lie 

fNM. 

rtth  pain,  rwdlnhm  os  bin 

tag  vtMfuUjr  >1Ui  wld«  bliv 
»  (•» 

don.     Bin  fHr  BnJtn-n^ 
•Or  ngMdal  Dm/  bi>  Irsn. 
d  karr  •pakm,  but  h«  rouud 
w»d«, 
I  wfeta  (an,  ftdd  kaeeUuK  un 


O'er  bolli  liie  ghouldti 

Ruid  liiuida.  J 

And  ri.Hing  bon^  hini  thro'  the  ifkkM 

Bm.   as  lie  walki).    King  Ai 

punted  Ixhtd, 
Likir  imi'  tJiMt  tevls  a  iiigliluuiiv  uu 

bod 
Wlwu  lilt  the  bouse-  is  miiti',    8o  Kiel 


But   thr   oUicr   swiftly    atrode    fruiu 

ridge  to  ritlgv. 
riotlioil  idth  bis  brcnth,  md  looklnj^, 

a»  tic  WKlk'd, 
IjuguT  tluui  liuuuu)  on  tlip  fraxi^ti  blllx. 
lie  Iiniinl  tbc  ilrap  bcbind  blm,  imd  & 

Beforo.    Ilia  uwn  tlimighl  drove  hlin 

llkv  a  jniHd. 
Dry  cliuli'it  lite  bBnu<M  lu  tUe  icy  t'jives 
And  Imrrrn  cbiunui,  am)  iiil  Ui  left 


liim.  UK  hi-  biLSrd 

Hh  fi'i't  on  JutH  of  Bllppury  ctvtg  Uml 

SkiiTp  Huiiiivn  with  tin-  dim  of  nrmi-il 

heclji  — 
And  on  a  fliidduii.  lo '.  thv  Ivvvl  lake. 
Aud  tbf  Itipg  Klurics  of  tbv  Vfintur 


Thpti  a 


r  they  bow  ihi-ra  1)0T0  a 


BLiiiMtth  Iht-m ;  oud  dwcL-ndiog  llipj 

1'hat  all  Ih(^  dtf-kji  w>-n'  drusp   wlili 

stftUrlv  foniu 
Block  KLilaO.    block -bivuli-d,    like    n 

dmuH^by  Ilieai- 
Tbnw  quOTiu  with  crowuia  ot  gold  ~ 

■oil  fruin  tlicm  n»L- 
A  rry  iImi  ohWcr'd  hi  llta  ttnfcUiijc 

■tan,  »■> 

And.  OB  it  wtMv  oue  viAae.  an  nitonv 
Of  InmmtAllnu,  likna  wiul  thatuhrilU 
Alt  iik'bt  In  a  wiui«  laiid,  wbtri*  uo 

one  runm. 
tit  ballt  cimii',   ■incr  the  makliitl  "f 

Uw  world, 
Thi-u  HKirmiird  AfUiar.  -PlaLi!  ■■■ 

lu  tbe  barsc.' 
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And  to  the  barge  they  came.     There 

those  three  queens 
Put  forth  tbeir  hands,  and  took  the 

kiii<r.  and  wept. 
But  she  tliat  ros<*  the  tallest  of  them  all 
And  fairest  hiid  his  liead  upon  her  lap. 
And  loosed  the  shatter d  easque,  and 

chafed  his  hands.  260 

And  caird  him  bv  his  name,  com- 
plaining loud. 
And  dropping  bitter  tears  against  his 

brow 
Striped  with  dark  blo(xl ;   for  all  his 

face  was  white 
And  colorless,  and  like  the  wither'd 

moon 
Smote  by  the  fresh  beam  of  the  spring- 
ing east ; 
And  all  his  greaves  and  cuisses  dash'd 

with  drops 
Of  onset;  and  the  light  and  lustrous 

curls  — 
That  made  his  forehead  like  a  rising 

sun 
nigh    from    the    dais-throne  —  were 

pareh'd  with  dust ; 
Or,  elottt^l  into   points  and  hanging 

loose,  270 

Mix'd  with  the  knightly  growth  that 

fringed  liis  lips. 
So  like   a   shatter'd  column   lay   the 

king ; 
Not  like  that  Arthur  who.  with  lance 

in  rest, 
From  spur  to  plume  a  star  of  tourna- 
ment, 
Shot   thro'  the  lists  at  Camelot,  and 

charged 
Before  the  eyes  of  ladies  and  of  kin<rs. 
Then  loudlv  cried  the  bold  Sir  Betli- 

ven* : 
Ah  I  my  L<)rd  Arthtir,  whither  shall 

I  iro  V 
Where  shall  I  hide  my  forehead  and 

my  eyes? 
For  now  I  see  the  true  old  times  are 

dead,  2S0 

When  everv  moniin>j  brouirht  a  nuble 

chauce. 
And  every  chance  bnnight  out  a  nc^ble 

knight. 
Such  times  have  been   not  since  the 

light  that  led 
The  holy  Klders  with  the  irifl  of  myrrh. 
But  now  tile  whole  round  tahle  is 

dissolved 


Which  was  an  image  of  the  n 

world ; 
And  I.  the  last,  go  forth  comp 

less, 
And  the  days  darken  round  m 

the  years, 
Among  new  men,  strange  facei^ 

minds.' 
And  slowly  answered  Arthur 

the  barge : 
*The    old    oroer  changcth,  yi 

place  to  new, 
And  God  fulfils  himself  in  many 
Lest  one  good  custom  should  o 

tlie  world. 
Comfort  thyself:  what  comfor 

me? 
I  have  lived  my  life,  and  that 

I  have  done 
May  He  within  himself  make 

but  thou. 
If  thou  sliouldst  never  see  aq 

again. 
Pray  for  my  soul.     More  lUlij 

wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of.    11 

foR»,  let  thy  Toioe 
Hise  like  a  fountain  for  me  irigl 

day. 
For  what  are  men  better  than  Ai 

goats 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  witiU 

brain, 
If.  knowing  God,  they  lift  not '. 

of  prayer 
Both  for   themselyes  and  tiMH 

call  them  friend  t 
For  so  the  whole  round  earth  li 

way 
Bound  bv  gold  chains  about  tt 

of  God. 
But  now  farewell.    I  am  goiqgi 

way 
.  With  these   thou  seeat — If  U 

go  — 
For  all  my  mind  is  clouded  n 

doubt  — 
To  the  island-valtey  of  Avfllcai 
Where  falls  not  hail,  or  ndn,  c 

snow, 
1  Nor  ever  wind  blows  loudly, 

lies 
Deep  nieadow'd.  happy,  fair  w; 

ehard  lawns 
And    bowery  hollows  crown'd 

summer  sea. 


MUKTK    irARTIIl'R 


r-  I  » -.v. 

.,-ul  HI.'  ..r  iJiv  ;tri.v...is 

Willi  s«-,.r1ljv  K.-lM.     r^.iin  sl.»»l  Sir 

Ik,iiv,:r.. 

oi-l  111.    Ii„r^'i«ill.  .ur 

lt"v<.lviiiL:iimiiv]ii<'i]i<>H<'Min  till' hull 

l^kik'it  111,..  Mn.k  il.ii  uitiiiiisl  tlir  viT«i' 

i<-  iTiiik,  lik<-  S..IIU-  full 

...f  .l:iwii. 

I  -»-m 

Aiiil»iill<i'iM<'rr[lii-w;iiliM>;<IJ.-ituwiiy. 

L^---:''J 

.«ii.|.  ,r..l.r.li.r<ln.Ili, 

fc-^   r  !• 

r M  |.li.iii.'.uiul  taki'> 

ll.-n-<..,.l.iliriill,  iin.l..iirliwt  IJKlit. 

•.I.,   tl  - 

•  I 

th:il  Iniiu 
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Had  winked  and  threatened  darkness, 

flared  and  fell  ; 
At  which  the  parson,  sent  to  sleep  with 

sound. 
And    waked    witli    silence,    grunted 

•  Good  1 '  but  we 
Sat  rapt:  it  was  the  tone  with  which 

he  read  — 
Perhaps  some  modem  touches  here  and 

there 
Redeem'd  it  from  the  charge  of  no- 
thin  gues.< —  330 
Or  else  we  loved  the  man,  and  prized 

his  work ; 
I  know  not ;  but  we  sitting,  as  I  said. 
The  cock  crew  loud,  as  at  that  time  of 

year 
The  lusty  bird  takes  every  hour  for 

dawn. 
Then  Francis,  muttering,  like  a  man 

ill-used, 
'There  now — that's  nothing  I'  drew 

a  little  back. 
And  drove  his  heel  into  the  smouUlrr'd 

log, 
That  sent  a  blast  of  sparkles  up  the 

flue. 
And  so  to  l»ed.  where  yet  in  sleep  I 

seem'd 
To   sail  with  Arthur  under   loominir 

shores,  34«' 

Point  after  point ;    till   on  to  dawn. 

when  dreams 
Begin   to  feel  the   truth  ami   stir  of 

day. 
To  me,  methought,  who  waited  with 

the  crowd, 
There  came  a  iMirk  that,  blowing  for 

ward,  bore 
King  Arthur,  like  a  niixlern  gentU-nian 
Of  8tatelit?st  port:  aud  all  the  peojili- 

cried, 
'  Arthur  is  come  au^jiin  :  ho  cannot  dit'.' 
Then  those  that  stoo*!  upon  the  hill-; 

behind 
Repeated  —  'Come  again,  ami  tliricr 

as  fair ; ' 
And.  further  inland,  voices  ocIumhI  — 

'  Come  35 . 

With  all  good  things,  and  war  shall  be 

no  more.' 
At  this  a  hnmlrod  belN  began  to  pi-al. 
That  with  the  soinul  I  woke,  and  In  anl 

indeed 
The    clear  ehunh- bells   ring   in    tlw 

Christmas  morn. 
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OR,   THE  PICTURK8  I 

Tuis  morning  is  the  nioming  cii 

W  hen   I  and  Eustace  from  the  4 

went  : 

To  see  the  Gardener's  daughter;  l4 

he. 
Brothers  in  Art ;  a  friendship  so  M 

plete 
Portioned  in  halves  between  ua»  tt 

we  grew 
The  fable  of  the  city  where  we  dwi 
My  Eustace  might  have  sat  for  Hi 

cules : 
So  muscular  he  spread,  so  braid 

breast. 
He,  by  some  law  that  holds  in  kfi 

and  draws 
The  greater  to  the  lesser,  long  dob 
A  certain  miracle  of  symmetry, 
A  miniature  of  loveliness,  airgiMS 
Summ'd  up  and  closed  in  little  ;— J 

liet.  she 
So  light  of  f<x>t.  so  light  of  spirit- 
she 
To  me  myself,  for  some  three  ctfdi 

moons. 
The  summer  pilot  of  an  empty  bof 
Unto   the  .<%hon>s  of  nothing  !    Kh 

you  not 
Such    touches  are  but  embassies 

Love. 
To  tanip<T  with  the  fi>elings,  en 

found 
Empire  for  life  ?  but  Eustace  paint 

her. 
.  And  said  to  me,  she  sitting  witili 

rhen, 
•When  will  j/ou  paint  like  this?'  I 

1  replied  — 
.My  words  were  half  in  earnest,  ll 
'       *        in  jest : 

•  T  is    not   your  work,  but  Lon 
1  Lovo.iui  perceived. 

■  A  more  ideal  artist  he  than  all, 
.  Came,  drew   your   pencil    from  y 

nia«le  th(ise  eyes 
I  I);irk<T  than  darkest  pansies,  and  t 

huir 
Mon-  blaek  than  ashbuds  in  the  fi 

•  >i"  March.' 
1  And   .Juliet  answer'd  laughing,  ' 

and  s*fe 
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I  tlmii^iief ;   truit  mr', 
mr  Umi.  3« 

te  ^BD  fail  xi)  rnulcli  bia  m&i- 

*«  toan.  bimI  ud  thK  npur  we 

mx. 

feo^f  Id  Uw  Imi«7  norlO,  dof 

tie 

M.  bloooM  tb*  gknlcD  tlurl 

1^  tka  biunulnn;  ctiy  coiuh 

I  of  fuBval  or  af  marrUgp 

■ar  ainllad  In  tUrk  Imtu, 

■I*  rlajajclnit  o(  (Jia  niliisUir 

mwtma  li  and  Uio  nnlon  lint 
»  of  CTsn,  vnnli'4  by  a  »low 

fei'd  irtlh   lanf^d  puUm  of 

iB  tta  Imt  UUm.  uhI  crvi'fiH  on. 
i<«Ti.  tfttlirrr  nnlirt  rf  nhriiljr 
I  wta  tbe  nlBAer  towcn. 

TIm'  Add*  bMw«eu 
mf-ttoA.   bruwHil  t>T    deep 

khoM  ibr  l*r|^'  linif  fntllii'ra 


I  louk'd  upon  hiT.  ' 


litni  1  hi'UTil  bt 
I  prtipliL'ii  U  I 


Mj  lirmrt  WHX  hki 

AdiI  told  mc  1  ahuulil  lovi!.     A  en 

lit  h(i|K'a, 
Tbut  eoiight  U)  sow  thuDuelvps  Ifa 

winged  ii«.Hi«i, 
Dom  init  of  iTVorj-thlng  I  ttunni  i 

K1ull«r'd  itbout  vty  hciumw  jumI  aif  ^ 

And  VKgiir-  doitrrg,  ifkr  flirul  bUsts  ol 

balm 
To  ime  Ihut  tmvt'lii  ijiiiokly,  muilc  Uic 


Of  I 


air 


I  dvlidoiu,  and    all  lUudii  of 


thi>  drrum 
Urt^iun'd  by  a  bajipjr  t 

dnrk  Knot. 
Unspco.  Is  tvtKlit^nlng 


,  when  llin 
bin  bridul 

thin  Olbit  of   UlO  IBL-QUMJ 


And  > 

folds 

For  ever  in  Itiielf  the  day  «e  wimt 
To  st-p  li<T.     All  thf  Ural  In  flowtry 

•i^uftrcs, 
Bt'iiKHth  u  bmail  and  eiiuui-bl»wing 

wind. 
Piiacil  at  Ihn  riming  siimmef,  na  oD« 

larife  cloud 
Dn.-wdow»wniil;butalli:b«'otlu'nvrii 

wan  pure 
Up  to  tbe  ftiin,  uikI  May  trou  veTgp  Ut 

And  May  willi  mr  from  hpail  f)  heel. 

And  now.  fc 

As  llio'  'I  wvTv  ypulcriUy.  as  Iho'  it  wmh 
Thu  hour  Juit  flown,  tbai  mom  witli 

nil  ItH  Miund  — 
Fur  thuK  idd  Hay*  liud  tluicn  Uiu  lltjg 

(if  ibCHW  — 

KinE«  In  mlncT  ran,    Tb^  ateer  forgot 

to  trraxv. 
And.  when;  tin-  bifl|pr-raw  cuta  tJie 

pathway.  Ntcxiil. 
Lraninic  bU  li'inis  inbi  tbe  ndchlnr 

And  lowint;  to  lits  frtlowa.    Pram  ibo 

Canip    ruicoi    of    Ihc   wellcuntriitMl 
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But   shook  his  song  together  as  he 

ncar'd  90 

His  happv  home,  the  ground.    To  left 

and  right. 
The  cuckoo  told  his  name  to  all  the 

hills : 
The  mellow  ouzel  lluttHl  in  the  elm : 
The  redcap  whistled  ;  and  the  nightin- 
gale 
Sang  loud,  as  llio'  he  were  the  bird  of 

day. 
And  Eustace  turn'd,  and  smiling  stiid 

to  me: 
*  Hear  how  the  bushes  echo !  bv  niv 

life,  •      • 

These  binls  have    joyful    thoughts. 

Tliink  yo\i  they  shig 
Like  poets,  from  the  vanity  of  sting  ? 
Or  have  they  any  sense  of  why  they 

sing  ?         '  io« 

And  would  they  praise  the  heavens  for 

what  tliey  have?* 
And  I  made  answer:  *Were  there  no- 
thing else 
For  which  to  praise  the  heavens  but 

onlv  love. 
Tliat  only  love  were  cause  enough  for 

priiist'.* 
Lightly  Ik;  laugli'd,  as  one  that  rea<i 

my  thought. 
And  on  we  went :  but  ere  an  hour  had 

pass'd. 
"NVe  reacird  a  meadi^w  slnntinsr  It*  the 

North, 
Down  which   a   well-worn    pathway 

courtetl  u< 
To    one    green    wicket    in    a    privit 

hedge. 
This.    VH'ldinir.    gave  into   a    irrus>v 

walk  II.) 

Thro*    enmiied    lilac-anibush    trimly 

pruned  : 
And  one  warm  irusi.  full-fed  with  per- 

funu'.  blew 
i>eyoiul  u<.  :is  wc  mtiTd  in  llie  eool. 
rile  garden  ^Tpu.-lirs  Miuthward.     In 

Till'  niid<t 
A  eedar  spri'ad  his  dark-Lrn.'en  layers 

of  -iiade. 
The   ganlen-glaS'^'S   sliune.    and    nio- 

nieiitly 
The  twinkling  laurel  si.'atter'd  Mher 

lights.  ^ 
'  Eustace.'  I  s;iid.  "  this  Wdiult-r  keeps 

tlie  limiSif.* 

He  noildf-*!.  but  a  miMnent  afterwanis 


He  cried,  'Look!   look!'    Befoi 

ct^ased  I  turn'd. 
And,  ere  a  star  can  wink,  Middi 

there. 
For  up  the  porch  there  gnmi 

Eastern  rose. 
That,  flowering  high,  the  last  ni^ 

gale  had  caught 
And  blown  across  the  walk.    Om| 

aloft  — 
Gk)wn*d  in  pure  white  that  fitted  tsj 

shape  — 
Holding  the  bush,  to  fix  it  ba^( 

stood. 
A  single  stream  of  all  her  soft  bra 

luiir 
Pour'd  on  one  side ;  the  shadow  of  I 

tlowers 
Stole  all  the  golden  gloss,  and,  wid 

ing 
Lovingly    lower,    trembled    od  ] 

waist  — 
Ah,   happy  shade!  —  and  still  m 

wavering  down. 
But.  ere  it  touched  a  foot,  thatai^ 

have  danced 
The  gn'ensward  into  greener  die 

dipt. 
And  mix'd  with  shadows  of  the  o 

mon  ground. 
But  the  full  day  dwelt  on  her  bra 

and  sunu'd 
Her  violet   eves,   and   all    her  H 

bl(H)m, 
And  doubled  his  own  warmth  agai 

her  lips. 
And  on  the  bounteous  wave  of  mM 

breast 
As  never  pencil  drew.    Half  light,] 

shade. 
She  st04Hl.  a  sight  to  make  an  old  1 

ynung. 
So  rapt,  we  near'd  the  house; 

she.  a  Hose 
In  nwes.   mingled  with  her  fngi 

T..»il. 
Xr>r  heanl  us  come,  nor  from  her  I 

danee  turn'd 
Intu  the  world  without;  till  dosi 

han<l, 
.Viid  all  not  ere  I  knew  mine  own 

ti  nt, 
Tlii<  munnur  broke  the  stillneai 

that  air 
Willi  h  lir.HKled  round  about  her: 

*  Ah,  one  t 
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m  one,  bj  Ummc  fair  Augers 

^X»  Ihwi  tliicir.' 

She  look'd  :  but  all 
rlili  UwJiM  —  nciUuT  »c\I' 

ad.  but  brlwUt  tills  mood 


idnc  wininil 

r  hUr  In  Imtld.   ruid  Blirr'il 

vwcctAiNwcr,  UD  miaiuiwrr 


daiay  tlvpt,  »di1  Love'*  wbltu 

r 

kn^  Um  tlilrkrn'ij  ccdnr  In  tfic 

»  ««  watt,  ami  M  the  Uvis 


M  he  '  wit]  fou  cKmb  the 

■  nf  Ml 

Hit  fall  Inil  woA  (n  hum  tu 

■In  rinn.  Will  ja»  nistch 
IT  jflu.  Bot  jou.  —  Uieniiu 

tr«l  anlrt  lie  llian  all.' 

c  I  wnai.  but  Miiilil  uol  *i«>.-|i 

£v'perf«ri  faUuH  in  tbi- 

te  inH  aba  gvr*  ma  O'er  mod 

Amg  tallliful  mwl  af  tlio 

«d  tka  (iHoiK  —  udi »  noian 

if* 

in  ih«  foldra  pfMonV  «udi  ■ 
IB*  fran  the  yean  to  cnme. 
of  Wglit  luriiott  rtmm'il  tbe 


Xail  oil  Ihut  DiKht  I  hcHrd  tLe  wuteb- 

DIIUI  pdHl 

Tbe  stiiilug  Hesaoa;  att  that  nigbt  I 


Tlid  knwj  clocks  knolling  tlie  <lr(>n  sy 

bOIIDL  ifa 

I'lu!  JiMwn-  tumn.  (llspcn«tni  of  OH 

O'cT  tho  mine  dly  stole  witk  folilcd 

wing*. 
UlMiUing  wliiro  on  ran  n>  Uiev  wriit 
To  (trpi'i  thplr  fairw  sIsUrn  of  Ibo  h^;!*! 
Ijiivv  At  UtKi  nielit,  (Intbom,  und 

lioir  to  nil, 
MwIp  (hU  nl^hl  tliiiK.     IIoDMiforwiirJ 

fu|iiu]l  norKt(>rn) 
Could  ki'i-v  mc  fnun  tbat  Kd«i  whcfv 

shr  dirnit 
Llehl  ptelexttt drew  me:  nomntlnii-s » 

Dut(<b  loTn 
Por  tulips;  tb«n  for  tdsm,   moaa  or 

To  gnu*  my  city  monm ;    or  fnilW 

Ami  'TcAin  ■«) 

Served  In  tliu  woupiug  (iliu ;  aiid  mum 


A  word  rotilii  bring  ihc  I'olor  to  luy 

tbfik : 
A  llinught   wiiuld   fill  my  cytJ  with 

hnppy  dow  : 
Lovo  t[vbl<>d  life  wltbln  me,  wd  with 

null 
Tbi!  year  turriswni'. 

Thr  lUuKhtitra  of  Ibo  ytw, 
Ouaaftor  oniv  ihro'  tJiat  still  gnrdiui 

Rnrb    carlandod    with    lier  pociitlar 

iTowiT 
UwKivd  into  liglit.  uid  diiil  Into  iIm 

Andeaflilnpuuiingtoiicird  wltbxiiije 

Or  wem'd  U>  tnacb  her,  no  that  day 

I.Ike  oiie  (iiut  Mver  oiu  be  wlioilf 

II«r    hranly    gn-w ;      illl     Autumn 

biougtn  nn  hour 
For  £u<4«c«.  whcu  I  btADl  bi*  drop 

•  [  will.' 
Braithed,  llk«  ibc  covcnaat  of  a  Ood. 

toboUl 
Pmm  HiFnix  Uiro'  all  tiic  norlda ;  but 


i  n 


IMip 


Felt   eartli   a.-t  air  lietK^HUi   : 

reacb'd 
The  wicket -gH to.  aad  found  her  Blaud- 

iag  Iherc. 
There  set  wu  down  upon  u  gardcu 

mound, 
Two  nuitually  i^nfoldwl ;    Lovp,   llie 

Uiinl, 
Hutween  u».  lu  the  drrle  of  his  arms 
Elawouiid  us  both;  and  over  muiiy  n 

riuip! 
Of  woniog   lime   the  gny  rathcdml 


lins 

From  tlifiu  clnsli'if 
Thti  biflLi :  wi-  lUtcn'd :  with  the  lime 
we  pluy'd, 
I      ffe  gpotcR  of  otbur  things ;  we  fourswl 
■^k     ftbout 


Like  doves  almut  a  doxt 

iiig  round 
The  central  wish,    until  m% 
there. 
Then,  in  tbAt  linw;    and  j 
ipolfe  to  Iier.  '-4 

iiig.  tbo'  1  knew  It  wm 


Rcqi 

YK   far   tiiu  ploBSun  that  I  i 

Requiring  at  h«r  liauil  tkefl 

girt,  3 

A  wonirin's  huut.  tlic  hvut  tf 
Aiid  in  that  time  uoil  placfrf 


And  i 


tllC    CI 


npass  Olj^ 


DORA 


9S 


in 
igmenU  of  a  broken 

i  bsppj,  Mtering,  'I 

Iflret   Ii  this  enough 

RB»  Ukfl  all  strongest 

!▼  f Qlilird  ttadt 
pTstfan  t   Would  you 


■u 

wttooT  cfammstsntial 

iSi  devslop'd  ?  sod  In- 

I  ■»  loBg  to  tsll  you 

Hft  COM  MeiBOiy  with 

Mild  aoBsls  of  my 


Lots  with  knit 

4Bg  finger  swept  my 

)  wise  :  not  easily  for- 

setting  wide  the  doors 

ial    chambers    of  the 

y.*      Here,   then,   my 

ve  end. 

!  tell  of  meetings,  of 

(  came  between,  more 

in  f-ach. 

te  the  whispers  of  the 

n»und  a  nightinpile  — 

Joy,  perplex'd  for  ut- 

150 

sister  Sorrow.     Mi;u:Iit 

r«*eonrilenient,  pletipe* 

liere  th«*rp    was  never 

rows. 

tif-n?  the  heart  on  one 

> 

from  all  pulmtion.  »•" 

between    their    fairv 
ile 


Sow'd  all  iheir  mystic  gnlfo  with 

ifeeting  stars; 
Or  while  the  bafany  glooming^  ores* 

cent-Ill. 
Spread  the  light  base  along  Uie  rlTer- 

shores. 
And  in  the  hoUows ;  or  as  onoe  we 

met  ate 

Unheedf ul,  tho^  beneath  a  whiqierlng 

rain 
Night  slid  down  one  long  stream  of 

sighing  wind. 
And  in  her  bosom  bore  the  baby, 

Sleep? 
But  this  whole  hour  your  eyes  hare 

been  intent 
On  that   reil'd  picture— veird,  for 

what  it  holds 
May  not  be  dwelt  on  by  the  common 

day. 
This  prelude  has  prepared  thee.  Raias 

thy  soul. 
Make  thine  heart  ready  with  thine 

eyes ;  the  time 
Is  come  to  raise  the  veil. 

Behold  her  there. 
As  I  b<'hoI(l  her  ere  she  knew  my 

heart,  270 

My  first,  lust  love ;  the  idol  of  my 

youth. 
The  darling  of   my  manho(x),   and, 

alas! 
Now   the   moat   blesseii    memory   of 

mine  age. 


DORA 

With  fiirnuT  Allan  at  thr  farm  abode 
William  ami  Dora.     WlV.lim  was  his 

son. 
An<i  sl)e  his  nifc<'.     He  i.ften  look'd 

at  them. 
And  often  tlKHiglit.   '1*11  make  them 

man  and  wif<'.' 
Now  Doni  fflt  h»T  uurlr's  will  in  all. 
Ami    yrjiniM    tow  an  I    William ;    Iml 

tli«'  youth.  b»'c:iu*ii' 
Uv  had  b«in  ahvav*.  with  her  in  th^' 

Tliouu'lit  unt  of  D«)r;i. 

Tip  n  thrn*  rame  a  day 

\Vh«'ii  Allan  rnll  «l  lii'%  '^*M\.  and  sjiid  : 

'  My  *i"ii. 

i  I  niarrij-il  latr,  hut    I  would  wish  tn 

1  M*e  %i 
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3Iy  grandchild  on  my  knees  before  I 

die; 
Ajid    I  have  set   my  heart  upon  a 

match. 
Now  therefore  look  to  Dora ;  she  is 

well 
To  look  to;  thrifty  too  beyond  her 

age. 
She   is   mv  brother's  daughter ;    he 

and  1 
Had  once  hard  wonls,  and  parted,  and 

he  died 
In  foreign  lands;  but  for  his  sake  I 

bred 
His  daughter  Dora.      Take  her  for 

your  wife : 
For  I  have  wish'd  this  marriage,  night 

and  day. 
For  many  years.'    But  William  an- 

swer'd  short  :  20 

•  I  cannot  marry  Dora ;  by  mv  life, 

I  will  not  marry  Dora!'    I'hen  the 

old  man 
Was  wroth,  and  doubled  up  his  hands, 

and  said : 

*  You  will  not,  boy  !  you  dare  to  an- 

swer thus ! ' 
But  in  my  time  a  father's  word  was 

law. 
And  so  it  shall  be  now  for  me.     Look 

to  it : 
Consider,   William,  take  a  month  to 

think. 
And  let  me  have  an  answer  to  mv 

wish. 
Or,  by  the  Lonl  that  nia«le  me,  you 

shall  pack. 
And  never    ni(.>re    darken   my   d(X>rs 

a^rain.'  *  3n 

But  William  answer' d  nuully,  bit  his 

lips. 
And  broke  away.   The  more  he  l(K)k\l 

at  her 
The  less  he  liked  her :  and  his  ways 

were  harsh  : 
But  Dnra  bore  ihein  nuekly.     Then 

before 
The  mnnth  was  out  he  left  his  father's 

liuU'^e, 
And  hired  himself  to  work  within  tin- 

tields  : 
And  half  in  love,  half  spite,  he  wm)M 

an«i  we-.l 
A  laborer's  tiauirhter.  Mrjry  ^lorrison. 
Then,  when  tln'  Ik-IN  were  riu.irinir, 

Allan  caird 


His  niece  and  said  :  '  My  gill,  1 

you  well ; 
But  if  you  speak  with  him  tin 

my  son. 
Or  change  a  word  with  her  he 

his  wife. 
My  home  is  none  of  your&    Mj 

is  law.' 
And  Dora  promised,  being  medL 

thought, 
'  It  cannot  be  ;  my  uncle's  mind 

change ! * 
And  days  went  on,  and  then 

bom  a  boy 
To  William  ;  then  distresses  cm 

him. 
And  day  by  day  he  pass'd  his  fs 

gate* 
Heart-bn^keD,  and  his  father  1 

him  not. 
But  Dora  stored  what  little  she 

save, 
And  sent  it  them  by  stealth,  d 

they  know 
Who  sent* it ;  till  at  last  a  fever  1 
On  William,  and  in  harvest  th 

died. 
Then  Dora  went   to  3Iarj. 

sat 
And  look'd  with  tears  upon  hei 

and  thought 
Hani  things  of  Dora.    Dora  can 

said : 
*  I  lijive  obey'd  my  uncle  untfl 
And  I  have  siun'd,  for  it  was  all 

me 
This  evil  came  on  William   a 

first. 
But,  ^lary,  for  the  sake  of  him 

gone. 
And  for  vour  sake,  the  womai 

he  chose, 
And  for  this  orphan.  I  am  come  t 
You   know  there  has  not   bee 

these  five  years 
So  full  a  harvest.    Let  me  tal 

boy. 
And  1  will  set  him  in  my  UDcle'j 
Anii^nir   the    wheat;   that   whe 

heart  is  glad 
Of  tin-  full  harvest,  he  may  si 

boy, 
.Vml   Mess  him  for  the  sake  0 

tliat  's  irone.* 
And  Dora  t«)ok  the  child,  and 

Inr  wav 


AUDLEV   COURT 


Vtmm    I    taa*«   ^oue  thrtj' ! " 

SB  br  tum'd 

lad  paMB*!]  —  ttntuippj  tliut  t 

1 

,  Bfr;  Im  IB*  haTe  m</  Imj. 

m  Mm  hard,  uid  bo  will  ItMrn 
Acta  •)» 

IS'*  I— BUJij  ;  wad  lake  Don 


r.    Tben  WM  ritonoB  In  thr 


w  tan  la  bfauoa— to  bluiie. 

iMMkBrdnTmi. 

MTd  Un— tat  t  land  hltn 

I  n^f*«  nc :  —  I  liBfc  biMin 

,»7(Wldrm' 

Thm  Uirr  cIiidb  about 
^M-*  MMk.  MV]   IcWd  him 

ti«  WHI   «U   htxAva   Willi 

kk  htT«  cmnr  Iwrk  n  bgndral- 

U: 

r  thrte  httnn  ha  nnbbM   a'cr 

raCWtDiun. 

So  dUMP  four  nbtilc 
M*  taaio  iMfvUiFr,   ui)  an 

■  ■■il    Mary    took    aniitber 

m  ilTi«d    anniarriml  till   her 


AITDLEV  CPUKT 

IB,    the  Flrrtr  mjr  RnmiTl'd, 

il«at  •ronn 

I  or  mctney.     Lm  m  picnic 


I  vpohf .  Khflt  AuiUejr  fe««t 
llta  •  hive  all  rminil  itui 

wnrm  qoaj. 

Ki^    whh   ■    baakei  on  bU 


And  brcatbm^  of  tJ  W  lU 

m;  heart,' 
Said    Fmncis.     Thva    wb    ihciuldn-u 

tliro'  UiE  sniimi. 
And  roUDilfd  by  thr  BliUnoss  or  1 

To  whi^re  thu  linv  rutw  up  It*  lattsi 

horn, 
Wu  left  thv  dviug  ebb  tliat  fuJulli 

Upp-d 
The  dot  (wd  gmniU-;  »>  by  many  r. 

(U  mrailow  loiocilh  (rum  nftfrniatli 

we  rf  ncliM 
The  ^IHD' guarded  gut^n,  and  pau'd 

thro'  nil 
Tbr  piUn^d  dimit  nf  sciiiodliig  sy<«- 

Anil  (uuia'd  the  KitnlL-n  to  the  ganlnn 

rr"*  liidpi, 
Willi  all  tl8  (-asfiiHtuta  b«^dd«l.  and  tU 

walla 
And  ('lilmncyii  muflird  In  the  leafy 

Thurt*.  on  ■  iloiw  of  ordinnl,  I'nm- 

do  Inid 
A  dHniiixh  uai'kiri  wrciiiclit  wilb  \kit^ 

und  h.>„n<l. 
i)nii]);lit  mit  ii  dimkj  loaf  tlinl  xinfll 

of  honip. 
Aiid,  half -out-down,  a  paity  cuMly- 

Whntf  quail   find  pt^on.  lark  and 

kvcrrl  lay. 
Like  foHilli  of  the  rock,  wiUi  goidra 

yolkn 
ImbrdiW  and   Injt-llied;   laat,    wfih 

A   flask   of   ddcr    from    hi*   fntht^R 

I'rimc,  nhlch  I  knew  ;  »nd  mr  w*  ant 

And   Ulk'fl  old  inatt«r«  over,  ~- who 

Who  marriiil.   who  wan   lik«  tu  !■■, 

and  hnw 
I'hi!  nu.'«i  wriil,  and  wlio  would  ntnl 

thr  h'Jl :  p> 

Tbfn  louch'd  iipiin  the  |[anw,  how 

■Uin-u  H  wan 
Thii  tvawin  :    ^landnir    thenee,   lUa- 

ciiwi'd  till-  fftrm, 
Tlic?  fu>ir  Urld  «yH«-ni.  and  th»  pride 

And  utruck  iiiKin  thr  rorn-lam,  whern 


«  aplh. 


^        * 
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And  came  a^n  together  on  the  king 
With  heated    faces;    till  he  laugh\i 

aloud. 
And,  while  the  blackbird  on  the  pip- 
pin hung 
To  hear  him,  clapt  his  hand  in  mine 

and  sang: 
*0,   who  would  fight  and  march 

and  countermarch. 
Be  shot  for  sixpence  in  a  battle-field,  40 
And  shovel  rd  up  into  some  bloody 

trench 
Where  no  one  knows  ?  but  let  me  live 

my  life. 
'  O,  who  would  cast  and  balance  at 

a  desk, 
Perch'd  like  a  crow   upon  a  three- 

legg'd  stool, 
Till  all  his  juice  is  dried,  and  all  his 

ioints 
Are  full  of  chalk  ?  but  let  me  live  my 

life. 

*  Who'd  serve  the  state?  for  if  I 

carved  my  name 
Upon  the  cliflfs  tliat  guard  my  native 

land, 
I  might  as  well  have  traced  it  in  the 

sands : 
The  sea   wastes  all ;  but  let  me  live 

ray  life.  50 

*  O,   who  would   love  ?     I  woo'd  a 

woman  onc(?. 
But  she  was  sharper  than  an  eastern 

wind, 
And  all  my  heart  turn'd  from  her,  as 

a  thoru 
Turns  from  the  sea  ;  but  let  me  live 

my  life.* 
He  sang  his  song,  and  I  replietl  with 

mine. 
I  found  it  in  a  volume,  all  of  scminii, 
Kiiock'd  down  to  me,  when   old  Sir 

Uobert's  pride. 
His  books  —  the  more  the  pity,  so  l 

saitl  — 
Came  to  the  Iiammer  hen?  in  ^larch  — 

and  this  — 
I  set  the  words,  and  added   names  1 

knew :  60 

*  Sleep.   Kllen  Aubrt»y,   sleep,   and 

dream  of  me  : 
Sleep,  Ellen,  folded  in  thy  sist^'r's  arm, 
A.nd  sleeping,  haply  dream  her  arm  is 

mine. 
'  Sleep,   Ellen,  folded    in   Emilia's 

arm : 


Emilia,  fairer  than  aU  else  bi 

For  thou  art  fairer  thanidl  di 

'  Sleep,  breathing  health  a 

upon  her  breast ; 
Sleep,  breathing  love  and  tnu 

her  lip. 
I  go  to-night ;   I    oome   ti 

mom. 
'  I  go,   but  I  return ;   I 

were 
The  pilot  of   the  darkness 

dream. 
Sleep,  Ellen  Aubrey «  love,  ai 

of  me.' 
So  sang  we  each  to  eithei 

Hale, 
The  farmer^s  son,  who  live 

the  bay, 
My  friend ;  and  I,  that  hayiii 

withal. 
And  in  the  fallow  leisure  of  i 
A  rolling  stone  of  here  an 

where, 
Did  what  I  would.    But  &e 

we  rose 
And  saunter'd  home  beneatli 

that,  just 
In  crescent,   dimly  rain*d  a 

leaf 
Twilights  of  airy  silver,  tilln 
The  limit  of  the  hills ;  and  as 
From  rock  to  rock  upon  the  \ 

quay, 
The   town    was  hush'd  ben 

lower  down 
The  bay  was  oily  calm;  the 

buoy. 
Sole  star  of  phosphorescent 

calm. 
With  one  green  sparkle  ever  1 
Dipt  by  itself,  and  we  wen 

heart. 


WALKING?  TO  THE  1 

Jo?in.     I'm  glad  I  walk** 

fresli  the  meadows  lool 

Above  the  river,  and,  butauK 

The  whole  hillside  was  reddi 

fox  I 
Is  yon  plantation  where  thi 

joins 
The  turnpike  ? 
James.     Yes. 
Joh  n.   And  when  does  this  < 


WALKING  TO  THE  MAIL 


■Mill    AiimGiiVlu 

K  iKiuae  i*  thnt  1  u 
taaty   Membrr't  w 


He  tliat  huidldi  dtuly 
aH  \a  onto-  nwRi  ur 


*  (Mil.  Anil  mnrts  a  I 

liliu.  '.Whai ! 
ii'n-  flitlini;  ! 


■O.  1 

untool  — 
Jnch.  turn  the  liomi*'  tii-juls  iinil  home 

John,     IJf  Irft  hi*  w Iff  ULluU  ;  fur 

M>  I  licnriL 
Jatnt*.     III!  Irft  her,  vc«.    T  niot  itiv 

Uaj  finrc ;  '  ,'. 

A  womnti  1lk«  a  biiit.  nnil  hiirati  oi 

JbAn.    0,  jvi  but  I  remnDber.  wn 
jiws  bftck-- 
'T  is  uuw  ai  luttJit  Icn  ycnni  —  aihI  thpii 
mIicwim— 
.1  coold  Dot  light  upon  a  mrncttT 


1   MW    tlif  man— uD 
waaat  — 
bmnpback'd  wlUnir; 

•If  la*  fsllra  and  mwb 

oaMght  \\»  founkcr 

!Mraal«  —  wliai  '* 


rblMfl  In  loliWiA  tMpt 


xt  |«dia  up  Ida  bnU 


«a^  Ua  artfa  npoo  tile 


for  pear 

la  growing.  ouMkit  (?y«i,  aliMid,  a  fwt 
I>rM(>nin^  ill  pprfd^t  niidencf,  and  it 

As  ik™i  ami  wLite  an  privH  when  It 

Jatnrt,     A.V,  ay.  Ilu'  bloiwom  tadus, 
and  they  ibat  loviil 
At  Qnt  like  (fuve  and  dov«  wm-  rat 
and  dii£.  }u 

Slwi  viu  the  dflufchtcr  of  a  i^ntU)^. 
(Jilt  of  biT  apberr.      Whm   brtwlxt 
■hnmn  and  nridc, 
thliiits  and  old.  blQinlf.  ami  bi-r. 
rht  wiur'd 


X  with 
locky 


To  wlini  »ihi 


Kind  ^ 


ittire  nevpf  kind  I 
iiTTa:  like  bn«il« 

tlicy  say. 

rv  is  till!  Iwnl ;  ttinae  man- 


Tlial  tit  unlllteH  nature Mwond -hand  — 
Wliicti  lire  iiuienl  tlio  muniivni  uf  ihu 

J»hH.     But  I  lind  hiunl  It  wm  thU 
bill  tliat  pa»t. 
And   fi-ar   u(   i'Jian)(e  at   limue,   that 
droTp  III  III  henee,  (.. 

JiuMn.     Thni  niM  th«  la»l  drop  tn 
the  rup  of  iinll. 
I  auixi  <nn>  Dror  li!m,  ohen  lil*  ImlllfT 
bronvhl 
— —    pike 
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As    from    a    venomous    thing ;    he 

thought  himself 
A  mark  for  all,  and  shudder'd,  lest  a 

cry 
Should  6reak  his  sleep  by  night,  and 

his  nice  eyes 
Should  see  the  raw  meclianic's  bloody 

thumbs 
Sweat  on  his  blazou'd  chairs.     But. 

sir,  you  know 
That  these*  two  parties  still  divide  the 

world  — 
Of  those  that  want,  and  those  that 

have  :  and  still  7u 

The  same  old  sore  breaks  out  from 

age  to  age 
With  much  the  same  result.     Now  I 

myself. 
A.  Tory  to  the  quick,  was  tis  a  boy 
Destructive,  when  I  had  not  what  I 

would. 
I  was  at  school, — a  college  in   the 

South. 
There  live«i  a  tlayfliut  near;  we  stole 

his  fruit. 
His  hens,  his  cgg^^ ;  but  there  was  law 

for  119 : 
We  paid  in  person.     He  hmi  a  sow. 

sir.     She, 
With  meditative  grunts  of  much  con- 
tent. 
Lay  great  with  pig.  wallowing  in  sun 

and  mud.  s.> 

By  night  we  dnigg'd  her  to  thecolK-gc 

tower 
From  h(fr  warm  beil,  and  up  the  cork- 
screw stair 
With   hand  and   rope   we   haled   tlit' 

groaning  sow. 
And  on  the  Ifads  wc  kt-pt  her  till  she 

pigir'd. 
Large  mngenf  prospert  had  the  niothi-r 

sow. 
And  but  for  dailv  loss  of  oiu's]iel<n(.Ml 
.Vsone  by  onr  ww  t<H>k  tlwrn  —  l»ut  for 

this  — 
As    nt'v«T    sow    was    liigluT   in   tlii> 

world  — 
Might   liavr  brcn  hajipy :    but   wluit 

Inl  is  ])un'  V 
We  tOi>k  ilinn  all.   till   sli»-  w.-is  lift 

I'poii  h'T  t<iWfr.  tlif  Ninbc  <»t'  swiin-. 

And  SI)  n'tuitid  inif";irr'nvM  tnht-r  .sty. 
Jnhit.     'Vhi'V  touiid  you  <.»ui  v 
James.  Xnt  the  v. 


John.  Well  —  af  1 

What  know  we  of  the  secret  ol 
His  nerves  were  wrong.   "Wlu 

who  are  sound. 
That  we  should  mimic  this  i 

the  world. 
Which  charts  us  all  in  its  coan 

or  whites, 
As  ruthless  as  a  baby  with  a  i 
As  cruel  as  a  schoolboy  ere  he 
To  pity — more  from  iffnonu 

will. 
But  put  your  best  foot  forw 

Tliat  we  shall  miss  the  mail ;  t 

it  comes 
With  tive  at  top,  as  quaint  a 

hand 
As  you  shall  see,  —  thiee  pyeb 

a  roan. 


EDWIN  MORRIS 

OK,    THE    LAKK 

C)  .MK,  my  pleasant  rambles 

lake. 
My  sweet,  wild,  fresh  three 

of  a  vear, 
.My  one  t>asis  in  the  dust  and  i 
Of  city  life  I     I  was  a  sketchc 
SfC  here,  my  doing:  curves  o 

tain,  bridge, 
Hotit,  island,  niins  of  a  castle. 
When  men  knew  how  to  built 

n^'k 
With  turn  ts  lichen-gilded  lik 
An<l  In 're.  new-comers  in  an 

hold. 
N  < ' w  - ( -onn  'rs  from  th e  Mersey 

ains, 
llni-  lived  the  Hills  — aTu(] 

ney'd  bulk 
'  i)f  mellow   brickwork  on  ai 
,  bowrrs. 

(>  me.  niv  pleasimt  ramble 

lakt'* 
'  With  I'M  win  Morris  and  with 

Tiull 
Tlic  juratf  — he  was  fatter 

cun- ! 

I      Hut  Kilwin  Mt>rri3,  he  that ! 
;  imnii's. 

Long  Icariird  names  of  agar 
an<l  fern. 


i|ids  IhomMtrt  tbrariesof  the 


BiVidbeuuwer'il 


t  fciMij  I  mill  ot  doqueoM 


Slonxl  fromHll  floneraf    Poel-llkehe 

'My    love    for   Nature    la  as   oil! 

But  thirtjr  moons,  one  lioncymoon  tc 

that. 
And  three  rlr h  wnniphtB  morr,  mjlorp 

My  lovt  for  Xatiirc  and  nij  love  for 

Of  different    iigrs.   like    twin-gjst^^re 

(trew, 
Twin-aist<^ni  dilTcrentl;  beautiful. 
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And  some  full  music  secm'd  to  movo 

and  cbauge 
With  all   tlio  varied  changes  of  the 

dark. 
Ami  cither  twilight  and  the  day  be- 
tween ; 
For  daily  liope  fulliU'd.  to  rise  again 
llevolviug  towanl  fulfilment,  made  it 

sweet 
To  walk,  to  sit,  to  sleep,  to  wake,  to 

breathe.'  40 

Or  tliis  or  something  like  to  this  he 

spok(;. 
Then  said  the  fat-face(i  curate  Edward 

Bull: 
'  I  take  it,  God  made  the  woman  for 

the  man. 
And  for  the  good  and  incn^asr^  of  the 

world. 
A  pretty  face  is  well,  and  this  is  well, 
To  have  a  dame  ind(X)rs,  that  trims  us 

up. 
And  keeps  us  tight ;  but  th(?so  unreal 

ways 
Sc<'m  but  the  tliome  of  writers,  and 

indeed 
Worn   threadbare.     Man   is   made  of 

siili<l  stuir. 
I  sjiv,  <ifMl  made  the  woman  for  the 

man.  50 

An«l  for  the  irorxl  and  increase  of  the 

world.' 
*  Parboil.*  said  I,  'you  pitch  the  pipe 

tiM)  low. 
But  I  have  sud<leii  tnuehe>i.aiid  can  run 
Mv  f:iith  bev'iul  iiiy  praeti(<' into  his: 
Tho'  if,  in  da neiiiLT  after  L<'tty  ilill. 
I  do  not.  iiear  the  helU  upoji  my  c:i|\ 
I  scarce  liaveotlieniuisie  -    vet  S'lVoll. 

What  shoiilrl  line  irive  toliirht.  on  siu-h 

a  «lre;ini  ?  * 
1  ask'd  hiui  hall'  surdonieallv. 

•(JivcV 
(Tiv<' all  thou  art,'  he  an*iwer'd,  and  a 

liirht  /!.> 

Of   lauL^htr-r  dlinph'<i  in   his  swarthy 

cheek ; 
•  I  wouM  have  hid  her  needle  in  mv 

heart. 
To  save  her  little  tinircr  fronifi  scratch 
No  dei'per   than   the   skin:    my   ears 

could  hear 
Her  liirhtest  breath  ;  her  least  remark 

was  worth 
The  experiencx^  of  the  wise.     I  went 

and  came ; 


«^»-— 


Her     . 

I  sp«-^-  . 
The    n 


The  crow 

III'-- 
Weix*  ni'' 

be;:  -■ 

To  take  t  Jien*' 

j:in  ■ 
Whether  I..-   -  '^'^ 

then-  ^_^ 

A  touch  of  .-"iiii 

ctmcrii 
Or  over-smootiiM- 
He  scarcely    J 

said:* 
•Friend  Edwi" 

self  aliuie 
Of  all  men  happy 

me, 
As  in  the  Latin  si>ii 
Sneeze  out  a  full  *  - 

and  left? 
But  you  can  talk,  . 

vein ; 
I  have.  I  think, —>  II. 

as  much  witbiii 
1  rav(>,  or  should  have,  1 ' 

or  two, 
That  like  a  purple  lieti 

greens 
Looks  out  of  place. 

want  in  her ; 
It   is   my   ahync88»  or 

trust, 
Or  something  of  a  way 

mind 
Dissecting  passion.    Tlii 

riffht/ 
So  siK)ko  I,  knowing  i 

that  were. 
Then  said  the  fai-faceda 

Bull: 
'  God  made  the  woma 

of  man. 
And  for  the  good  and  fi 

world.' 
And  I  and  Edwin  lan^l 

wepauKd 
ADout  the  wfaidingsof 

hear 
The  soft  wind  blowingo 

holms 


SAINT   SIMKON    STYLITRS 


">S 


lb  gaoden -lale« :  anil  now  -ae 

trhiod  na.  I  siui  he.  aod  rnii 
■ImlliiiBa  •)(  tlir  licltiu)!  laki-. 

1  vrtoJt  tbe  fruhiu-M  uul  tli>.' 

Bd 

kea   ttw   brbdiRt  nutnl  oii 

Ir  cruM.  loo 

■4  wMkrr'il.  nipt  Uiiltnlli  bT 

B 

A  nd.  uad  ia  a  l&wy  et'h  dtrk. 

Ml  CiqiM  n(  our  nltur  bde*. 

I  w«  BA ;  on*  bonr  I  had,  do 


i'Tsor  L«lt7,  nol7  ;oura;' 
',    Tlie  rripadl  J  mint 


lM«t.Midti 


idw  telu.     I  biwluil  oTiT.  rra 
k  MinuMl.  aad   bcwd  with 

M^d*  rwiUe  rauwl  tlte  idiri' 

d  up  I  crvpt.    8be 

I  In   Roua,  gxtbcrtng 

w  a^  MKet  I  wUatlnl  thrice : 

M.  ««  doMd.  w«  klM'd.  iwore 
MklbfMthcd 

«r«  piiart.     A  (ilent  (xhuIii 

ii» 

I  mad  Aetmtitd.     '  li«*VF,'  the 

M. 

■«•)'  'H«rcr.dMR«t,[ievrr: 

h«wwM :' ud  white  we  *iMid 

otKv  ■  M!Dre  of  pugn 
I  witUo,  utd  out  they 

ii«miaad)tBcl««  -What, 
ifels! 

W4     tbt    eottoQ-aidiintng 
M:  'Hta!* 
AciUb  tha^  ihrlik'd  the 

h  taads  of  wild  rejectioo. 
I— 

IB  to  I'    8bB  WDDt— Mid  la 

h^  Wr  la  ibtr  tboowid 


1'(>  btnilfl  In  Ki-ut  nod 

York. 
Anil  Klight  Sii  Robert  with  hit  wHMr 

AiiJ  rituuitnl  wliiikBT.  Bat  ftrmi^ 
Tliry  H-t  iia  noHnnt  creditor lo work: 
Iifipp.nis  I  bmlie  acloao  with  force ud 

Tliiire  (aimi!  it  invstic  token  from  the 

king 
Tof^rcctthuBlierlS,  ncMllcWGauTteiJ  I 
I  read,  luid  finl  b;  niglit,  and  Ifying 


So  l«fl  the  place,  teft  Edwin,  nor  bare 

Uiin  aloce,  nor  Iiimril  of  bcr,  nor  cnnid    , 

Nor  cared  to  bcsrT    perhapt;   j«l 
iaag*go 
T  hare  panlon'd  llltin  Lett; :  not  la- 

U  mav  be,  for  her  own  dear  Hake,  but 
Ihlg.— 

She  HWins  a  purr  uf  lliixu!  frei-li  daja 

For  iu  the  dust  and  droulii  of  l.oiidoQ 

life 
Sbe  mores  among  ray  visions  of  ibe 

lake. 
Wliilf   the   prime  HWallow  dip*    hia 

wing,  or  tbcn 
While  Uie  gold  Illy  hlowa,  and  otct- 

The  light  cloud  sniuulden  on  Ihe  bui» 
mcr  cmg. 
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Unflt  for  otrth.  uadt  for  lu-nf  en.  scarrt 

mwi 
For  troupi  of  devils,  mail  with  hla* 

phrmy, 
I  will  not  (raw  to  fiwp  the  hope  I 

hold 
Of  Mtlnldum.  and  to  etamor.  mourD, 

Battering   the  galea  of   heaven  with 

florma  of  prayer, 
HaTe  mercy.  Lord,  and  take  awar  my 

dDl 
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Let  tliisavail,  juM,  dreadful,  Diiglitj 

Ood. 

I,  Ibut  tlirice  ten 


This  not  III!  all 

years,  lo 

Tbricu    multiplied    bj    supcrhumou 

paHgK. 
In  hunsirrs  and  in  tliirsts,  fevore  and 

ijold. 
In  coujcliH,  actios,  stiti-lics,  ulcerous 

throi'S  aoil  rmmps, 
A  ugn  bi.awixt  the  meadow  and  tlic 

Patii'iit   ou    lliis   tull    pillar  I  have 

Vtaln,  wind.    fru<it,  heat,  bail,  damp, 

and  sleet,  and  snow  ; 
Anil  I  hud  liuped  that  ere  this  period 

rliMed 
Thou  woiiklst  have  caught  mc  up  into 


Uenyiug 

limlw 
Therai-mlnf  suit 

the  pulm.  !o 

O,  take  ibe  meaiiiug.  I^rd!    I  do 


these    w(al her- beaten 
the  white  robe  ami 


Not 


>I  breathe. 


of  t 


lieapM  len-hundred-fiild  lo  this, 
wi-r.-  still 
burthen,  bj  ten-huudrni-fold,  to 


l,es 

bnir. 
Ttiari  were  Ihosi'  h'Hd'iike  tons  of  sin 

that  enisli'd 
Mv  Mpirit  aal  U-fore  ihee. 

()  Lord,  Ijrtii. 
Thou  knowcsl  I  bore  this  better  at  tlie 


So  that  I  scarce  can  hew  tht  | 

About  the  column's  base,  sod  i 

blind, 
And  scarce  cao  recoguJEe  the  t 

And  both  my  thighs  aie  ratle 

the  dew ; 
_    ,  cease  I  tiot  to  clamor  ud  t 
W  bile  mj  Mitt  spine  can  hold  ■] 

Till  all  m;  limbs  drop  piecOM 

the  stone, 
nave  mercy,  mercy !  take  •» 

O  Jesus,  if  tliou  wilt  not  ■ 

Who  may  be  saved  !  who  f*  it 

saved  t 
Who  may  be  made  u  saint  I 

Show  me  the  man  hath  suflrr 

than  I. 
For  did  not  all   thy  martrrs 

death  ! 
For  either  they  were  stoned,  ( 

fied. 
Or  burn'd  in  flre,  or  boil'd  ii 

In  twain  beneath  the  ribs:  I* 
here    ' 


Bear  witness,  lit  I  could  have 


ud  ami  V 


And     heedfully     I    sifted    i 

thought — 
More  slowly-painful  to  snbc 

Of  sin,  my  flesh,  which  I  d«! 

hate, 

I  liftd  not  stinted  practice.  0  a 

For  not  alone  this  pillar-punf 

N'ot  tbisalnnelbore;  butwhil 

f  fringes  iu  ihe     lu  the  white  wiivent  down  (h 

linns  of  (be  owl  !  For  many  weeks  about  mv  loin 
'  The  rope  that  haled  the  buefc 
sahns,  .iiul  si^nie-  the  well. 

u  tight  as  I  could  I 


irmig  and  hale  of  body 
-  Iii'lh,   whieh  now  are 

T  wiih  the  iiiUl.  and  nil 

ml 


s  1 


I  .\nd  spake  not  of  it  to  a  singl* 
il'Ii- .1,-n'wn  :  niy  enddniw*  .  I'titil  the  uleer,  eating  thro'  o 

I  Betrav'd  my  secret  penanee, « 
i-!i.l  driws  nijrh ;  half  dt-af     My  brethren  marvell'd  ereatlj 

I  than  this 
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lO} 


O  QodL  tkoa  knowert 


t  wiaten,  thmt  nj  kniI  might 
Rnrlotiiee,  td 

■p  there  on  joodor  mountain- 

khv^afai'd  into  the  cimg.  I  lay 
I  a  rooflcM  doae  of   ragged 


id  Mawtfanei   in  wandering 

irt^  and  twice 

with  thr  bianding  thunder, 

d  aoaMtunea 

fte  danpa  for  drink,  and  eat* 

(not, 

me  ipaie  diance-gift  of  thoee 


I  my  body  and  be  heai'd,  and 

m, 

f  any  then  that  I  woik'd  mira- 

m. 

fame  ia  loud  amonget 

So 

palates,    cancera. 
boo.  U  God. 

L  alooe  whether  this  was  or  no. 
trrr,  merer  !  cover  all  mv  sin ! 
tlkftt  I  might  be  more  alone 
ith  thee, 

■ftTft  I  lived  upon  a  pillar,  hi^rh 
U.  ami  three  vearH  ou  one  of 
rrlrr : 

ir^  tnrre  vcars  I  crouch 'd  on 
le  that  rose 

by  mrasurrf :  laHt  of  all,  I  jrrew 
•n  loDg  wcarj-,  weary  vearH  to 
lift. 

imbers  forty  cubits  from  the 
nL  9" 

k  that  I  have  borne  as  much 
kthis  — 
I  dream  —  and  for  so  lon^  a 


Maybe  fdr  months,  in  sadi  blind  leth- 
argies m 

That  Heaven,  and  Earth,  and  Tfane 
aiech(d:ed. 

But  yet 

Bethink  thee.  Lord,  while  thou  and  all 
theiainta 

Enjoy  themselTes  in  heaven,  and  men 
on  earth 

House  in  the  shade  of  comfortable 
roofs, 

Sit  with  their  wives  by  fires,  eat  whole- 
some food. 

And  wear  warm  dothes,  and   even 
beaste  have  stalls, 

I,  'tween  the  spring  and  downfall  of 
the  light. 

Bow  down  one  thousand  and  two  hun- 
dred times. 

To  Chri^  the  Virgin  Mother,  and  the 
sainta;  no 

Or  in  the  night,  after  a  little  sleep, 

I  wake ;  the  chill  stars  sparkle ;  1  am 
wet 

With  drenching  dews,  or  stiff  with 
crackling  frost 

I  wwir  an  uiMlress'd  goatskin  on  my 
back : 

A  prnzin^  imn  coWnr  ^HikIh  my  n»*ck  ; 

And  in  my  weak.  lean  ariu.s  I  lift  the 

(TOSS, 

And  strive  ana  wrestle  with  thee  till 

I  die. 
(),   niercv,   niercv !    wash    awav    niv 
sin! 
()  Lord,  thou  knowest  what  a  man 
I  am  ; 
A  sinful  man,  eimeeived  and  born  in 
sin.  !.••> 

*T  is  their  own  <h)inL' ;  tliis  is  none  nf 

mine ; 
JjiV  it  not  tn  me.     Am  I  ti>  Man:*'  f<>r 
this. 

r  measure  time  by  yon  slow    That  here  come   tlmsi-   that  wiTshi) 
Icfat.  me?     Ha!  ha! 

I  hi ffh  dial,  which  my  sorrow  I  They    think    that    I    am    ^umiw  li.it 
TDViis —  I  Whai  am  I  ? 

I  —  even  so.  The  silly  p*  mjiIi-  t-ik*-  nw  f'-r  a  s.iii.r. 

And  yet  I  know  not  well.     And  hrinL'  nif  niTiririL's  ti\'  t'mit  and 
I  the  eTifones  come  h<'re,  and  tlowfr«  : 

IT.  Anil  1.  in  truth       thnii\Nilt   In-ar  wit- 

»wa.  O  Simeon ;  thou  hast  suf-  i  n«-v>  lirn- 

T^d  long  I(a\e  all  in  all  i-ndun-d  a<  much,  and 

land  for agea  I' then  they  prate  nmrf 

aces  I  cannot  have  gone  thro'.     Than  many  juM  :ind  holy  men.  whos<. 
iag  BH  with  Uea;  araoft  I  fall,  i  uanies 


io8 
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Are    register'd    and    calendared    for 

saints.  130 

Good  people,  you  do  ill  to  kneel  to 

me. 
Wliat  is  it  I  can  have  done  to  merit 

this? 
I  am  a  sinner  viler  than  you  all. 
It  may  be  I  have  wrought  some  mira- 
cles. 
And  cured  some  halt  and  maim'd ; 

but  what  of  that  ? 
It  may  be  no  one,  even  among  the 

saint.s 
May  match  his  pains  with  mine ;  but 

what  of  that  ? 
Yet  do  not  rise  ;  for  vou  mav  look  on 

me, 
And  in  vour  looking  vou  may  kneel 

to^Gkxl. 
Speak!  is  there  any  of  you  halt  or 

maim'd  ?  140 

I  tliink  you  know  I  have  some  powtT 

with  Heaven 
From    my    long    penance ;    let    him 

speak  his  wi«<li. 
Yes,  I  can  lieal  him.     Power  tro>es 

forth  from  me.  . 

Thev  sav  that  tlicv  are  heal'd.     All,  I 

hark  I  they  shout 
*  Saint  Simeon  Sty liti^'^.'     Whv,  if  so,   ' 
God  H'aps  a  liarvi'st   in  me.     O  my  1 

soul,  *    I 

Gotl  reaps  a  harvest  in  thee  I  If  i  his  be. 
Can  I  work  niinicles  ami  not  be  sjivt-d? 
This  is  n«»t  told  of  any.     They  wen' 

sjiints. 
It  eann(jt  ha  but  that  I  shall  be  s;ivih1. 
Yea,  orown'd   a  siiint.     Th«\v  .shout, 

*Helu»l(l  a  s;iint  I '  151 

And  lower  voires  snint  me  frnni  alx)v<'. 
Courage.    Saint    Simeon  I     Tlii*^  dull 

ehrysjilis 
Cnicks  into  shinini:  winir<.  and  Imnp 

vTc  death 
Spreads  nuire  and    more  and    niort-. 

that  Gtxl  hath  now- 
Sponged  and  made  blank  of  cnmrful 

record  all 
Mv  mortal  arehivfs. 

( >  my  sons,  my  st>n>. 
I,  Simeon  of  th^  pillar,  by  surname 
Stylites.  aTuoni:  men:   I.  Sinn'un. 
The  watcher  on  the  column   till   the 

end :  ify^. 

I,  Simeon,  whose  brain  the  sunshine 

bak<*s ;  I 


I,  whose  bald  brows  in  sQent  k 

become 
Unnaturally  hoar  with  rime,  doij 
From  my  hi^h  nest  of  peiumoe 

proclaim 
That  Pontius  and  Iscariot  by  mf 
Show'd    like    fair   serapha* 

coals  I  lay, 
A  vessel  full  of  sin ;  all  hell  beatfj 
Made  me  boil  over.     DeTUs  ^1 

my  sleeve,  J 

Abaddoii  and  Asmodeus  caught  M 
I  smote  them  with  the  croM;  I 

swarm'd  again.  1 

In    bed    like   monstrous    apes  I 

crush'd  my  cheat ;  } 

They  flapped  my  light  out  as  I  ij 

I  saw       '  J 

Their  faces  grow  between  me  an 

book:  1 

With  coltlike  whinny  and  with  | 

gish  whine  1 

They  burst  my  prayer.    Yet  tfab^ 

was  left. 
And   bv   this   wav  I  *scaped  ll| 

Slortify        '  I 

Your  tie.sh,   like  me.   with  soo^ 

and  with  thorns ;  1 

Smite,  shrink   not,  spare  not.    1 

may  be,  fast 
Whole   Lents,   and   pray.     I  htf| 

with  slow  steps, 
With  slow,  faint  steps,  and  mudh 

ceeding  pain, 
Ilave.scnimbhxl  past  those  pitsof^ 

that  still  .1 

Sing  in  mim>  ears.     But  yield  noj 

tin*  praise ;  1 

(J«hI    only    thro*    his    bounty   ] 

thought  lit.  ! 

Anion  ir  the  powers  and  princes  of: 

world,  i 

To  make  me  an  example  to  manU 
Whi<*h  few  can  reach  to.     Yet  1 

not  say  ^  1 

Hut    that    a   time  may   come— j 

evrn  now, 
Xow.   now,   his  footsteps  smite-^ 

thrpshold  stairs 
Of  lift'  —  I  si»y,  that  time  is  at 

diH»rs 
Wh(>n  yon  may  worship  me  witt 

nproach  : 
For  1  will  leave  my  relics  in  vourhj 
And  you  may  carve  a  shnne  a^ 

mv  dust. 


r   SIMEON   STYLITES 


»oS 


d  now  WQ    To  lauds  in  Kent  and  messuages  in 

York, 
p,  and  ran     And  slight  Sir  UobiTt  witli  his  water}' 


[)ing  lake, 
i  and  the 

•listed  on 

I  CXI 


sniile 
And  ediieatetl  whisker,     lint  for  me, 
TIk^v  st^t  an  ancient  < Ted i tor  to  work  ; 
It  seems  I  broke  a  close  with  force  and 

arms :  iji 

)  death  bv    There  came  a  mvsti(^  token  from  the 


it's  clerk, 
iny  ish.'S. 
1  had,  no 


kin;: 
To  greet  the  sheriff,  newlless courtesy  ! 
1  read,  and  flj'd  by  night,  and  flying 

tum'd ; 
Her  tajXT  glimmer'd  in  the  lake  below; 
E(k  roUM  •  1  tuni'd  once  nion?,  closie-button'd  to 

I  the  storm; 

-  yours;'  ,  So  left  the  place,  leftKdwin,  nor  have 

seen 
Him  since,  nor  lieanl  of  Imt.  nor  oired 
to  hear. 
Nor  cared  to  hear?    perhaps;    yet 
long  ago 
1  have  pardon'd  little  Letty ;   not  in- 
dee<l,  MO 

It  mav  Im'.  for  her  own  dear  sjike,  but 

*  this,  — 
She  seems  a  part  of  those  fn*sh  days 

to  me  ; 
For  in  the  dust  and  ilrojith  of  London 

life 
Slie  moves  aniong  my  visions  of  the 

I'lki  • 
While    the'  prinu'   swalh»w   di]»s    his 

winir.  «»r  tlwn 
While  the  gnld  lily  blows,  and  over- 
head 
The  light  cloud  smoulders  <ni  the  sum- 
mer mill. 


ndly  nust 

over,  nui 
ird  with 

le  shelv- 

IIO 

"»t.      She 

horinir 

irice; 

.  • .  ^'ore 

.    9111 


.  -N 
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>^. 


Vltuo'  1  be  the  basest  of  mankiinl. 
^nim   scalp   tt»  s»»le  ni»e  slough   and 
crust,  of  sin. 
iflt  for  earth,  imtit  for  heaven,  scarce 
—  -  meet 

•  troops  of  devils,  mad  with  bias 

phemy, 
11  not  cease  to  grasp  the  hope   1 

hold 
iBUlom,  and  to  clamor,  mourn, 

. ;    and  sob,  . 

.    'ng   th''  "ates  of  heaven  with 
.tr  -aycr, 

and  take  away  my 
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'  And  1  have  seen  some  score  ot  tliose 
Fresh  [aces  that  woiilii  thrive         50 

"WbeD  his  man-mtDdctJ  otiset  rose 
To  chase  the  deer  at  five ; 

'  And  all  that  from  the  t«wa  would 
stroll. 

Till  that  wild  wind  made  work 
In  whiub  Ihc  glcM3iuy  brcwer'a  sonl 

Went  by  me.  like  a  alork ; 

'  The  alight  ahe-slipa  of  loyal  blood, 
And  others,  passing  praise, 

Strait-laced,  but  all-too^full  in  hud 
For  puritanic  stays.  60 


'And.  legand  arm  with  lave'tu 
About  mc  It^p'd  and  laugtkl 

The  modish  Cupid  of  IhedaT, 
And  shrill' d  his  tinsel  abaa, 

'  I  swear  —  and  else  may  inM 
Elach  leaf  into  a  gall !  — 

Thiagiri,  for  whom  your  hen 
la  three  times  worth  themi 

'  For  those  and  theirs,  by  NaU 
Have  faded  long  ago; 

But  in  these  latter  springs  1 1 
Your  own  Olivia  blow, 

'From  when    she  gambolld' 

grteos 
A  baby-germ,  lo  when 


THE  TALKING  OAK 


■HB I  amd  ber  nune, 
M  bMid  tnr  TOWB. 

I  iMt  Olivia  CMDC 


'  A  liKlit  nind  chaaMl  b«r  nn  thn  wing, 
Anu  ia  thn  duw.  gTcv  wild. 

As  cUmo  sa  might  be  wuuld  Iw  cUog 
About  dLB  dftrliog  child  ; 

'  But  light  as  any  wind  that  btows 

So  fleetly  did  she  atlr.  >«• 

The  flower  ihe  toucb'd  on  dtpt  anil 


And  ti 


u'd  to  look  at  her. 


'And  here  die  <^amo,  and  round  me 
pUy-d, 

And  nng  to  me  the  whole 
Ot  those  three  Btanzas  that  tou  made 

About  toy  "giant  bole:' 

'And  In  a  lit  of  frolic  mirth 
Bbe  otiove  to  span  mv  wairt. 

Alut  I  wu  so  broad  of  girth, 
I  could  not  be  enibraci.u.  14a 

'  1  Rish'd  mfsclf  the  fair  joiing  beech 
That  here  beelde  me  stands. 

That  round  me.  clasping  i-ach  in  each, 
l^lie  might  have  lock'd  her  hands. 

'Tet   seem'd  the    preraiirc   thrice   as 
sweet 

As  woodbine's  fragile  hold, 
Or  when  [  feet  about  mv  feet 

The  berried  briony  fold." 

O,  mulflc  round  thy  knees  with  fern. 
And  shadow  Sumner-chacc  I  ly. 

Lung  may  thy  topmoat  branch  discern 
The  roofs  of  Sumner-plaou  I 

But  teil  roe,  did  she  read  the  name 

I  carved  with  mnnv  vows 
When  last  with  throbnlng  heart  I  oime 

Tu  rest  beneath  thy  boughs  T 

'  O.  ves.  she  wandcr'd  round  and  round 

T^exe  knoltod  knees  of  mine. 
And  found,  and  kl»'ii  tbc  name  ^e 

And  sweetly  murmur'd  ihlne.       i6p 


'  A  tenidrnp  lremble<l  from  its  source, 
And  down  my  surface  crept 

Uy  sense  of  touch  it  something  OOaiBB, 
But  I  beUeve  she  wept. 


^^^ 


112 
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*Theii  flush'd  her   cheek  with  rosy 
light. 

She  glanced  across  the  plaiu, 
But  not  a  creature  was  in  sight ; 

She  kiss'd  me  once  again. 

'  Her  kisses  were  so  close  and  kind 
That,  trust  me  on  my  word.  170 

Hard  wood  I  am,  and  wrinkled  rind. 
But  yet  my  sap  was  stirr'd ; 

'  And  even  into  my  inmost  ring 

A  pleasure  I  discem'd, 
Like  those  blind  motions  of  the  spring 

That  show  the  year  is  turn'd. 

'Thrice-happy  he  that  may  caress 
The  ringlet's  waving  balm  — 

The  cushions  of  whose  touch  may  press 
The  maiden's  tender  palm.  180 

*  I,  rooted  here  among  the  groves. 

But  languidly  adjust 
My  vapid  vegetable  loves 
With  anthers  and  with  dust ; 

'For  ah !  my  friend,  the  days  were  brief 

Whereof  the  poets  talk. 
When  that  which  breathes  within  the 
leaf 

Could  slip  its  bark  and  walk. 

*  But  could  I,  as  in  times  foregone, 

f^om  spray  and  branch  and  stem  190 
Have  suck'd  and  gather  d  into  one 
The  life  that  spreads  in  them, 

'  She  had  not  found  me  so  remiss ; 

But  lightly  issuing  thro*, 
I  would  have  paid  her  kiss  for  kiss, 

With  usury  thereto.* 

O,  flourish  high,  with  leafy  towers, 

And  overlook  the  lea  ! 
Pursue  thy  loves  amon*]:  the  bowers. 

But  leave  thou  mine  to  me. 


200 


O,  flourish,  hidden  deep  in  fern. 

Old  oak,  I  love  thct?  well  I 
A  thousand  tlianks  for  what  I  learn 

And  what  remains  to. tell. 

'  'T  is  little  more :  the  day  was  warm  ; 

At  last,  tircMl  out  with  play, 
She  sank  her  head  upon  her  arm 

And  at  my  feet  she  lay. 


'  Her  eyelids  dropp'd  their  silki^^ 
I  breathed  upon  her  eyes 

Thro'  all  tlie  summer  of  my  led^ 
A  welcome  mis'd  with  sighs. 

'  I  took  the  swarming  sound  of  Hi 
The  music  from  the  town — 

The  murmurs  of  the  drum  and  fif< 
And  lull'd  them  in  my  own. 

'  Sometimes  I  let  a  sunbeam  sU]^ 
To  light  her  shaded  eye ; 

A  second  flutter'd  round  her  lip 
Like  a  golden  butterfly ; 

'  A  thinl  would  glimmer  on  her  i 
To  make  the  necklace  shine ; 

Another  slid,  a  sunny  fleck. 
From  head  to  ankle  flne. 

'Then  close  and   dark    mj  ar 
spread, 

And  shadow'd  all  her  rest  — 
Dropt  dews  upon  her  golden  hea 

An  acorn  in  her  breast 

'  But  in  a  pet  she  started  up. 
And  pluck'd  it  out,  and  drew 

My  little  oakling  from  the  cup. 
And  flung  him  in  the  dew. 

•  And  yet  it  was  a  graceful  gift- 

I  felt  a  pang  within 
As  when  I  see  the  woodman  lift 

His  axe  to  slay  my  kin. 

'  I  shook  him  down  because  he  ^ 

The  finest  on  the  tree. 
He  lies  beside  thee  on  the  grass. 

O,  kiss  him  once  for  me  ! 

'  O,  kiss  him  twice  and  thrice  foi 
That  have  no  lips  to  kiss ! 

For  never  yet  was  oak  on  lea 
Shall  grow  so  fair  as  this.* 

;  Step  deeper  yet  in  herb  and  fern, 
Look  further  thro'  the  chace. 
Spread  upward  till  thy  boughi 

The  front  of  Sumner-place. 

This  fruit  of  thine  by  Love  is  ble 
That  but  a  moment  lay 

Where  fairer  fruit  of  I«ove  may  1 
Some  happy  future  day. 


UMittwk*.  IklnltrhriM-, 
Tk»  wamth  It  theDr«  sluJl  wtn 
r  riptrllfr  msr  ma^ntetlEC 
IW  b>bj-4Mk  within. 

■  Aoo.  wkDe  kingdonia  OTEntut, 
**  tapw  frmn  hanil  to  band, 
«  Ihu  A»U  dutpt  (kll,  Dur  f  i-t 
rWae  acam  in  Ihr  Unit.  ti-' 

f  arvrr  m  dtnncnibcr  Iht-i', 
br  wfcUfd  aie  ilujoint. 
M  art  the  falrcrt upoken  Irw 
'n^  hcra  \o  Uurd-pnlnt. 


AliBnis,..f  silkv  fr;,ili.T(rr.iw 

Atiil  »lii1.'  Iir  MiikxirKK <-)!■. 

Tli''rnll».>iiili.|>ri-i'/,':ir..M[i.lil> 


Til'-  fill  nirlh  frnl  tliv  hniii. 

Ttiiituii.l<T.lrr|ilv^lrikr- 
Tlif-nortlK'niiiKinii'iiL-o'rrl 

lliu'lt  111',  il>Mlv.r>|<ik<~: 


■rlii:liiiiiiii;.l.:ir  tli>  irrn 
ij'iiiliT"j'riri!.'lli''iii.llo« 


J]  duoaU  that  Rargle  nwri-t  1 
•anr  cubnlnalloa  drop 
lrii»^wa-to  hatha  thy  fwt : 
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And  when  my  marriage  morn  may  fall, 
She,  Dryaa-like,  shall  wear 

Alternate  leaf  and  acorn -ball 
In  wreath  about  her  hair. 

And  I  will  work  in  prose  and  rhyme, 
And  praise  thee  more  in  both        290 

Than  bard  has  honored  beech  or  lime. 
Or  that  Thessalian  growth 

In  which  the  swarthy  ringdove  sat. 
And  mystic  sentence  spoke  ; 

And  more  than  England  honors  tliat. 
Thy  famous  brotheroak, 

Wherein  the  younger  Charles  abode 
Till  all  the  paths  were  dim. 

And  far  below  the  Roundhead  rode, 
And  humm'd  a  surly  hymn.  300 


LOVE  AND  DUTY 

Of  love  that  never  found  his  earthly 

close. 
What  sequel  ?     Streaming  eyes  and 

breaking  hearts  ? 
Or  all  the  same  as  if  he  had  not  been  ? 
Not  so.     Shall  Error  in  the  round 

of  time 
Still  father  Truth  ?  O,  shall  the  brag- 
gart shout 
For  some  blind  glimpse  of  freedom 

work  it.'^^lf 
Thro'  madness,  hated  by  the  wise,  to 

law, 
System,   and   empire?    Sin  itself  be 

found 
The  cloudy  porch  oft  opening  on  the 

sun  ? 
And  only  be,  this  wonder,  dead,   be- 
come 10 
Merc  hifrhwav  dust  ?  or  year  bv  vear 

alone 
Sit  broodinir  in  the  ruins  of  a  life. 
Ni.irlitniare  of  youth,  the   spectre  of 

liims<»lf  ? 
If  this  were  thus,   if  this,  iiidi-etl. 

were  all, 
Better   the   narrow    bmiii,    th«'   stonv 

heart. 
The  stariiiL'  eve  irla/.c"!  oVt  witli  sap. 

less  (lays, 
The  long  niet^hanic  pacings  to  antl  fm. 
The  set  gray  life,  and  a]uithetic  end. 
But  am  I  not  the  nobler  thro'  thy  love  V 


O,  three  times  less  unworthy  I    i 

wise  thou 
Art  more  thro*  Love,  and  greater  tl 

thy  years. 
The  sun  will  nm  his  orbit,  and  t 

moon 
Her  circle.     Wait,  and  Love  hima 

will  bring 
The  drooping  flower  of    knowledj 

chang^  to  fruit 
Of  wisdom.    Wait ;  my  faith  is  larj 

in  Time, 
And  that  which  shapes  it  to  some  p< 

feet  end. 
Will  some  one  say,  Then  why  i 

ill  for  good  ? 
"Why  took  ye  not  your  pastime  ?   ' 

that  man 
My  work  shall  answer,  9ince  I  knt 

the  right 
And  did  it ;  for  a  man  is  not  as  God, 
But  then  most  Godlike  being  most 

man. — 
So  let  me  think  't  is  well  for  thee  a 

me  — 
Ill-fated  that  I  am,  what  lot  is  min< 
Whose  foresight  preaches  peace,  i 

heart  so  slow 
To  feel  it !    For  how  hard  it  seeD 

to  me, 
When    eyes,   love-languid   thro'  h 

tears,  would  dwell 
One    earnest,    earnest   moment  up 

mine. 
Then  not  to  dare  to  see !  when  t 

low  voice, 
Faltering,  would  break  its  syllabi 

to  keep 
My  own  full-tuned,  — hold  passion 

a  leash, 
And  not  U^tip  forth  and  fall  about  t 

neck, 
And  on  thv  bosom  —  deep  desired 

lief*:  — 
Rain  out  the  heavy  mist  of  tears,  tl 

weigird 
Upon  my  brain,  my  senses,  and  1 

soul  ! 
For  Love  himself  took  part  agah 

hinist^lf 
To  warn   us  off,  and  Duty  loved 

Love  — 
().  this   world's   c\irse  —  beloved  I 

hateti  —  canu* 
Like  Death  lK?t\vixt  thy  dear  embni 

and  mine. 


THE  GOLDEN  YEAR 


««S 


M  tniag,  'Who  it  thisr  beMd 

AifHk'd  me  from  thee. 

If  the  ieDie  Is  hard 
h  aloi  can.  I   did  not  tpeak  to 


k  Mt  Id  thee,  but  to  thyielf  in  me. 
M  ii  m J  doom  end  thine ;  thoa 

kmnrmtitftlL 
OmU  Lofa  pert  thmi  T  wu  it  not 

wcOtoqMek, 
ilevB  mnkea  OBoe  T    It  could  not 

hutbeweD. 
»  riov  sweet  hours  that  bring  us 

an  thiitts  good, 
Mt  slow  sad  boors  that  bring  us  all 

thfaigsflL 
id  aD  good  things  from  eril,  brought 

the  Bight 
wUch  we  sat  together  and  alone, 
id  to  the  want  thai  hoUow'd  all  the 

60 
bj  the  yearning  of  an 

•ye. 

■C  bum'd  upon   its  object   thro* 

such  tears 
t  flow  but  once  a  life. 

The  trance  gave  way 
»  tliose  caresses,    when  a  hundred 

times 
that  last  kiss,  which  never  was  tli(> 

last, 
ivwell,  like  endle»  wel^x)me.  1iv(Ml 

and  died. 
«  foliow'd  counsel,  comfort,  and 

the  words 
St  make  a  man  feel  stron j^  in  siM>ak- 

ing  truth ; 
I  now  thedark  was  worn,  and  ovir- 

hrad 
p  lights  of  sunset  and  of  8unri*;«* 

miz'd  7^ 

that  brief  night,  the  RumrotT  ni^Mit, 

that  pau^ 
wng  her  stars  to  hear  us,  st^ini  that 

hung 
re-charm'd  to  listen  ;  all  tlir  whf't'lM 

of  Time 
in  mund  in  station,  hut   t\w  t>nd 

had  come. 
^  Chen,  like  thofu*  who  ch-iicli  tlin'r 

nerres  to  nisU 
an  their  dissolution,  W(.>  two  ro^>. 
•re —  closing    liki*    an    individual 

life  — 

Idiad  ary  of  parinion  and  of  |>ain, 


Like  bitter  accusation  even  to  death, 
Caught  up  the  whole  of  love  and  uttered 

it.  s» 

And  bade  adieu  for  ever. 

Live— yet  live  — 
Shall  sharpest  pathos  blight  us,  know- 
ing aU 
life    needs   for  Ufe  is   possible  to 

will?— 
Live  happy  ;  tend  thy  flowers;  be 

tended  by 
My  blessbigl    Should  my   Shadow 

cross  thy  thoughts 
Too  sadly  for  their  peace,  remand  it 

thou 
For  calmer  hours  to  Memory's  darkest 

hold. 
If  not  to  be  forgotten  —  not  at  once — 
Not  all  forgotten.    Should  it  cross  thy 

dreams, 
O,  might  it  come  like  one  that  looks 

content,  90 

Withquiet  eyes  unfaithful  to  the  truth* 
And  point  Uiee  forward  to  a  distant 

light. 
Or  seem  to  lift  a  burthen  from  thy 

heart 
And  leave  thee  freer,  till  thou  wake 

refresh'd 
Thrn  when  the  first  low  matin-chirp 

hath  ^rown 
Full  quire,  and  mominp  driven  her 

plow  of  fH'arl 
Far  furrowing  into  li^l^t  the  nioumied 

rack, 
Beyond  the  fair  preen  field  and  easUrn 

sea. 


THE  GOLDEN  YEAH 

Wkll.  you  shall  havr  that  Mni^  whii-li 

I^'onanl  \\rotr  : 
It  was  last  suninirr  on  a  tour  in  \Val«s 
Old  James  was  with  nu* :  \v«-  tli:il  i\:\\ 

had  Ih'cii 
I'p  SnowdoM  :  arnl  I  wi^lid  f»tr  Jjon 

anl  thrp'. 
Ami  foiiiid    hitu  in   IJ:inl"  ri"^.     'lln-n 

\\v  (Tii^t 
Urtwcrn  tlir  l;ik(s,  :ind  ilitritu  r'd  half 

way  up 
The  fountiT  >id«'  :  and  Uiat  ».ain»'  <>*niZ 

of  his 
lie  told   nv\   tor   I  hantfid  him  and 

swore 
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They  said  he  lived  shut  up  within  him- 
self, 
A  tongue-tied  poet  in  the    feverous 

days  lo 

That,  setting  the  how  much  before  the 
I  how, 

ICry,  like  the  daughters  of  the  horse- 
'  leech,  *Give, 

Cram  us  with  all/  ttut  count  not  me 

the  herd ! 
To  which  *  Thev  call  me  what  they 

will,'  he  said: 
*But  I  was  bom  too  late;  the  fair 

new  forms. 
That  float  about  the  threshold  of  an 

age. 
Like  truths  of  Science  waiting  to  be 

caught — 
Catch  me  who   can,  and    make   the 

catcher  crown'd  — 
Are  taken  by  the  forelock.     Let  it 

be. 
But  if  you  care  indeed  to  listen,  hear  20 
These  measurctl  wonls.  my  work  of 

yester-morn  : 
'"We  slet^p  and  wake  and  sleep,  but 

all  thiuL^s  move  ; 
The  sun  flies  forward  to  his  brother 

sun; 
The  dark  earth  follows  wheel'd  in  her 

ellipse  ; 
And  human  things  returning  on  them- 
selves 
Move  on  wan! .  leading  up  the  golden 

year. 

*  Ah  I  tho'  the  times  when  some  new 

thoutrht  can  bud 
Are  but  as  puets*  s<nisons  when  they 

flower. 
Yet  seas  that  daily  gain  upon  the  shon* 
Have  ebb  and  tiow  conditioning  their 

march,  30 

And   slow  and    sure    comes    up    llie 

golden  year ; 
'When  wealth  no  more  shall  rest  in 

moundcii  hraps. 
But  smit  with  fre«^r  light  shall  slowly 

melt 
In  many  streams  to  fatten  lower  lands. 
And  light  shall  si)read,  ami  man    be 

liker  man 
Thro'  all  the  se:ison  of  the  goMen  year. 

*  Shall  eagle?*  not  be  eagles  ?  wnnis 

be  wHMis  ? 
If  all  the  world  wcr'  falcons,  what  of 
that ; 


The  wonder  of  the  eagle  were  the  lei 
But  he  not  less  the  eagle.     Hap| 

days 
Roll  onward,  leading  up  the  goldi 
year. 

*  Fly,  happy,  happy  sails,  and  be 

the  Fress ; 
Fly  happy  with  the  mission  of  tl 

Cross; 
Knit  land  to  land,  and  blowing  haTc 

ward 
With  silks,  and  fruits,  and  spices,  dei 

of  toll. 
Enrich  the  markets  of  the  golden  yei 

*  But  we  grow  old.     Ah !  when  shi 

all  men's  good 
Be  cacli   man's   rule,  and   univera 

Peac*c 
Lie  like  a  shaft  of  light  across  tk 

land, 
And  like  a  lane  of  beams  athwart  tl 

sea, 
Tliro'  all  the  circle  of  the  golden  year ' 
Thus  far  he  flow'd,  and  ended ;  wher 

upon 
*  Ah,  folly  : '  in  mimic  cadence  answer 

James  — 
'  Ah,  folly  !  for  it  lies  so  far  aw^y, 
Not  in  our  time,  nor  in  our  childrea 

time, 
'T  is  like  the  second  world  to  us  thi 

live : 
'  T  were  all  as  one  to  flx  our  hopes  c 

heaven 
As  on  this  vision  of  the  golden  year. 
With  tliat  he  struck  his  staff  again 

the  rocks 
And  broke  it, — James, — you  kno' 

him.  —  old.  but  full  \ 

Of  force  and  choler,  and  firm  upon  h: 

feet. 
And  like  an  oaken  stock  hi  wfaiU 

woods. 
O'erflourish'd  with  the  hoary  dematii 
Than  added,  all  in  heat: 

'  What  stuff  is  thii 
(.)ld  writers  pusli'(i  the  happy  seaso 

back. — 
Tln' more  fools  thev,  —  we  forward 

<ln'amers  both  — 
You  most.  that,  in  an  age  when  ever 

hour 
Must  sweat  her  sixty  minutes  to  tl 

death. 
Live  on.  G<xl  love  us,  as  if  the  seed 

man,  rapt 


„!x 


i^i'tniui;  b»rvi-st,  sliuulil  uot  |  .Mati-li'il 

'i 


vith  c 


afTi-il  wife.   I  niPtc 
il  r<'<'.l|  and 


1  lutii  ihi'  hug:  but  wi'll  I  I  t'lii-qiinl  Inwn  imlo  11  )< 
>M'  Thiit  himnl,  iiiiil  xli'i'i^ 

>  hiiH  wlin  wurks,  nnil  fecU  I  know  not  inc. 
uvrkii.  ,  Icftiitiiit  n-»  fnuilruvi'l;  I  u til  drink 
.-  iintul  yi'ar  in  i-ver  at  ilii-  Life  to  ilii-  lt-«j.  All  tinips  I  have 
T-  ■                                          I  injoy'il 

k>-:  :uiil,  )ii;!li  above,  [  luiinl  I  <in'»tly.  liiivi'   kiiITit'iI   KT^fltiy.  biilh 
ni  liL-iM  .  uitiitlicw 

>  >[:ili-  ijimrrv.  iiiul  tlic  gcfiX  I  Tlliit   Icivril  Titr.  uinl  nioiic  :  On  stiorc. 
lortuii  '  it]id»]«'ii 

■  -       .1  Uu-  liillrt.  tnim  liUiir  ■  Tlir.'     snidiliut'      '-' -  '-  - 


IiitT. 


^/■ri.vssEs 


I  v-> 
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I  iini  b.-<iimp  » 
ti;iitiiiii;  tt'lili  a  hiinirry 
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And  manners,  climates,  councils,  gov- 
ernments. 
Myself  not  least,  but  honor'd  of  them 

all  — 
And  drunk  delight  of  battle  with  my 

peers, 
Far  on  the  ringing  plains  of  windy 

Troy. 
I  am  a  part  of  all  that  I  have  met ; 
Yet  all  experience  is  an  arch  where- 

thro* 
Gleams  that  untravell'd  world  whose 

margin  fades  20 

For  ever  and  for  ever  when  I  move. 
How  dull  it  is  to  pause,  to  make  an 

end. 
To  rust  unburnish*d,  not  to  shine  in 

usel 
As  tho*  to  breathe  were  life  I     Life 

piled  on  life 
Were  all  too  little,   and  of   one   to 

me 
Little   remains;  but   ever}*  hour   is 

saved 
From  that  eternal  silence,  something 

more, 
A  bringer  of  new  things  ;  and  vile  it 

were 
For  some  three  suns  to  store  and  hoanl 

mj'self, 
And    this    gray    spirit    yearning    in 

desire  :o 

To  follow  knowledge  like  a  sinking 

star, 
Beyond  tlic  utmost  bound  of  human 

thought. 
This  is  niy  son,  mine  own  Telema- 

chus. " 
To  whom  I  leave  the  sceptre  and  the 

isle,  — 
Well-loved  of  me,  discerning  to  fulfil 
This  labor,  by  slow  prudence  to  make 

mild 
A  rugged  people,  and  thro'  soft  de- 
grees 
*^ubdue  them  to  the  useful  and  the 

good. 
Most  blameless  is  he,  centred  in  the 

sphere 
Of  common  duties,  decent  not  to  fail  40 
In  offices  of  tenderness,  and  pay 
Meet  adoration  to  my  household  trods. 
When  I  am  gone.     He  works  his  work. 

I  mine. 
There  lies  the  port ;  the  vessel  puffs 

her  sail : 


There  gloom  tho  dark,   broad 

My  mariners. 
Souls  tliat  have  toiFd,  and  wroa| 

and  thought  with  mc,  — 
That  ever  with  a  frolic  welcome 
The  thunder  and  the  sunshine, 

opposed 
Free  hearts,  free  foreheads,  — you 

I  are  old ; 
Old  age  hath  yet  his  honor  and  U|| 

toil.  i 

Death  closes  all ;  but  something  oi 

the  end. 
Some  work  of  noble  note,  may  yet  ba 

done. 
Not  unl>ecoming  men  that  strove  wM 

Gods. 
The  lights  begin  to  twinkle  from  flM 

rocks ; 
The  lon^  day  wanes ;  the  slow  moGi 

climbs ;  the  deep 
Sloans    round    with    many    voiott 

Come,  my  friends. 
'T  is  not  Uk)  late  to  seek  a  newa 

world. 
Push  off,   and  sitting  well  in  ordci 

smite 
The  sounding  furrows;  for  my  pur 

pose  holds 
To  sail   beyond  the  sunset,  and  thi 

baths  61 

Of  all  the  western  st'js.  until  I  die. 
It  may  be  that  the  ^alfs  will  wash  w 

down ; 
It  may  be  we  shall  touch  tho  Happj 

Isles, 
And  see  the  great  Achilles,  whom  w< 

knew. 
Tho'  much  is  taken,  much  abides 

and  tho* 
We  are  not  now  that  strength  whid 

in  old  days 
Moved  earth  aiid  heaven,  that  whid 

we  are,  we  are,  — 
One  equal  temper  of  heroic  hearts. 
Made  weak   by  time  and  fate,  ba( 

strong  in  will 
To  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  t< 

yield.  7 

m 

.y^^TITHOXUS 

The  woods  decay,  the  woods  decaj 

and  fall, 
The  vai>ors  weep  their  burthen  to  th< 

ground, 


iflb  Uie  doU  Mvl  lies 
awMT  »  aummw  dIfB  the 


t»  »t  tbr  qillpt  limit  at  tbc  world. 
«Uu>-baIr'(l  fthaJuw  roanilog  like  « 

k  vrar-nlirDt  ^loctv  (if  Uie  Enst. 
Molded  mUts,  mkI  gilounlog  hulls 

AIm  t  for  thl*  gny  aiutdonr.  onu-  n 


I  ia  U*  beauty  and  tliy 

iiarfMUB  ay  cboscn,  UiM  be 

tUijpHk  feavt  Bcoe  oUier  Ibsn  » 

liMttMt,  'QlTCiwliiuDartalltT.' 
!■  dHA  IbCM  gmU  mine  UKing 


n  who  c 


e  not  bow 


feiwaKbr 

itarsfn- 
■  tfc;  itKnig  tloure  indigoant  work'il 

iteir  wilK 
■d  beat  me  ilowa  and  niair'il  sdiI 


:  end  niP,  left 


ad  tboT  Ihe;  could  n 

mr  malm'd  m 

»  4«dl   in    presence  of  iniiuoiial 

■BOftal  age  bemie  Immorlul  foutli. 
ad  all  I  waa  Id  nattt^     Can  tli.v 

lote. 
kj  Wauty,  make  ameiula,  ttio'  even 


mt  ovtf  na,  tbe  direr  t 


IT.  lUy 


itaea  la  ^hote  tremulous  eyes  that 

fill  wllbUsra 
iktar  DC  T    Let  ine  K" ;  lake  back 

thytHtu 
by  ahuutd  a  man  desire  In  anr  nay 
I  Tary  fmm  the  kindly  rure  o(  men, 
pMB  tw^ond  tlte  gnal  of  ordinance  11 
hen   all  aboukl   pauae^  u  ia  muM 

meet  ror  all  T 
K  aoft  air  fans  the  cloud  apart ; 

llicre  comm 
ftlBipae  of  that  dark  worM  whi-rc  I 

wmaborn. 
ce  oMra  iba  old  myaicrioua  glim 


)NUS  IS9 

Fr<Hu  tliy  pure  brows,  and  from  thy 
aboutders  piirc. 

And  bosom  Ideating  wlili  a  heart  re- 
new d. 

Thy  check  begins  to  redden  Uiro"  the 
gloom. 

Tliy  sweet  eyes  brighten  slowly  cloac 

Etc  yet  they  blind  the  sUrs,  and  the 

wild  team 
Which   love  lliee,   yearning   for  thy 

yoke,  arise.  to 

Aud  Bliake  the  darkneas  frum  their 

l(NiKn'd  manea. 
And  beat  the  twilight  Into  flakaa  at 

Arc. 
Lot  ever  Uiusibou^rowist  beautiful 
lence.  th^      ' 


lougrowi 

tn  silence,  then  befon;  Ibtno  aniwcr 


Dcpartest.  [ud  thy  leant  a 

Why  wilt  thou  ever  scare  me  with 
thr  tears. 
And  make  me  tremble  lest  ■  sajrlnf 

In  days  far-off,  on  thai  dark  earth,  be 

true  f 
■The  Guls  thi'mseKcs  cannot  recall 

Ibeir  gifts.' 
Ay  me  1   ny  niu  1    witli    wliat  ai>- 

ottiLT  heart  yi 

In  days  farotT,  and  wilb  wtial  oUier 

I   UM-d   U>   waU-h  — ff   1   be  be  that 

wateird  — 
The  lucid  outline  forming  round  thee ; 

The  dim   curln    kindle    Into    sunny 

rings; 
Changed  with  thy  mystie  change,  and 

felt  my  blixxl 
Glow  with  the  glow  llwt  slowly  cr^m■ 

son'd  all 
Thy  presence  and  thy  |i<>rlulH.  while  I 

lay. 
Mouth,    forelieod.    eyclliln.     |.Towliig 

Willi  ki»>«'s  balmier  than  linlf  oiH'uing 

b«da 
Of  April,  and  could  limr  tlie  lips  that 

kiasd  ta 

WhlsperinK  I  knew  nnl  what  of  wild 

I.Ike  tliat  Rlninge  ving  I  heard  A|hi1|ii 

While  1116a  likeamiat  roM  Into  towora. 


•^^m 
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Yet  hold  me  not  for  ever  in  thine 

East; 
How  can  my  nature  longer  mix  with 

thine  ? 
Coldly  thy  rosy  shadows  bathe  me, 

cold 
Are   all    thy    lights,    and  cold    my 

wrinkled  feet 
Upon    thy    glimmering    thresholds, 

when  the  steam 
Floats  up  from  those  dim  fields  about 

the  homes 
Of  happy  men  that  have  the  power  to 

die,  70 

And  grassy  barrows  of  the  happier 

dead. 
Release  me,   and  restore  me  to  the 

ground. 
Thou  seest  all  things,  thou  wilt  see 

my  grave ; 
Thou  wilt  renew  thy  beauty  morn  by 

mom, 
I  earth  in  earth  forget  these  empty 

courts, 
And  thee    returning    on    thy   silver 

wheels. 


LOCKSLEY  HALL 

CosTRADES,  lea^e  me  here  a  little, 
while  as  yet  'tis  early  morn  ; 

Leave  me  here,  and  when*  you  want 
me.  sound  upon  the  bugle- 
horn. 

'Tis  the  place,  and  all  around  it,  as  of 

old.  the  ciu-lews  call. 
Dreary  gU?ams  about  the    moorland 

flying  over  Locksley  Hall ; 

Locksley  Hall,  that  in  the  distance 
overlooks  tlie  sandy  tracts, 

And  the  hollow  ocean-ridges  roaring 
into  cataracts. 

Many  a  night  from  yonder  ivied  case- 
ment, ere  I  went  to  rest. 

Did  I  look  on  great  Orion  sloping 
slowly  to  the  west. 

>Iany  a  night  I  saw  the  Pleiads,  ris- 
ing thro'  the  mellow  shade. 

Glitter  like  a  swarm  of  fireflies  tangled 
in  a  silver  braid.  10 


Here  about  the  beach  I  wai 
nourishing  a  youth  subli 

With  the  fairy  tales  of  acienc 
the  long  result  of  time ; 

When  the  centuries  behind  me 
fruitful  land  reposed ; 

When  I  clung  to  all  the  preae 
the  promise  that  it  closed 

When  I  dipt  into  the  future 
human  eye  could  see. 

Saw  the  vision  of  the  world  a 
the  wonder  that  would  In 

In  the  spring  a  fuller  crimson 
upon  the  robin's  breast ; 

In  the  spring  the  wanton  lapwic 
himself  another  crest ; 

In  the  spring  a  livelier  iris  chan, 
the  bumish'd  dove ; 

In  the  spring  a  young  man's 
lightly  turns  to  thougl 
love. 

Then  her  cheek  was  pale  and  tl 
than  should  be  for  o 
young. 

And  her  eyt^s  on  all  my  motion: 
a  mute  observance  hung. 

And  I  said,  *  My  cousin  Amy,  $ 
and  speak  the  truth  to'mt 

Trust  me.  cousin,  all  the  curr 
my  being  sets  to  thee.' 

On  her  pallid  cheek  and  forehead 
a  color  and  a  light. 

As  I  have  seen  the  rosy  red  fli 
in  the  northern  night. 

And  she  turn'd  —  her  bosom  s 
with  a  sudd<'n  storm  of  si 

All  the  spirit  deeply  dawning 
dark  of  hazel  eves — 

Saying.  *  I  have  hid  my  feelings 
ing  they  should  do  me  wr 

Saying.  *  Dost  thcni  love  me,  coi 
wee[)ing.  *  I  have  loved 
long.' 


Love  took  up  the 
and  tiu-n'd  it 
hands ; 


glass  of 
in  his  gl< 


LOCKSLEV  HALL 


mu  the  chonl  of  i<clt,  that,  tram- 
bHnx,  {Mtat  fn  oiuilv  out  of 
riglit. 

Imj  ■  tBomlnff  (w  the  moorland  did 
we  hear  ihe  ropm  ring. 

id  bcr  wbUper  thToiir;'d  mj  piilwa 
with  the  fuloesH  of  the  aptin^. 

■J  IB  eTcnlag  by  the  wab^re  di<l 
w«  watch  the  ■Uk'lr  idiliM. 
ir  wlrlla  nufa'd  together  at  tlic 
-■  loftfaelJpa 


O  mv  cniiidii.  shallow- h<-iiTtit1 ! 

(»  the  ilriNirj-.  I'irnirj'  niiHirtuml !   <> 
barrcD.  barren  iitiiin' '. 

PulgiT  lliiin  nil  fanry  fiilliomM,  fii 


Is  it  will  to  wUli  Hue  Imppy  I—  liav. 

ini;  known  )n>-—  li>ilii*]ine 
On  H  raniT"'  of  lowr-r  r<'rliiii.'H  and  a 

niirn>wi*r  lii-irt  iliiiii  mini:! 

Yirt  it  slmll  1»' :  tlxiii  nhalt  lower  tnhU 

level  iliiy  liy  liiiv, 
WtiiitlHtiiien'iiliiDthtwtnowiiiiiiMntw 

lo  Hj'inptiilii/.i:  wUU  cWj'. 


i 

J 
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As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is ;  thou 

art  mati^  wlthTlBl^wnr 

And  the  gros.sness  of  his  nature  will 
have  weight  to  drag  thee  down. 

He  will  hold  thee,  when  his  passion 
shall  have  spent  its  novel  force, 

Something  better  than  his  dog,  a  little 
dearer  than  his  horse.  so 

What  is  this  ?  his  eyes  are  heavy ;  think 
not  they  are  glazed  with  wine. 

Qo  to  him,  it  is  thy  dut^ ;  kiss  him, 
take  his  hand  in  thine. 

It  may  be  my  lord  is  wear}',  that  bis 
brain  is  overwrought ; 

Soothe  him  with  thy  finer  fancies, 
touch  him  with  thy  lighter 
thought. 

He  win  answer  to  the  purpose,  easy 
things  to  understand  — 

Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me. 
tho*  I  slew  thee  with  my  hand ! 

Better  thou  and  I  were  lying,  hidden 
from  the  heart's  disgrace. 

RoU'd  in  one  anot her' .s  arms,  and  silent 
in  a  last  embrace. 

Curseil  be  the  s<x'ial  wants  that  sin 
against  the  strength  of  youth  ! 

Cursed  be  the  socm'jU  liw  that  warp  us 
from  the  living  truth  I  Oo 

Cursetl  be  the  sickly  forms  that  err 
from  honest  Nature's  rule  ! 

Cursed  be  the  gold  that  gilils  the 
stmiteu'd  forehead  of  the  fool  I 

Well  — 'tis  well  that  I  should  blus- 
ter!—  Hadst  thou  l<*ss  un- 
worthy proved  — 

Would  to  G(Ki  —  for  I  had  loved  thee 
more  than  ever  wife  was  loved. 

Am  I  mad,  that  I  should  cherish  that 
which  b(.'ars  but  bitter  fruit  ? 

I  will  pluck  it  from  my  l»osom,  tho' 
mv  heart  be  at  the  r(X)t. 

Never,  tho*  mv  mortal  summers  to  such 
lenirth  of  years  should  couie 

As  the  manv-winterM  <tow  that  leads 
the  clanging  rookery  home. 


Where  is  comfort  ?  in  division  of 
records  of  the  mind  ? 

Can  I  part  her  from  herself,  andli 
her,  as  I  knew  her,  kindt 

I  remember  one  that  periah'd ;  swe 
did  slie  speak  and  move ; 

Such  a  one  do  I  remember,  whoi 
look  at  was  to  love. 

Can  I  think  of  her  as  dead,  and  J 
her  for  the  love  she  bore? 

No — she  never  loved  me  truly;  ] 
is  love  for  evermore. 

Comfort  ?  comfort  scom*d  of  dei 
this  is  truth  the  poet  sings, 

That  a  sorrow's  crown  of  sorroi 
remembering  happier  thing 

Drug  thy  memories,  lest  thou  1< 
it,  lest  thy  heart  be  put 
proof, 

In  the  dead  unhappy  night, -and  ^ 
the  rain  is  on  the  roof. 

Like  a  dog,  he  hunts  in  dreams, 
thou  art  staring  at  the  wall. 

Where   the  dying    night-lamp   fl 
ers.  and  the  shadows  rise 
fall. 

Then  a  hand  shall  pass  before  t 
pointing  to  his  dnmken  slec 

To  thy  widow'd  marriage-pillowj 
the  tears  that  thou  wilt  w« 


j  Thouslialt  hear  the  'Never,  ne^ 
j  whispcrd  by  the  ])hantom  yc 

And  a  .song  from  out  the  distanc 
the  ringing  of  thine  ears ; 

And  an  eye  shall  vex  thee,  lool 
ancient  kindness  on  thy  pai 

Turn  thee,  turn  thee  on  thy  pill 
get  thee  to  thy  rest  again. 

Nay,  but  Nature  brings  thee  sob 
for  a  tender  voice  will  cry. 

*Tis  a  purer  life  than  thine,  ali] 
dniin  thy  tro\ible  dry. 

Baby  lips  will  laugh  me  down; 

latest  rival  brings  thee  rest. 
Baby  lingers,  waxen  t ouches,  presj 

from  the  mother's  breast. 


LOCK8LEY   HALL 


McfeOd  too  dotlwa  Uw  bthsr 
vtt  ■  dnncH  not  hta  doe. 
VlilbfMiBdhiaf  la  bta;  U  wUl 
kt  wvtkj  of  tha  twa 

llMaMoUudfonnO.  fitted  to 

ikT  petty  pwt 
Ife  tlitda  bwd  of  mudnu  pmicb- 

kv  doKD  s  dMigbtor"!  beut 


Whftt  la  tbat  which  I  ihould  turn  Uy 


opens  but  ta  golden  key ■. 


Every  gate  U  tfanmg'd  with  aultoca, 
all  the  marketa  overflow. 

I  have  but  an  anny  fancy:  what  la 
that  which  f  diould  do  T 


•  Mmt  (b  rmiln«  \>y  tbc  a. 

levwefedanpTtMwcui'l'-sllicfril  jl  liuil  li 

'  inp.— ahp  h.Twlf  WHS  ....1  >x  ■  "II  til-'  f<'- 

eaJpt-  ,  Wl.,..i  tl,..  r...iU  ;.r..  rr.lhl  i.i  ^.i".;' 

lT.*ehCTwIfh»iisiilT.rM"-IVr  .iii.l    III.-    «iii'l-   :"'    I '">    "" 

'  W>  In  thy  m-lf  .-.Hii.  mjrt  I  w"""! 

rtiTP    it-l0W.T    Vrt    -1.-    Ii:i|.|.y:    'llul     It"'    .ii'l^'""^-  ■■';'"■     -'!"",■'    '"'' 

wherefore  .h-ml-i  I  . :ir.- T  th..  I.nri  iliit  ll..i...r  f.  .1, 

tteU  muBtmix  wiihiKiiou.  |.-il  I  ■  Aii.l  tli.' .i:iti-ii-.l-l"it  rniiriimr. -n^ir 
'     wllhtW  by  dcHlBiir.  I'lfc'i't  ih.Ii  .illu-r  :•  iir.-l-* 
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Can  I  but  relive  in  sadness?    I  will 

turn  that  earlier  page. 
Hide  me  from  my  deep  emotion,  O' 

thou  wondrous  Mother- Age  ! 

Make  me  feel  the  wild  pulsation  that 
I  felt  before  the  strife. 

When  I  heard  my  days  before  me,  and 
the  tumult  of  my  life  ;  no 

feaming  for  the  large  excitement  that 
the  coming  years  would  yield, 

£ager-hearted  as  a  boy  when  nrst  he 
leaves  his  father's  field. 

And  at  night  alon^  the  dusky  high- 
way near  ana  nearer  drawn. 

Sees  in  heaven  the  light  of  London 
flaring  like  a  dreary  dawn ; 

And  his  spirit  leaps  within  him  to  be 

gone  before  him  then, 
Underneath  the  li^ht  he  looks  at,  in 

among  the  throngs  of  men ; 

Men,  my  brothers,  men  the  workers, 
ever  reaping  something  new ; 

That  which  thev  have  done  but  earnest 
of  the  things  that  tliey  shall  do. 

For  I  dipt  into  the   future,  far   as 

human  eye  could  see. 
Saw  the  Vision  of  the  world,  and  all 

the  wonder  that  would  be ;     120 

Saw  the  heavens  fill  with  commerce, 
argosies  of  magic  sails. 

Pilots  of  the  purple  twilight,  dropping 
down  with  costly  bales; 

Heard  the  lieavens  fill  with  shout- 
ing, and  there  rain'd  a  ghastly 
dew 

From  the  nations'  airy  navies  grap- 
pling in  the  central  blue ; 

Far  along  the  world-wide  whisper  of 
the  south-wind  rushing  warm. 

With  the  standards  of  the  peoples 
plunging  thro'  the  thunder- 
storm ; 

Till  the  war-drum  throbb'd  no  longer, 
and  the  battle-flags  were  furl'd 

In  the  Parliament  of  man,  the  Feder- 
ation of  the  world. 


There   the   common 

shall  hold  a  fretful  1 

awe, 
And  the  kindly  earth  shall  ] 

lapt  in  universal  law. 

So  I  triumph'd  eit;  my  passioi 
ing  thro*  me  left  me  dr 

Left  me  with  the  palsied  he 
left  me  with  the  jaundi 

Eye,  to  which  all  order  fea 
things  here  are  out  of  j 

Science  moves,  but  slowly, 
creeping  on  from  point  t 

Slowly  comes  a  himgry  peoi 
lion,  creeping  nigher. 

Glares  at  one  that  ncxls  an< 
behind  a  slowly-dying  t 

Tet  I  doubt  not  thro'  the  11 
increasing  purpose  rum 

And  the  thoughts  of  men  are 
with  the  process  of  the 

What  is  that  to  him  that  re 
harvest  of  his  youthful 

Tho*  the  deep  heart  of  existe 
for  ever  like  a  boy's  ? 

Knowledge  comes,  but  wisd 
gers.  and  I  linger  on  th 

And  the  individual  withers, 
world  is  more  and  more 

Knowledire comes, but  wisdom 
and  he  bears  a  laden  br» 

Full  of  sjid  experience,  moi 
ward  the  stillness  of  his 

Hark,  mv  inerrv  comrades  < 
sounding  on  the  bugle-! 

They  to  whom  my  foolish 
were  a  target  for  their  i 

Shall  it  not  lx»  sconi  to  me  tcr 
s\U'h  a  moulder'd  string 

I  am  shamed  thro'  all  my  m 
have  loved  so  slight  a  t 

Weakness  to  be  wroth  witl 
ness  I  woman's  pleasu 
man's  pain  — 

Nature  made  tlieni  blinder 
bounded  in  a  shallower 
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i  itii-  li-!B*.T  iiiuti,  whI  hII  thy     ljirj!iT  coiislflliitioiis  Imrnliiji.  iiiclli: 
<iti)i>v  iii^iii-h'il  with  tiiitii'.      I  mi.M'itiH  mill  liiit>tiv  nk'u'^, 

'•iin1i(;lil  utiio  siinli|:lil.  mxl  I  llri'iulrlH  of  tmpio  sluuli'  iiiul  iKilnis 
i-liiHti-r,  knots  uf  l^inuliH-.      i 


in    uilil    M:iliT:i1t:i')uiltti-    tcit 
y  taili.ri-vilsriin-Ui  — 
^I  »  inliiplMl  iirliliiiii.  mill  ii 
lii-Ji  >im-U' a  ward. 

r>t  nil  I'uIlh  "f  liHbit  — llnrc 


Nrvr-r  <-.iMii-i  tlir  IniiliT,   iirviT  ll'mts 

S1i<lt-!i  111.'  Mhl  <iVr  liistrniis  »-.)i«lliiii.l. 
Kwiiiu'wllii-triilrrfrinn  tliiM-nif;; 

l)nKi|«  111.'  ]iitivvl)I.HW.>intl  l).iw.-r, 

li:iiiL.'s  till'  lii'iivv-rniiti'il  Im-  — 

SiiiiiiniT  isli'Mif  \j\m  lyiii.::  ill  iliirk 

TliiTi'  nii'tliiiiks  wiiiiUl  be  crijcivmi'iit 
iiinTi-ilmiiintlii^iiian'hor'imiiil. 

Ill  tlic-  >ti'um-lil|<.  in  till- nillwny,  tu  iliu 
th'iiiL'lits  Hint  Kliiikr  iiiii'iikiiid 
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There  the  passions  cramp'd  no  longer 
shall  have  scope  and  breathing 
space; 

I  will  take  some  savage  woman,  she 
shall  rear  my  dusky  race. 

Iron- jointed,  supple-si new'd,  they  shall 
dive,  and  they  shall  run, 

Catch  the  wild  goat  by  the  hair,  and 
hurl  their  lances  in  the  sun ;  170 

Whistle  back  the  parrot's  call,  and  leap 
the  rainbows  of  the  brooks, 

Not  with  blinded  (?yesight  poring  ovor 
miserable  books  — 

Fool,  again  the  dream,  the  fancy  I  but 
I  know  my  words  are  wild. 

But  I  count  the  gray  barbarian  lower 
than  the  Christian  child. 

I,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads, 
vacant  of  our  glorious  gains. 

Like  a  beast  with  lower  pleasures,  like 
a  beast  with  lower  pains ! 

Mated  with  a  squalid  savage  —  what 
to  me  were  sun  or  clime  ? 

I  the  heir  of  all  the  ages,  in  the  fore- 
most files  of  time  — 

I  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should 
perish  one  by  one,  179 

Than  that  earth  should  stand  at  gaze 
like  Joshua's  moon  in  Ajalon  ! 

Not    in   vain    the   distance   beacons. 

Forward,  forward  let  us  ran<re. 
Let  the  great  world  spin  for  ever  down 

the  ringing  grooves  of  chaiii^e. 

Thro'  the  shadow  of  the  glolx?  we 
sweep  into  the  younger  day ; 

Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  than  a 
cycle  of  Cathay. 

3Iother-Age,  —  for  mine  I  knew  not,  — 
help  me  as  when  life  begun  ; 

Rift  the  hills,  and  roll  the  waters,  tlash 
the  lightnings,  weigh  the  sun. 

0,  I  see  the  crescent  promise  of  my 

spirit  hath  not  set. 
Ancient    founts   of   inspiration   well 

thro'  all  my  fancy  yet.  I 


Howsoever  these  thines  I 
farewell  to  Lockuey 

Now  for  me  the  woods  mi 
now  for  me  the  roof-t 


Comes  a  vapor  from  the  .^^.^ 
ening  over  heath  and 

Cramming  all  the  blast  be 
its  breast  a  thundeitM 

Ijet  it  fall  on  Lockslej  Hall 
or  hail,  or  fire  or  snoi 

For  the  mighty  wind  arise 
seaward,  and  I  ga 


GODIVA 

/  WATTED  for  t?te  train  at  Co 
I  hung  irith  grooms  and  port 

bridge. 
To  watch  the  three  tall  spires; 

I  shaped 

TTie  City's  ancient  legend  intt 

Not  only  we,  the  latest  see 

New  men,  that  in  the  flying 

Cry  down  the  past,  not  om^ 

pnite 
Of  riirlits  and  wrongs,  have 

peoph'  well. 
And  loathed  to  see  them  ( 

but  she 
Did  more,  and  underwent, 

came, 
The  woman  of  a  thousand 

back, 
Gixliva.  wife  to  that  grim 

ruled 
In  Covi'Mtrv  ;  for  when  he  1 
Upon  liis  town,  ami  all  tht 

brouirht 
Their  eliiUlren,  clamoring,  *  ] 

we  sttirve  ! ' 
She  soiiirht  her  loni.  and  fc 

where  he  strode 
About  the  hall,  among  his  d< 
Ilis  beard  a  foot  before  him,a 
A  vanl  behind.     She  told  hi 

tears. 
And  pray'd  him.  'If  they  pa 

they  starve.* 
Whcrt^at    he    stiired,    reply 

amazed, 
'  Y(ju  would  not  let  your  li 

ache 


THE  DAY-DREAM 
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VI 

A.11   round   a   hedge  upahoots,   and 
shows 
At  distance  like  a  little  wood ; 
Thorns,  ivies,  woodbine,  mistletoes. 
And  grapes  with  bundles  red  as 
bloocl; 
All  creeping  plants,  a  wall  of  green 
Close-matted,  bur  and  brake   and 
brier. 
And  glimpsing  over  these,  lust  seen. 
High  up,  the  topmost  paiaoe  spire. 

vn 

When   will    the    hundred    summers 
die. 
And    thought    and    time  be  bom 
again,  70 

And  newer  knowledge,  drawing  nigh. 
Bring  truth  that  sways  the  soul  of 
men  ? 
Here  all  things  in  their  place  remain, 

As  all  were  ordcr'd,  ages  since. 
Come,  Care  and  Pleasure,  Hope  and 
Rain, 
And  bring  the  fated  fairy  Prince. 

THE  SLEEPING  BEAUTT 
I 

Year  after  year  unto  her  feet. 
She  lying  on  her  couch  alone, 
Across  the  purple  coverlet 
The    maiden's   jet-black    hair  has 
grown,  80 

On  either  side  her  tranced  form 
Forth  streaming  from   a  braid  of 
pearl; 
The    slumbrous    light    is    ricli    and 
warm, 
And    moves   not    on    the   rounded 
curl. 

II 

The  silk  star-broider'd  coverlid 

Unto  her  limbs  itself  doth  mould 
Languidly  ever ;  and.  amid 
Her  full  black  ringlets  downwarti 
roird, 
Glows   forth    each    softly  -  shadow'd 
arm 
"With    bracelets    of    the    diamond 
bright.  90 

Her  constant  beauty  doth  inform 
Stillness  with  love,  and  dav  with 
light. 


m 

She  sleeps;   her  breathing 
heard 
In  palace  chambers  far  ap 
The  fragrant  tresses  are  not 
That  He  upon  her  charme 
She  sleeps ;  on  either  hand  1 
The     gold-fringed    pillo 
prest; 
She   sleeps,    nor   dreams^ 
dwells 
A  perfect  form  in  perfect 

THE  ASBIYAL 

I 

All  precious  things,  discoi? 

To  those  tliat  seek  them  is 
For  love  in  sequel  works  wi 

And  draws  the  veil  frc 
worth. 
He  travels  far  from  other  si 

His  mantle  glitters  on  the 
A  faiiT  Prince,  with  joyful 

And  lighter-footed  than  tl 

II 

The  bodies  and  the  bones  ol 

That  strove  in  other  days 
Are  wither'd  in  the  thorny  c 

Or  scatter'd  blanching  on 
He  gazes  on  the  silent  dead 

*Thoy    perish'd     in    the 
deeds.' 
This  proverb  flashes  thro*  h 

•  The  many  fail,  the  one  s 

III 

lie  comes,   scarce  knowing 
seeks ; 
He  breaks    the  hedge; 
then* : 
The  color  flies  into  his  cheel 
He  trusts    to    light  on 
fair ; 
For  all  his  life  the  charm  di 
Al)out  his  path,  and  hove 
With  words  of  promise  in  h 
And  wliisper  d  voices  at  I 


More 


and 


IV 

close 


his 


close 
wind  : 
The  Mairic  Music  in  his  h 
Beats  quick  and  quicker,  til 
The  quiet  chamber  far  ap 
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fe  spirit  fliiin-rs  liki-  ft  lark, 
11  >;i<ips  — 1»  kisM  hiT  — on  liis 
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Tbe  )Kim>t  si-rcuiii'il,  Uic  |)iiii'(K' 
wtiiull'il, 
Till'    tmiid    ami   pcip'   R-ritWd   tlic 

THE  KKVIVAL 
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The  barons  swore,  with  many  words, 
'T  was  but  an  after-dinner's  nap. 

IV 

*  Pardy/  return'd  the  king,  'but  still 

My  joints  are  somewhat  stiff  or  so. 
My  lord,  and  shall  we  pass  the  bill 

I  mention'd  half  an  hour  ago  ? '    160 
The  chancellor,  sedate  and  vain, 

In  courteous  words  return'd  reply. 
But  dallieil  with  his  golden  chain. 

And,  smiling,  put  the  question  by. 

THE  pEPARTURE 
I 

And  on  her  lover's  arm  she  leant, 

And  round  her  waist  she  felt  it  fold. 
And  far  across  the  hills  they  went 

In   that  new  world   which  is  the 
old; 
Across  the  hills,  and  far  away 

Beyond  their  utmost  purple  rim,  170 
And  deep  into  the  dying  day 

The  happy  princess  followed  him. 

II 

*  I  'd  sleep  another  hundred  years, 

O  love,  for  such  another  kiss ; ' 
*0,  wake  for  ever,  love,'  she  hears; 
*0  love,   'twas  such  as  this  and 
this,' 
And  o'er  them  many  a  sliding  star 
And    many    a    merry    wind    was 
borne. 
And,   streamed  thro'  many  a  golden 
bar. 
The  twilight  melted  into  mom.     180 

ni 

•O  eyes  long  laid  in  liappy  sleep  !' 

*  O  happy  sleep,  that  lightly  fled  I ' 
O  happy  kiss,  that  woke  thy  sleep  I ' 

*  O  love,  thy  kiss  would  wake  the 

dead!' 
And  o'er  them  many  a  flowing  range 

Of  vapor  buoy'd  the  cresceut-bark, 
And,  rapt  thro'  many  a  rosy  change, 

The  twilight  died  into  the  dark. 

IV 

*  A  hundred  summers !  can  it  l)e  ? 

And   whither  goest   thou,   tell  me 
where  ?  *  uyo 

O,  seek  my  father's  court  with  mt'. 
For  there  are  greater  wonders  thi-re,' 


And  o'er  the  hills,  and  far  aii 
Beyond  their  utmost  porpl 

Beyond  tlie  night,  across  the 
Thro'  all  the  world  she  folic 

MORAL 
I 

So,  Lady  Flora,  take  my  lay 

And  if  you  find  no  moral  t 
Go,  look  m  any  glass  and  saj 

What  moral  is  in  being  fai 
O,  to  what  uses  shall  we  put 

The   wild  weed-flower  thai 
blows  ? 
And  is  there  any  moral  shut 

Within  the  bosom  of  the  n 

II 

But  any  man  Uiat  walks  the 

In  bud   or   blade  or  bio 
find. 
According  as  his  humors  lea< 

A  meaning  suited  to  his  m 
And  liberal  applications  lie 

In  Art  like  Nature,  deares 
So  't  were  to  cramp  its  use  il 

Should  hook  it  to  some  us4 

L'ENVOI 
I 

You  shake  your  head.      A 
string 
Your  finer  female  sense  ofl 
Well  —  were  it  not  a  pleasan 
To  fall  asleep  with  all  one* 
To  pass  with  all  our  social  ti 
To  silenc**  from  the  paths  < 
And  every  hundred  years  to 
And    learu    the   world,   8 
again : 

I  To  sU'Cp  thro'  terms  of  migh 
I  And  wake  on  science  { 
I  inort*. 

On  secrrts  of  the  brain,  the  s 
As  wild  as  aught  of  fairy  1 
;  And    all    that    else    the     yi 
I  show. 

The  Poet-forms  of  strongei 
The  vast  Republics  that  ma^ 
The  Federations  and  the  f 
Titanic  forces  taking  birth 

In  divers  sea<ons^  divers  cl 

For  we  are  Ancients  of  the  e 

And  in  the  morning  of  the 


AMPHION 


133 


II 

fpin;;,  6o  aroused  from  sleep 
(}'  siinnv  decads  new  und  strange. 
ly  qulnquenniads,    would    we 
rmp 

t1«»wer   and    quintessence    of 
change. 

Ill 

t  would  I  —  and  would  I  might ! 
urii  your  eyes  my  faney  take  — 

I  tlH'  ttrMt  to  l<*ap*to  light 

I  might  kiss  those  eyes  awaki- ! 

II  I  right,  or  am  I  wmng,  241 
-hu<>s«*  your  own  you  did  not 
an* : 

havf*  mn  moral  from  the  soiiir. 
I  will  take  my  pleasure  then* : 
rn  I  right  or  am  I  wrong, 
unt-y.  ranging  thrt>'  and  thro'. 
"th  a  meaning  for  the  S4)iig, 
•rt-e  will  still  n-vert  to  you. 
d>  a  rloser  truth  than  this 
Turrful  head,  so  richly  eurlM. 
•Tim.irt*  a  eoslly  kiss  251 

;»rrliuie  to  soin**  brighter  world. 

IV 

■  •   t!i«*  tiinr  wIh'ii  Adum  tlr>t 
r  n  I  d  hi-  Kv«'  in  liap[\v  hour. 

•  ry  bird  of  Kd<-ii  hur^it 
f'-l    cvi-ry  l»ii(I  tn  tli^wtT, 

y.  s.  lik«'  tiiiiH'.  have  w.-ikru'd 

■  lipH.    like   thirn',   so   swrrtly 

.■=fi  •!  r 

■ -M  *\\'   d'Hjhl*'  r<»«»r!uid  ilr')'»|i^ 
r;'.'p  **.  i,f  tli»-  piiisjvr  iniml  . 

i'/  T'wi  i^-arl)  >»-ir  in\  n|\  1 1|. 
'••  •  p-  :i  dp  ailll««»'»'»li'rp  toirw. 
'  U\   ki"*.*  -i  undi«»''<ilv»il. 
!•■•-  th»t'  Tii'ifh*  r  iiiar  iht  ^<«- 

ik  iT         In  t||»-  !\:inir  lit   \\\*i\ 
.1  ih*"  rii:iit^  th;i!    nam'-  may 
::v.  . 
-•'  •!  tin-  nwinl  "f  tli\  lif*-. 

•  h.it  f'iF  \\lii«  h  1  r:ir«-  t'»  li\ < 


KriL<KJI  K 

i  V  KI'Ta.  tak«   ni\  1  \y. 

":'  ;.  •  i  rind  a  nitifiiti-j-  r||.  ri 

,ji.  r  !•»  \onr  l'!.-!-*-.    i':<1  ^.i\ 

r  \\«irirl»T  it'  III    Tliiiik  -  itn    :;i:!  .'* 

^■■rid'T  I  wa**  aM  i.'.\v  j- 

i.iji**  th«.*  sori^'  fi-r  \«»iir  dtdJL'ht 


Like  long-tail'd  birds  of  Paradise 
That  float  thro'  heaven,  and  cannot 
light  ? 
Or  old-world  trains,  uplu*ld  at  court 
By  (Uipi<l-lK)ys  of  blooniint;  hue  — 
.  But  take  it  —  earnest  whI  with  si>ort. 
And  either  aaereil  unto  vou.  jSo 


AMPHIOX 

My  father  left  a  park  to  me, 

But  it  is  wild  and  barren. 
A  ganlen  too  with  scarce  a  tri'C, 

And  waster  than  a  warren; 
Yet  sjiy  the  neighbors  when  they  call 

It  is  not  bad  but  gixnl  land, 
An<l  in  it  is  the  germ  of  all 

That  gn)ws  within  the  woodland. 

O,  had  I  lived  when  song  wasgrcnt 

In  days  of  old  Amphion,  10 

Ami  ta'en  my  tlddle  to  the  pite. 

Nor  carctl  for  SM'd  or  s<-ion  ! 
And  had  I  lived  when  scuiir  was  great. 

And  leirs  of  trees  w«Ti'  limber. 
And  ta'j'M  my  lidilb-  to  tin*  L'"ate. 

And  tiddled  in  tin-  rimber  I 

"V  \^  ^aid  h«-  had  a  tuneliil  toiiiriU", 

SiK  li  iiajipy  inTonatinn. 
When  viT  In-  Nit  d«t\vn  and  ^uni: 

lb'  bit  a  small  plantari«»ii  ; 
\\  iier«\<  r  in  a  li>nrly  uruxe 

ir«-  ^<  r  up  lii^  fnrlnrn  pipes. 
'I'lif  I'Liits  i):ik  U'-jan  fn  niMM', 

And  tl'>Miul«'r  int')  ln-rnpipcs. 

'I'll'-  m«»ii!itain  sTJrrd  i'>  bii«.hN  crown. 

And.  a^  traditjnn  fi-urlii-^. 
^  I  ■uni'"  a^lM  ^  pii<  'li'  •  •'  d  <i'  >\N  n 

( 'iifpiiT!  ir- 1:  w  't  li  \  •  I'lni:  bi  I  I  111  *  ; 
\iid  br!"M\    Nine. 'in' I  \\\   wi'itli 

II:in  t'■'r^^  .i!'i  tn  lii-  ?  !i\  iii:!i  j. 
.\i:d  t  r-'m  tin-  \alli\  -  'I'-i'  ri"   it  ii 

<  ".m.'    Ir'l'-  cMp-i  -  t  '.in-'-ip-j 
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Came  wet-shod  alder  from  the  wave, 

Came  yews,  a  dismal  coterie ; 
Each  pluck'd  his  oue  foot  from  the 
grave, 

Poussetting  with  a  sloe-tree ; 
Old  elms  came  breaking  from  the 
vine. 

The  vine  stream'd  out  to  follow, 
A.nd,  sweating  rosin,  plump'd  the  pine 

From  many  a  cloudy  hollow. 

And  was  n't  it  a  sight  to  see. 

When,  ere  his  sons;  was  ended,      50 
■  Like  some  great  landslip,  tree  by  tree, 

The  country-side  desa'nded ; " 
And  shepherds  from  the  mountain- 
eaves 

Look'd  down,   half- pleased,  half- 
frighten*d. 
As  dash'd  about  the  drunken  leaves 

The  random  sunshine  lighteu'd  ? 

O,  Nature  first  was  fresh  to  men. 

And  wanton  without  measure ; 
So  vouthful  and  so  llexile  then, 

You  moved  her  at  your  pleasure.  60 
Twang  out,   my   liiidle !    shake    tht* 
twigs ! 

And  make  her  dance  attendance  ; 
Blow,  tlute.  and  stir  the  stilf-set  sprigs. 

And  scirrhous  roots  and  tendons  1 

'Tis  vain  !  in  such  a  bmssy  age 

I  couM  not  move  a  thistle ; 
The  very  sparrows  in  the  hcdjre 

Scan'f  answer  to  my  whistle : 
Or  at  the  most,  when  three- parts  sick 

With  strunimin*:  and  with  scrapinir, 
A  jackjiss  ht?ehaws  from  the  rick,     V* 

The  passive  oxen  gapinir. 

But  what  is  that  I  hear  ?  a  soinid 

Like  shfcpy  counsel  pleadinir; 
O    Lord!  —  'tis    in    my    neighbor's 
•rrouiul. 

The  nuxliTu  Musi'S  rea<liug. 
They  read  liotanic  Treatises, 

And    Works   on    Ganieuing    tlmV 
there. 
And  Metlio^is  of  Transplant  in i:  Tn-cs 

To  look  as  if  thev  irn-w  iherc.        so 


J    o' 


The  wither'd  Misses!  how  they  prose 
O'er  books  of  travell'd  .*ieanien. 

iVnd  show  you  slips  of  all  that  grows 
From  England  to  Van  Dienien. 


They  read  in  arbors  dipt  and  cat; 

And  alleys,  faded  places, 
By  squares  of  tropic  Bunmier  shut 

And  warm'd  in  crystal  caaea 

But  these,  tho'  fed  with  careful  dirt 

Are  neither  green  nor  sappy ; 
Half -conscious  of  the  garden-squirt. 

The  spindlings  look  unhappy. 
Better  to  me  the  meanest  weed 

That  blows  upon  its  mountain. 
The  vilest  herb  that  runs  to  seed 

Beside  its  native  fountein. 

And  I  must  work  thro'  months  of  tc 
And  years  of  cultivation. 

Upon  my  proper  patch  of  soil 
To  grow  my  own  plantation. 

I  '11  take  the  lowers  as  they  fall, 
I  will  not  yez  my  bosom : 

Enough  if  at  the  end  of  all 

A  little  garden  blossom.    . 

^  .' 

)   ''•   -■• 
SAINT  AGNES'  EVE 

Deep  on  the  convent-roof  the  snow 

Are  sj^arkling  to  Uie  moon ; 
3Iy  brt;ath  to  heaven  like  vapor  gCH 

May  niv  soul  follow  soon ! 
The  shadows  of  the  convent-towers 

Slant  down  the  snowv  sward. 
Still  creeping  with  the  creeping  ho! 

That  lea<l  me  to  my  Lord. 
^Like  Thou  my  spirit  pure  and  clea 

As  are  tlie  frostv  skies, 
Or  this  tirst  snowdrop  of  the  year 
.  That  in  my  bosom  lies. 

-Vs  these  white  robes  arc  soird  a 
dark. 

To  yimiijT  shining  ground; 
As  this  pale  lapers  earthly  si)ark. 

To  y( Miller  arirent  mund ; 
S«i  shows  my  m)u1  Ix'fore  the  Lamb, 

My  sjMrit  before  Thee  ; 
So  in  mine  earthly  hou*^*  I  am. 

To  that  I  1k>]k;  to  be. 
Bri'ak  up  the  heavens,  ()  lA^ni  I  and  f 

Tliro*  all  yon  starlight  keen. 
Draw    Hie.    thy    bride,    a    glitteri 
star, 

In  raiment  white  and  clean. 

He  lifts  me  to  the  golden  doors; 
The  tlashes  come  and  go ; 


bvr  ■UuTT  Do 
vlirf  liiiltUlM-Ino-, 
i  on  nifl  iiji!  ibir  luirs 

41  imek.  aiMl  [>r  »iUilB 

t»<i    tbi-  Ursvi'iiir  Itri>I«itTooin 

<  n*)i«  me  piir«  of  hId. 
•  «(  KUivUr, 

panilirlilr'- 


'  And  tiuvD  von  It»t  ynrnrhtMrt}'   hIw 

'Ami  tiruyou  murritd  jDt  Gdwiidi 
amy  I'  — '-^ 


Bltli-rly  1 
WwMPt  Km 


III  MorolaDd  ipnki-  I^^H 
Ett'iiliij;  I  tuni  d  twaj^^l 
ma  MiirclainI,  liivvno^^H 
-]i   till-   bwrl  al   Kd^H 

r  ftlir  iQTnl  mf  irdl.  ^^| 
wr  Father'*  and  ntOtuftf 
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'Bitterly  wept  I  over  the  stone  : 

Hitterlv  weeping  1  turnM  awav. 
TlH-re  lirs  the  btxlv  t)f  Ellen  Adair! 


Grav  : ' 


'Shy  she  was,  and    I    thought  her 
cold. 
Thought   her  proud,  and  fleti  over 
the  sea ; 
Fiird  1  was  with  folly  and  spite. 
When  Ellen  Adair  wasdying  for  me. 

'  Cruel,  (Tuel  the  words  I  said  ! 

Cruelly  came  they  back  to-dav : 
'  You  're  too  slight  and  tickle,"  1  said, 
"To  trouble  the  heart  of  Edward 
Gray." 

•  There  I  put  my  face  in  the  grass  — 

Whisper'd,  * 'Listen  to  my  despair  ; 
I  repent  me  of  all  I  did ; 
Speak  a  little,  Ellen  Adair  1 " 

'Then  I  took  a  pencil,  and  wrote 
On  the  mossy  stone,  as  I  lay, 

**  Here  lies  the  body  of  Ellen  Adair  ; 
And    here   the    heart    of    Edward 
Gravl" 

*  Love  may  come,  and  love  may  go, 

And  11 V,  like  a  bird,  fnim  tree  to  ! 
tnt^  : 
But  [  will  love  no  more,  no  more, 
Till  Ellen  Adair  vouw  bark  to  me. 


An«l    there    the  heart   of   Etlwanl  ; 


SIR  GALAHAD 

My  g<.>od  blade  carvrs  the  ra^ques  i>f 
men. 

Mv  touirh  lance  thrustfth  sun-. 
My  stn-nirth  is  as  the  strength  i)f  trn. 

Herausr  my  h«art  is  pun-. 
The  shatterintr  trunip<-t  shrilleth  lilirh. 

Tht!  hard  brands  .shiver  on  \hv  stti'l. 
The  splinterM  sivar-shafts  crack  and 
lly. 

Tin*  h'^rs*'  and  ride-r  ret^l  ; 
Tlu'v  rorl.  tlu'V  rnll  in  clanirinir  lists.  ., 

And  when  thr  tidr*  of  combat  stands. 
Perfume  and  tiowtTs  fall  in  shmvers. 

That  lightly  rain  fn>m  ladies'  hands. 

How  sweet  arr*  looks  that  ladies  bend 
On  whom  thr-ir  favi^rs  fall  I 


For  them  I  battle  till  the  end. 

To  save  from  ahame  and  thrall ; 
But  all  my  heart  is  drawn  above. 

My  knees  are  bow'd  in  crrpt  ai 
shrine ; 
I  never  felt  the  kiss  of  love. 

Nor  maiden's  liand  in  mine. 
More  bounteous  aspects  on  me  bean 

Me  mightier  transports  move  ai 
thnll : 
So  keep  I  fair  thro'  faith  and  prayei 

A  virgin  heart  in  work  and  wiU. 

When    down    the    stormy    crescei 
goes, 

A  light  before  me  swims. 
Between  dark  stems  the  forest  glow 

I  hear  a  noise  of  hynma. 
Then  by  some  secret  shrine  I  ride : 

I  hear  a  voice,  but  none  are  there ; 
The   stalls   are  void,  the  doors  ai 
wide, 

The  tapers  burning  fair. 
Fair  glmms  the  snowy  altar-cloth. 

The  silver  vessels  sparkle  clean. 
The  shrill  bell  rings,  the  censor  swing 

And  sf>lemn   cnaunts  resound  b 
tween. 

Sometimes  on  lonely  mountain-mere 

1  find  a  magic  bark. 
I  leap  on  board ;  no  helmsman  steer 

I  tloat  till  all  is  dark. 
A  gentle  sound,  an  awful  light ! 

Thnf  angels  bear  the  Holv  Grail ; 
AVith  folded  feet,  in  stoles  of  white. 

On  sleeping  wings  they  saiL 
Ah,  blessed  visii»n  !  blooci  of  God  ! 

^[y  s])irit  beats  her  mortal  bars. 
As  down  dark  tides  the  glory  slides. 

And  starlik<'  mingles  with  the  star 

When  on  my  g«x>lly  charger  borne 

ThnV  drejiming  towns  I  go. 
Thr  ctnk  crows    crre    the  Christmi 
nn)rn. 

The  streets  are  dumb  with  snow. 
Th<^  trmpcst  enickles  on  the  leads. 

And.  rinirinir.  springs  from   brar 
and  mail : 
But  i»\t  the  <l:irk  a  iilory  spreads, 

Ami  iriUU  tin*  driving  haiL 
I  N'livi'  th»'  plain.  I  climb  the  height 

Xu  brant  liy  thicket  shelter  yields; 
But  bU'ssod  forms  in  whi.stling  storn 

Fly  o'er  waste  fens  and  windy  tield 
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w4rn  kDJjcht  — to  me  ia  gtren    61 

urh  hitpv,  1  konv  uot  fear : 

■un  t'l  biVHtLv  tlM.'  Hira  of  1ii>avcti 

tai  ••{ten  iiiet-t  ini;  litre. 

,-jiF  i>[i  J>>y  that  will  not  ccosc. 

''.ur  >|iBi.i-!i  c'l'itbcd  iti  livinjr  beams. 

!<■  lilif*  iif  rttTiuil  iwaci;. 

CUm-  irIom  luiuiit  my  ilrttunA ; 

d.  <tri(-kt-ii  br  ad  anjji-rs  haiHl, 

tV*  mortal  armor  tbat  I  wiitr.      ;u 

ii  vripht  ami  size,  this  LiiirL  niiil 

\i<-  loiich'd,  lire    tum'd  to  finest 


ecloutift  are  bn>ki'D  in  thw  sky, 
iad  thro'  tku  molt  III  uiu-wnlU 
Kjllinu  lirpin-hHnnoiiy 
ittii'  up  an)  shaki'8  am)  fulls. 


Then  more  the  trees,  the  copseH  nod, 
WinpM  Hiittcr.  voices  hover  ek-ar: 

'O  Just,  uiiil  faithful  knight  of  Uod  '. 
Itiile  on  !  the  {iri/.i-  U  near,'  >c 

So  jHLSH  I  lioMtfl,  hall,  and  fcnmze ; 
By  lirltljre  niiil   ford,  by  ))urk  and 

All-nnii  il  i  riiie.  whate'er  betide. 
Until  1  flnU  the  Holy  (irail. 


MADK    AT    THE   rOt'K 

O  ruTMi'  head-waiter  at  The  Cock, 

To  whieli  I  most  nwotl. 
How  picittlie  tiuii'?  'Tistlvco'clm-k 

<iu  fcteh  11  pint  of  port; 
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But  let  it  not  be  such  as  that 
You  set  before  chance-comers. 

But  such  whose  father-grape    grew 
fat 
On  Lusitanian  summers. 

No  vain  libation  to  the  Muse, 

But  may  she  still  be  kind,  lo 

And  whisper  lovely  words,  and  use 

Her  influence  on  the  mind. 
To  make  me  write  my  random  rhymes, 

Ere  they  be  half-fbrgotteu  ; 
Nor  add  and  alter,  many  times, 

Till  all  be  ripe  and  roUen. 

I  pledge  her,  and  she  comes  and  dips 

Her  laurel  in  the  wine. 
And  lays  it  thrice  upon  my  lips, 

These  favor'd  lips  of  mine ;  20 

Until  the  charm  have  power  to  make 

New  life-blood  wanu  the  bosom, 
And  barren  commonplaces  break 

In  full  and  kindly  blossom. 

I  pledge  her  silent  at  the  board ; 

Her  gradual  lingers  steal 
And  touch  uj)on  the  master-chord 

Of  all  I  felt  and  feel. 
Old  wishes,  ghosts  of  broken  plans, 

And  phantom  hoi>es  assemble  ;      30 
And  that  child's  heart  within  the  man's 

Begins  to  move  and  tremble. 

Thro*  many  an  hour  of  sununcr  suns, 

By  many  pleasant  ways. 
Against  its  fountain  upwanl  runs 

The  current  of.  my  days. 
[  kiss  the  lips  1  once  have  kiss'd  ; 

The  gtislight  wavers  dimmer ; 
And  softly,  thro'  a  vinous  mist, 

My  college  friendships  glimmer.    40  ; 

I  crow  in  worth  and  wit  and  sense, 

L^nboling  critic-pen, 
Or  that  eternal  want  of  pence 

Which  ve.xes  public  men. 
Who  hold  their  hands  to  all,  and  cry 

For  that  which  all  deny  them  — " 
'.Vho    swtfcp    the    crossings,    wet    or  | 
dry. 

And  all  the  world  iro  by  them.  i 

Ah  I  yet.  tho'  all  the  world  forsiike. 

Thb*  fortune  clip  my  wings,  50  > 

I  will  not  cramp  my  heart,  nor  take 

Half- views  of  men  and  things. 


Let  Whig  and  Tory  stir  their  blood 
There  must  be  stormv  weather ; 

But  for  some  true  result  of  good 
All  parties  work  together. 

Let  there  be  thistles,  there  are  grapi 

If  old  things,  there  are  new ; 
Ten  thousand  broken  lights  and  1 

Yet  glimpses  of  tho  true. 
Let  raffs  be  rife  in  prose  and 

We  lack  not  rhymes  and 
As  on  this  whirligig  of  Time 

We  circle  with  the 


This  earth  is  rich  in  man  and 

With  fair  horizons  bound ; 
This  whole  wide  earth  of 
shade 

Comes  out  a  perfect  round. 
High  over  roaring  Temple-bar, 

And  set  in  heaven's  thini 
I  look  at  all  things  as  they 

But  thro'  a  kind  of  gloiy. 


Head- waiter,  honored  by  the  guest 

Half-mu.sed,  or  reeling  ripe. 
The  pint  you  brought  me  was  t 
best* 

That  ever  came  from  pipe. 
But  tlio'  the  port  surpasses  praise. 

My  nerves  have  dealt  witli  stiffer. 
Is  there  some  magic  in  the  place  ? 

Or  do  my  peptics  differ  ? 

For  since  I  came  to  live  and  learn. 

No  pint  of  white  or  red 
Had  ever  half  the  power  to  turn 

This  wheel  within  my  head. 
Which  bears  a  season'd  brain  about, 

I'lisubject  to  confusion. 
TIio'  soak'd  and  saturate,  out  and  01 

Thro*  every  convolution. 

For  I  am  of  a  numen^us  house. 

With  many  kinsmen  gay. 
Where  long  and  largely  we  carouse 

As  who  shall  say  me  nay  ? 
Each  month,  a  birthday  coming  on. 

We  drink,  defying  trouble. 
Or  s«>inetiraes  two  would  meet  in  01 

And  then  we  drank  it  double  ; 

Whether  the  vintage,  yet  unkepi. 
Had  relish  fierv-new. 
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jr  Mu«-.  (I  I* ! 
(I'd  lo  my  oil : 
1  with  UmI  raoml  ot  Ibis. 


Ik  luoksuot  llkcihct'oniiiumbraHl   j 
Tliitt  wiih  tbu  auikSn  dally  : 

I  Uiliik  hi-  name,  likf  Oanj-mnle, 
From  Mtou  df llglitf ul  T^Jcy. 

"nn-  Cpck  Wftn  of  k  larjtCT  rRg 

Thiiii  iiM-.l.iti  ii.-.iillr\  .lri.f>. 
Strpt  f.n>    -'  ■'---     r  '.  L-, 


Till  In  s 


t  wu  an  bin  Joy, 
It'Xitp  bodtid  Iwy 

i  uixt  .'hiU'li'd  Iiiin.  fait  K 
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His  brothers  of  the  weather  stood 
Stock-still  for  sheer  amazement 

But   he,  by  farmstead,   tliorpe,   and 
spire* 

And  follow 'd  with  acclaims, 
A  sign  to  many  a  staring  diire, 

Came  crowing  over  Tliames.         140 
Right  down  by  smoky  Paul's  they 
bore, 

Till,  where  the  street  grows  straiter, 
One  fix'd  for  ever  at  the  door. 

And  one  became  head- waiter. 


But  whither  would  my  fancy  go  ? 

How  out  of  place  she  makes 
The  violet  of  a  legend  blow 

Among  the  chops  and  steaks  ! 
•T  is  but  a  stewanl  of  the  can. 

One  filiade  more  plump  than  com 
mon; 
As  Just  and  mere  a  serving  man 

As  any  bom  of  woman. 


150 


I  ranged  too  high :   what  draws  me 
down 

Into  tht»  common  dav  ? 
Is  it  tho  wciirht  of  that  half-crown 

Whiili  I  siiall  liavo  to  pay  ? 
For,  somcthinir  duller  than  at  lirst, 

Ni>r  wholly  comfortahlc, 
1  sit,  my  empty  trla<s  rrviTs^l, 

And  thniinniinjj:  on  thf  table;       I'o 

Half  fearful  tliat.  with  st*lf  at  strife, 

I  take  myself  to  task. 
Lest  of  the  fulness  of  my  life 

I  leave  an  empty  flask  : 
For  1  had  h(»iH',  by  s<^niething  nire, 

To  prove  myself  a  poj-t. 
But,  while  I  plan  and  ])lan.  my  hair 

Is  gray  before  I  know  it. 

!?5o  fares  it  since  the  years  begsm. 

Till  they  be  gatherd  up  ;  170 

The  tnithl  that  flies  the  flowing  can, 

Will  haunt  the  vacant  cup: 
And  others'  follies  teaeh  us  not. 

Nor  much  their  wisdom  teaches: 
And  most,  of  sterling  worth,  is  what 

Our  own  exi>erienee  preaches. 

A.h.  let  the  rusty  theme  alone  I 
We  know  not  what  we  know. 


I  But  for  my  pleasant  hour,  't  is  go 
I     'T  is  gone,  and  let  it  go. 
:  'T  is   gone  :  a  thousand    socfa  ] 
slipt 
Awav  from  ray  embraces. 
And  fallen  into  the  dusty  crypt 
Of  darken'd  forms  ana  facea 

Go,  therefore,  thou  !  thy  betters  1 

Ix>ng  since,  and  came  no  more ; 
With  peals  of  genial  clamor  sent 

From  many  a  tavern-door. 
With    twisted    quirks    and    h^ 
hits. 

From  misty  men  of  letters ; 
The  tavern-hours  of  mighty  witf,' 

Thine  elders  and  thy  betters ; 

Hours   when   the  Poet's  words 

Had  yet  their  native  glow. 
Nor  yet  the  fear  of  little  books 

Had  made  him  talk  for  show  ; 
But.  all  his  vast  heart  sherris-wan 

He  flash'd  his  random  si>eeche8. 
Ere  (lavs  that  deal  in  ana  swarm'd 

His  literarv  leeches. 

So  mix  for  ever  with  the  past. 

Like  all  .ir(H)il  things  on  earth! 
For  should  I  prize  thee,  couldst  t 
last. 

At  half  thy  real  worth  ? 
I  hold  it  goo<i,  g«Kxi   things  sh< 
pass : 

With  time  1  will  not  quarrel ; 
It  is  but  yon<ler  empty  glass 

That  makes  me  maudlin-nioraL 


Head- waiter  of  the  chop  house  hei 

To  which  I  most  res<irt, 
I  too  must  part ;  1  hold  thee  dear 

For  this  go(xi  pint  of  port. 
For  this,  tium  shalt  from  all   th 
suck 

Marrow  of  mirth  and  laughter ; 
And    wheresoe'er    thou    move,    1 
luck 

Shall  fling  her  old  shoe  after. 

But  thou  wilt  never  move  from  he 
The  sphere  thy  fate  allots  ; 

Thv  latter  days  increased  with  pe 
60  down  among  the  pots; 


LADV   CLARE 


bencat  bjr  the  gratsy  glrnm 
tt«  of  biingTT  alDncr?. 
K  Urdwl  wltli  the  flloam 
tj  tiioiwuKl  diniu^n, 

we  funw,  would   shift  oiir 

.  MniMl  wllb  ttir  lot  t 

MdwbM-«Dd-bat: 
■BdjPh  ttod  come  agdo, 
dBff  nk«  the  powit.  i}o 

cb'a  bj  sOvnt  gentleiDen, 
rifle  wilh  tine  cruet 

K  Mi  ham  thj  tcpniost  head 

SiMlbueldieH: 

■•  tt*   butcful    crow    shal! 


Hfrtnl  Miitooxes. 

■■«  Deaib,    like   some   laic 

BMl, 

cmD  ttoe  from  Um  boxes,     i^a 

m  be  calln,  and  Itiou  ebntt  cense 

iM>  Uk  gtituA  floor, 

flu  down  ui  unctuous  lease 

■Talialt  cwn  no  more. 

red  cnMv-bottea.  the  types  of 


Vpol  neatly  graTen. 

LADY  CI.ARR 

Jw  tfane  whtn  lllioi  blow, 

loodaarB  hlghoa  up  In  air. 

onaU    broa«:ht   a    Illy  w lilt* 

w 

r«  Ua  mnila,  Ijuly  Clare. 

Tdidttolp 


I'd  were  they ; 
wed  the  morrow  mom- 
the  day  I 


I  BOt  lo*a  me  for  my  birth, 
or  mf  hnlB  id   bruad  anil 

Me  fbrmy  own  true  wnrtti, 
■•  b  wcU,'  mU  L«d>  Clari'. 


t^ 


In  then;  cnme  oKI  Alice  the  nurse.         - 
SakI,  '  Who  wad  this  that  went  from  *t 


•O,  God  be  thank'd,'  said  Alice  Hu 
'That  all  comes  round  k>  Juat  and 


■  Are  ye  out  o(  yojir  mind,  my  nurae, 

Raid  Lady  Clare.  '  that  yc  speak  m> 

'Ai  God 'saboTe^' said  Alice  the  ntirai, 
■  1  B|)eak  the  truth:  yon  are  my  child. 

'  The  fAA  carl's  daughter  died  at  my 

Ifipeak  tbelrutli,  as  I  live  by  broad  I 
I  buried  her  like  mv  own  sweet  child. 
And  put  my  child  In  her  el«ad.' 


■  Nay  now,  roy  ehild.'  said  Alice  tin 

'But  keep  Ihc  secret  for  your  life, 
And  nil  vou  have  will  be  Lord  Ko- 
naTd'is 
When  you  are  man  and  wife.' 


I'ull  cilT.  null  oS,  thn  brooch  of  gold. 

And    fling    the  diamond    oecklace 

by.-  „ 

'Nay  now.  my  child.'  said  Alice  t4ic 


ir  tber«  be  any  faith  In  a 

-Nnj  now.  wliiit  fnithT'  ludd  Allca 
the  nurse ; 

'  Tlie  man  will  vIkhvo  unto  hii  riKht.* 
'And  heBhallhsTFlt.' the  lady  replied. 

'Tbo'  I  ahould  die  to-tA(i\tL' 
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'Yi't  fiivo  ODO  kiss  to  your  mother 

AIhs.  my  cbilil.  I  ftiiiu'il  for  thit- ! ' 
't.>  molliLT,  iiiDtlufr,  mother,'  she  auiil, 
'  S<)  Htruiip.'  it  Nuciiis  111  me. 


i^Ih'  cliul  ht'rtu'ir  in  a  niwKt  f;(iwD, 
.    Sl»'  WHS  no  loiiKi-r  I.mij-  Clare ; 
4«lti<  W(<iit  liy  (lalf,  iiiid  tilic  tvcut  by 
iliiwn. 
With  II  !tiii>;1i'  nw  in  )ii'r  liulr.        60 

TlH-  lilv-whil.' <lix-  Lonl  l^Mlald  bud 
l".n.iij,rlil 

[jiijil  u|i  friim  wln-tt-  mIh'  Ihv. 
l>r<>)>t  \wt  liinil  ill  iIk'  m:ii>it-ti'»  liiiixl. 

Amt  r,<l1.>»'<lii.T:i11lh.'n'<iy. 


t    l,.>nl    tt.miilil    rn>m   lii:i 
Cliin'.    vou    sll:iiii.'    Voiir 
yoii  iln-^t   likf  i>  vilhi^'o 
tli.'ll.iwcr  .if  tlt.'farlli*' 
ili>'^l  likcH  vi1hi^'<'m;>i.l. 


THE  CAPTAIS 

A    LEQKirD   OF  THE  XITT 

llm  that  oDly  rules  by  tenor 

Doetli  grtcToiis  wrong. 
Deep  lis  licll  I  count  hia  ltd*. 

Let  bim  hear  my  Bong. 
Brave  the  Captain  was :  the  m 

Made  a  gallant  crew. 
Gallant  Bona  of  English  freemo 

Sailors  bold  and  true. 
But  they  hatnl  bis  oppreHiim; 

Stem  ho  wan  and  rash, 
i^  for  every  liglit  transgnssiv 

Doom'd  tbc-m  to  tlic  losb. 
Day  liy  day  mnrc  liarsh  and  en 

SctWd  the  Captain's  mood. 
SitTct  wrath  like  Rmother'd  fw 

liiimt  in  each  niun's  blonl 
Yi'l  lie  iKipei,!  to  ptirchasr  girr 

HoiMii  to  taake  the  name 
<)t  lii:j  vi'asel  great  in  stoiy, 

^Yb(■^el»o■|.T  he  ctune. 
Sti  tlu'v  past  by  c«pcs  u>d  Um 

Muuy  a  harbor-niouth. 


\uAu.':  ilu  l,n.)> 


■l:ir.'. 


lid. 


In  ibf  north,  her  rum 

li-Kii-  a  ship  of  FnooK.       ■' 
Till  II  the  Captain's  color  Mf 

■Tovfitl  ntme  his  speedi;    ' 
ll.it  ;i  i'l.:>uily  gladneaa  UgtaM 

111  ibe  i-ye«  of  each. 
■  I  iL^i*..-  be  said ;  tbethlpflswl 

\:.i  IbewioddldUov; 
>■:.:•  :y.  liffhily,  weatdMaai 

I"::  sh.'  near'd  th«  tot. 
r:   ::  thvv  look'd  at  himtk 

H..;  wlMt  therdeafnd; 
M  ■.:■  wiihfoldeila 

>  :  :i  CUD  was  ttrad. 
:^^v  bi^jud  tbe  ftiimi 

;;  .:.r:;.-  ■>ut  their  dooMt 
A     ::.:  :i-.r  wss  ttvn  1b  a 

i>.-!i:^e  wpDt  the  ta 

^■   .>    ;«-iTe    Fpltnto'd,    1 

:f  Mlli'keraln; 

■  -.M  anddtvk  wflfsMri 

■  •:  &:).i  brains  of  mn. 
^-  .-•    we-e    «plinTer*d:   to 

'■-  --ten ; 
V. :-.  7a*Mher-Bson— 


^^  THK   LORD  OF   BURLEIGH                        14J 

^Hl-DU     WOnl      »li<K 

TllK  LURD  UF  BLTtLEIGH 

E^r... 

In  licrotflid  wliUpcragAll;, 

■  Ml  Ihry  wi-TS  lylii);. 

'  If  m;  limrt  hy  nJenH  rtui  tfll. 

HaiUi'ii.  1  kttve  waldiJ  Uiw  UoUr. 

Ami  I  lliink  th<m  loV»i  mc  wrfl.* 

r  fkcm  Krim. 

uallD  on  Um. 

Slic  replica,  In  ncwnte  falnler. 

-There  [a  ii(>ii<<  1  luvo  Hki^  llifc' 

bl«  IIMIC- 

He  i«  tjiii  H  UmUi-upc  puintrr, 

tlle  uf  still  iIkJUiio' 

Ami  1.  vill!.L!r  Tiii.l.l.n  aif. 

unuiiluaiA                    fc. 

H«toli|''-  ■'^■'   '  ■■    "■    '   •■    r 

ira'd  >nd  rol. 

l-cwlsl..  ■ 

WMdMdIy  woiuulnl 

Anil  11.                                    -  roqf. 
■1  tan  .11.:                            !■■■  -ul; 

■.  :^lii.-tt 

I,<>vit   will   mnki'   our  rotUxo   plew 

Mil. 

Ami  I  iov«  lUw  more  Uiiin  lifrJ 

Tliry  liv  parks  nnJ  Indgcii  gvlng 
8L-U  tbe  ianllf  casUts  sta&il ; 

SiiRimtT  woods,  nlwut  tbfm  bluwioK, 

■■■>'i 

Mnilr  R  niumur  In  il>r  1«»1.          w 

144 


ENGLISH   IDYLS  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


Prom  deep  thought  himself  he  rouses, 

Says  to  her  tl^t  loves  him  well, 
'Let  us  see  these  handsome  houses 

Where  the  wealthy  nobles  dwell.* 
So  she  goes  by  him  attended, 

Hears  him  lovingly  converse. 
Sees  whatever  fair  and  splendid 

Lay  betwixt  his  home  and  hers ; 
Parks  with  oak  and  chestnut  shady. 

Parks  and  order'd  gardens  great,   30 
Ancient  homes  of  lord  and  lady, 

Built  for  pleasure  and  for  state. 
All  he  shows  her  makes  him  dearer ; 

Evermore  she  seems  to  gaze 
On  that  cottage  growing  nearer. 

Where  they  twain  will  spend  tlieir 
days. 
O,  but  she  will  love  him  truly  ! 

He  shall  have  a  cheerful  home , 
She  will  order  all  things  duly. 

When  beneath  his  roof  they  come.  40 
Thus  her  heart  rejoices  greatly. 

Till  a  gateway  she  discerns 
With  arniorial  l)earings  stately, 

And  beneath  the  gate  she  turns, 
Sees  a  mansion  more  majestic 

Than  all  those  she  saw  bt*fore. 
Many  a  gallant  j?ay  domestic 

Bows  before  him  at  the  door ; 
And  they  speak  in  gentle  murmur. 

When' they  answer  to  his  call,        50 
While  he  treads  with  footstep  firmer, 

Leading  on  from  hall  to  hall. 
And,  while  now  she  w<mders  blindly, 

Nor  the  meaning  can  divine. 
Proudly  turns  he  round  and  kindly, 

*  All'of  this  is  mine  and  thine.' 
Here  he  lives  in  state  and  bounty. 

Lord  of  Burleigh,  fair  and  free  ; 
Not  a  lord  in  all  the  county 

Is  so  great  a  lord  as  he.  60 

All  at  onct*  the  color  flushes 

Her    swe<'t     face     from    brow    to 
chin  : 
As  it  were  with  shame  she  blushes. 

And  her  spirit  changeii  within. 
Then  her  countenance  all  over 

Pale  again  as  death  did  prove; 
But  he  clasp*d  her  like  a  lover. 

And    he    cheer'd    her    soul    with 
love. 
So  she  strove  against  her  weakness, 

Tho*  at  times  her  spirit  Simk. 
Shaped  her  heart  with  woman's  meek 
ness 

To  all  duties  of  her  rank ; 


o 


And  a  gentle  consort  made  he. 

And  her  gentle  mind  was  audi 
That  she  grew  a  noble  lady. 

And  the  people  loved  her  mucli. 
But  a  trouble  weigh'd  upon  her. 

And  perplexed  her,  ni^ht  and  mc 
With  the  burthen  of  an  nomnr 

Unto  which  she  was  not  bora. 
Faint  she  grew,  and  ever  fainter. 

And  she  murmur'd,  *  O,  that  he 
Were  once  more  that  landscape-pah) 

Which   did    win   my   heart  h 
me!' 
So  she  droop*d  and  droop'd  bef 
him, 

Fading  slowly  from  his  side ; 
Three    &r   children    first   she  b 
him, 

Then  before  her  time  she  died. 
Weeping,  weeping  late  and  early, 

Walking  up  and  pacing  down, 
Det»ply  moum*d  the  Lord  of  Buriei| 

Burleigh -house  bv  Stamford-tow 
And  he  came  to  look  upon  her, 

And  he  look'd  at  her  and  said, 
*  Bring  the  dress  and  put  it  on  her, 

That  she  wore  when  she  was  we 
Then  her  people,  softly  treading. 

Bore  to  earth  her  body,  drest 
In  the  dress  that  she  was  wed  in. 

That  her  spirit  might  have  rest 


THE  VOYAGE 


We  left  behind  the  painted  buoy 

That  tosses  at  the  harbor-mouth 
And  madly  danced  our  hearts  with  ] 

As  fast  we  fieetcd  to  the  south. 
How  fresh  was  every  sight  and  sa 

On  open  main  or  wincung  shore ! 
We  knew  the  merry  world  wasrou 

And  we  might  sail  for  eyermore. 

II 

Warm  broke  the  breeze  against 
brow, 

Drv  sang  the  tackle,  sang  the  sail 
The  t^y's-head  upon  the  prow 

Caught  the  shrill  salt,  and  she 
the  gale. 
The  broad  seas  sweird  to  meet  the  k 

And  swept  behind  ;  so  quick  the  i 
We  felt  the  good  ship  sluike  and  r 

We  seem'd  to  sail  mto  the  sun  & 


.  w  Mw  Uui  auo  retire, 
itm  Uw  thr«iiliiJ(l  ot  Uir  dI^i, 
m  his  Ocaui  lane  of  Sre. 
tr«f>  btrnralli  lii»  |>illur'd  Uglit  1 
I  tlw  purple '«kirb:il  rutM^ 


IBchI  alowl];  dawti word  lira wu, 
'  to«  tlumbrT  (if  tlut  glrttic 
a  W«  (lai^'d  tuUi  lli«  dawD '. 


am  all  niflit  *boT«  Uiu  brim 
awn  lljtIXvn'it  Into  tIdw  ; 
limb'il  •>  ijiilcJtly,  Tar  Uio  rim 
■fed  eTVTjr  mampnt  on  wr  llew. 
I  Um  wmkiA  mtma  bctom 

•  ooomi'b  bmTlng  Held. 


I  dtwy  JiiirUurn  mitulowR  gni?n. 


BnttaegraduikiHl  Uluiur  cIuti!. 


I.  tliat  tpivadlny  mudi- 
munrmNcplnr: 
^._jaM«unlngllal«.ftnd  llooiU 

■fa^Kf  BUUdl.  WC  KtllldM)  fiLit, 

J6  aiH  ■aMict-minitlfiil  wmiU 
■r'dfara  noaeat  m  wc  pant. 


w   •wiflljr   kUi'sniVf 

mm  tb«  wbolc  km  burn'd,  ut 

lb  wMkeaof  fitew«  lure  Uk  diirk ; 
as  a  Tsrrtn  vraft  would  ilioot 
n  kavrtiK  hM  In  fair;  bow^ni. 

oalurH   Ilmlx   aui\   floucm  and 

fniit, 
;   we   Dor   pnuml   fur  fruit  nor 


For  on*  fiilr  Vlslfii  0^^^F 

Dowu  till-  waal  dji^  M 

niglil. 

Aud  Httll  we  foUoti*d  whi 
In  ho|>«  to  gAlii  upon  L 

Um  tnce  was  evtrniorc  u. 
And  flxt  upon  tlir  tar  gta-uuc ; 

But    each    man    r  ' "     ' " 


I  follow  till  1  make  ibrc  mlno.' 


And  now  w«  liwt  lin,  now  sIk  gloun'd 
I.Ike  Fancy  made  of  golden  air, 

Now  nearer  to  ite  )>row  thv  weui'd 
Liki'  Vlrtui'  Drai,  like  Knowledge 


Aitd  now.  tbcbiiMdtnMpoluireverwa. 
She  bore  Uie  bludf  ot  UbviXj. 


And  only  one  among  us —  htm 
Wii   jiIposoI    nol^hi-   wn*   wtdnin 
plrnw>d ; 

He  aaw  D(>t  far.  hi*  eyi.'S  wt^rt-  diui. 

But  ours  bu  sworv  wcjv  all  disiuunl. 
'  A  abip  of  fDcilK,'  be  ibrick'd  In  t(plU>. 

'  A  idil])  [if  fnnU,' lie  tmeer'd  and  wcpL 
And  ovtrboani  iinu  Mtonny  night 

Ik-  I'jut  his  iKxIy,  and  on  wc  iiwrpL 


And  Ofver  mil  of  our»  wb»  f iirld,     M 
Xor  uirbor  driijit  ni  eve  or  mom  : 

W(-  loved  the  glorleaof  Uic  worlil. 
But  laWH  of  tuttiire  were  our  arom. 

F»r  blaxt*  would  riae  and   rave   and 

But  wbenov  were  iIiom^  that  drovf 
the  Nail 
Actom  the  whirlwlnirit  hrttrt  of  penif 
And  ti>  and  Uiro'  tbc  conntt'T  gak-  T 

Again  to  totdf^  rllm^a  we  came. 

For  Hill  wefol)ow'dwh<nvabeled:«i 
Now  mate  U  blinfl  and  L-aulain  lame. 

And  half  ihc  i-n-w  arc  nick  or  dead. 
But.  liUnd  t.>r  lame  or  ulek  nr  aniind. 

We  follow  tbat  wbicb  lliea  betoro  ; 
Wc  know  the  merry  worid  la  round. 

Ami  wa  inr  mOtSf  prvnura. 


—-  * 


_1 
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SIR  LAUNCELOT    AND    QUEEN 
GUINEVERE 

A  FRAGMENT  ^ 

Like  souls  that  balance  joy  aud  pain, 
With  tears  and   smiles  from  heaveu 

again 
The  maiden  Spring  upon  the  plain 
Came  in  a  sunlit  fall  of  i*ain. 

In  crystal  vapor  everywhere 
Blue  isles  of  heaven  laugh'd  between. 
And  far,  in  forest-deeps  unseen. 
The  topmost  elm- tree  gather'd  green 

Prom  draughts  of  balmy  air. 

Sometimes  the  linnet  piped  his  song; 
Sometimes     tlie      throstle     whistled 

strong ; 
Sometimes    the    sparhawk,    wheel'd 

along, 
Hush'd  all  the  groves  from  fear  of 
wrong; 
By  grassy  capes  with  fuller  sound 
In  curves  the  yellowing  river  mu. 
And  drooping  chestnut-buds  began 
To  spread  into  the  j)erfect  fan. 
Above  the  teeming  ground. 

Then,  in  the  boyhood  of  the  year, 
Sir  Jjauncelot  and  Queen  Guineveu 
Rode  thro*  the  coverts  of  the  deer. 
With  blissful  treble  ringing  clear. 

She    seeni'd    a    part    of    joyous 
Spring; 
A  gown  of  grass- green  silk  she  wore. 
Buckled  with  golden  clasps  before  ; 
A  light-green  tuft  of  plumes  she  bore 

Closed  in  a  golden  ring. 

Now  on  some  twisted  ivy-net. 

Now  by  some  tinkling  rivulet, 

In  mosses  mixt  with  violet 

Iler  cream-white    mule    his  pastern 

set; 
And  fleeter  now  she  skimm'd  the 

plains 
Than  she  whos(i  elfin  prancer  springs 
By  night  to  eery  warblings. 
When  all    the   glinnuerin.ir  mo<»rland 

rinjrs 
With  jingling  l)ri(lle-reins. 

As  she  tied  fast  thro'  sun  and  shade 
The  happ\  winds  upon  her  play'd. 
Blowing  the  ringlet  from  the  braid.      I 


She  look'd  so  lovely,  as  she  swa 
The  rein  with  dainty  fln^r 
A  man  had  given  all  other  blias, 
And  all  his  worldly  worth  for  tl 
To  waste  his  whole  heart  in  one 
Upon  her  perfect  lips. 


A  FAREWELL 

Flow  down,  cold  rivulet,  to  th< 
Thy  tribute  wave  deliver ; 

No  more  by  thee  my  steps  shall 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 

Flow,  softly  flow,  by  lawn  and  ! 

A  rivulet,  then  a  river ; 
Nowhere  by  thee  my  steps  shall 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 

But  here  will  sigh  thine  alder- tr 
And  here  thine  aspen  diiver ; 

An4  here  by  thee' will  hum  the  1 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 

A  thousand  suns  will  stream  on 
A  thousand  moons  will  quivei 

But  not  by  thee  my  steps  shall  I 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 


THE  EAGLE 

FRAGMENT 

He    clasps    the    crag   with    cr 

hands  ; 
Close  to  the  sun  in  lonely  lands, 
Ring'd   with    the    azure    worl« 

stands. 

The  wrinkled  sea  beneath  him  cr 
He  watclies  from  his  mountain  's 
And  like  a  thunderbolt  he  falls. 


•MOVE       EASTWARD,      H.^ 
EARTH • 

^lovK  east  ward,  happy  earth,  and 
Yon  orange  sunset  waning  slo 

From  fringes  of  the  faded  eve, 
()  happy  plan<»t,  eastward  go. 

Till  over  thy  dark  shoulder  glov 
Thy  silver  sister-world,  and  ri 
T<^  glass  herst^lf  in  dewy  eyes 

That  watch  nie  fn)m  the  glen  be 


hear   dm    wltb   thee,    Hmootblj 

jp  bwmii  iindR'  aUny  light, 
more  me  to  my  marriage- mom, 
id  rouod  Bgafa  to  hftppj  nigbL 


THE  BEOOAR  MAID 


footed  csnie  the  lieggnr  maid 

Axe  the  king  roplwlua, 

obe  ukI  ctowd   the   king    alrpl 

» MNl  Moi  greet  ber  on  hrr  way  ; 
I  ID  wonder,'  aUd  the  lordn. 
h«  it  more  beautiful  than  day.' 


An  shines  the  moon  in  clouiled  skies. 
She  in  her  poor  attire  was  seen  : 

One  praised  her  aoklen,  one  her  eyea, 
One   her  <lark    hair   and   lonesome 

So  gweet  a  face,  such  angel  grace, 
In  all  that  land  had  never  been. 

Cophetua  Bware  a  royal  ciath  : 
'This   beggar    maid    shall  be  my 


■COME  NOT.  WHEN  I  AM  DEAD' 
I'liHK  nol.  when  T  am  cipad, 
Toilropthy  tiwilisli  tears  upon  my 

Tn  trample  round  my  fallen  head. 
And  yex  the  unhappy   diisi   IhoL 
wouldst  not  uve. 
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There  let  the  wind    sweep  and  the 
plover  cry ; 

But  thou,  go  by. 

Child,   if  it  were  thine  error  or  thy 
crime 
I  care  no  longer,  being  all  unblest : 
Wed  whom  thou  wilt,  but  I  am  sick 
of  time, 
And  I  desire  to  rest. 
Pass  on,  weak  heart,  and  leave  me 
where  I  lie ; 

Go  by,  go  by. 


THE  LETTERS 


Still  on  the  tower  stood  the  vane,     . 

A  black  yew  gloom'd  the  stagnant 
air: 
I  peer'd  athwart  the  chancel  pane 

And  saw  the  altar  cold  and  bare. 
A  clog  of  lead  was  round  my  feet, 

A  band  of  pain  across  my  brow  ; 
'Cold  altar,  heaven  and  earth  shall 
meet 

Before  you  hear  my  marriage  vow.' 

II 

I  turn'd  and  humm'd  a  bitter  song 

That  mock'd  the  wholesome  human 
heart, 
And  then  we  met  in  wrath  and  wrong, 

We  met,  but  only  meant  to  part. 
Full  cold  my  greeting  was  and  dry  ; 

She    faintly    smileti,    she     hardly 
moved  : 
I  saw  with  half-unconscious  eye 

She  wore  the  colors  I  approved. 

Ill 

She  took  the  little  ivory  chost. 

With  half  a  sigh  she  tum'd  the  key, 
Then  raised  her  head  with  lips  com- 
prest. 

And  gave  my  letters  back  to  me : 
And  gave  the  trinkets  and  the  rings. 

My  gifts,  when  gifts  of  mine  could 
please. 
A.S  looks  a  father  on  the  things 

Of  his  dead  son,  I  look'd  on  these. 

IV 

Bhe  told  me  all  her  friends  had  said ; 
I  raged  against  the  public  liar ; 


She  talk'd  as  if  her  lore  were 
But  in  my  wordB  were  i 
fire. 

'  No  more  of  love,  your  sex  is 
I  never  will  be  twice  deceit 

Henceforth  I  trust  the  man  al 
The  woman  cannot  be  belie 


'Thro'    slander,    meanest   sii 
hell,  — 

And  women's  slander  is  the  ^ 
And  you,  whom  once  I  loved 

Thro*  you  my  life  will  be  at 
I  spoke  with  heart  and  heat  ai 

I   shook   her  breast   witb 
alarms — 
Like  torrents  from  a  mountaii 

We  rush'd  into  each  other's 

VI 

We  parted ;  sweetly  gkam'd  t 

And  sweet  the  vapor-braide 
Low  breezes  fann'd  the  belfrj 

As  homeward  by  the  churdi 
The  very  graves  appeared  to  t 

So  fresh  they  rose  in  shadow* 
'Dark  porch,'  I  said,  'and  die 

There  comes  a  sound  of  i 
bells.' 


TIIE  VISION  OP  81 


I  HAD  a  vision  when  the  ni 

late ; 
A  youth  came  riding  toward  s 

gate, 
lie   rofie   a  horse  with  win, 

would  have  flown. 
But  that  his  heavy  rider  k< 

down. 
And  from  the  palace  came  a 

sin. 
And  took  him  by  the  curls, 

him  in. 
Where  sat  a  company  with 

eyes. 
Expecting  when  a  fountain 

arise. 
A  sleepy  light  upon  their  bn 

lips — 
As  when  the  sim,  a  crescent  of 
Dreams  over  lake  and  lawn,  8 

and  capes — 


THE  VISION  OF  SIN 


»« 


^MtaLgf  lyiog.  tongald 


pa  of  couidiw  and  ikiiu  of  wine, 
wd  pSum  of  grmpea 


II 


f- ' 


Mtitoagfat  I  heud  »  «eUow 

■NtDdp 

ing   im   from  all    the  lower 

gmiiid; 

rinc  in  to  wliere  they  Mt  aa* 

■Hibled. 

irfnptaoua  mnaic  winding  trem-' 

I  In  drdeiL    Thev  that  heard  it 

ilgli'd, 

I  liand-in-liand  with  facea  pale, 

;  thcnaelTea,  and  in  low  tones 

tvpBed ;  .     '  "ao 

M  fountain  spouted,  showering 

wide 

4  diamond-drift  and  pearly  h^L 

the  music  touch*d  the  gates  and 

died, 

igain  from  where  it  seem'd  to 

Ml 

'd  in  orbs  of  song,  a  growinjcr 

gale; 

hronging  in  and  in,  to  when* 

ihey  waited. 

rerc  a  hundred- throated  night- 

ingale. 

roo  ff  tempestuous  t  rebl  e  throbb'd 

and  palpitated ; 

ito  its  giddiest  whirl  of  sound. 

it  the  sporkloH,  and  in  circles,  30 

(  gauzos,  goldoD  hazcH,   liquid 


the  torrent  rainbow  mund. 
iher  started  from  th(>ir  places, 
I  with  Tiolence.  changed  in  hue, 
1  each  other  with  wild  grimaces, 
BTiaible  to  the  view, 
inr  with  precipitate  paces 

melodr,  till  they  flew, 
ttd  eves  and  limbs  and  faces, 
!d  hani  in  fierce  embraces.       4" 
f>  Furies,  like  to  Qracpn. 
I  together  in  blinding  dew ; 
itl'd  with  some  luxurious  agony. 
'rr«--<l{molving  melody 
r  d  headlong  from  the  sky. 

Ill 

ben  I  look'd  up  towanl  a  moun- 
mlo-tract. 


That  girt  the  ngloa  with  high  cUif 

andlawn^ 
I  saw  that  ereiy  morning,  far  with- 

^.dmwn 
Beytnid  the  daikness  and  the  cataract, 
God  made  Himself  an  awful  rose  of 

dawn,  50 

Unheeded;   and   detaching,  fold  hy 

fold, 
From  those  still  heights,  and,  slowly 

drawing  near, 
A* vapor  hea^J,  huelesa,  formless. 

cold. 
Game  floating  on  for  many  a  month 

and  year. 
Unheeded;  and  I  thought  I  would 

have  spoken. 
And  warii'd  that  madnian  ere  it  grew 

too  lata,-    - 
But^  ia  in  dreAm%- 1  could  not    Mine 

was  broken. 
When  'that  coM  vapor  touch*d  the 

palace-gate, 
And  link'd  again.    I  saw  within  my 

head 
A  gray  and  gap-tooth'd  man  as  lean 

as  death,  60 

Wilt)  slowly  rode  across  a  witherd 

heath, 
And  lighted  at  a  niin'd  inn,  and  said : 

IV 

'  Wrinkled  ostler,  grim  and  thin  ! 

Iltrre  is  custom  come  your  way ; 
Take  my  brute,  and  k*ad  him  in, 

StufT  his  ril)s  with  mouldy  hay. 

'  Bitter  barmaid,  waning  fast ! 

See  that  sheets  are  on  my  Xntl. 
What !  the  flower  of  life  is*  past ; 

It  is  long  before  you  wed.  jr. 

'  Slip-shfvi  waiter,  lank  and  sour. 

At  the  Dragon  on  the  heath ! 
I^'t  us  have  a  quiet  hour. 

Let  us  hob-andnob  with  Death. 

*  I  am  old,  but  let  me  drink  ; 

Hrin^  me  spici'iJ.  hrin^  me  wine ; 
I  n'nu'inlM'r.  wIh'h  I  think. 

That  niv  vonth  was  half  divine. 

'  Wine  is  gO(Kl  for  shriveird  lii>s. 
When  a  blanket  wraps  the  (iay,     8c 

When  the  rotten  woodland  drips. 
And  the  leaf  is  stamp'd  in  c\k^. 


no 
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'Sit  thee  down,  and  have  no  shame. 

Cheek  by  jowl,  and  knee  by  knee; 
WTiat  care*  I  for  any  name  ? 

What  for  order  or  degree  ? 

*  Let  me  screw  thee  up  a  peg ; 

Let  me  loose  thy  tongue  with  wine ; 
Callest  thou  that  thing  a  leg  ? 
Which  is  thinnest  ?  thine  or  mine  ? 

Thou  shalt  not  be  saved  by  works,  91 
Thou  luist  been  a  sinner  too ; 
Ruin'd  trunks  on  wither'd  forks, 
Empty  scarecrows,  I  and  you  I 

'Fill  the  cup  and  fill  the  can. 

Have  a  rouse  before  the  morn  ; 
Every  moment  dies  a  man, 

Every  moment  one  is  born. 

*  We  arc  men  of  ruin'd  blo<xl ; 

Therefore  comes  it  we  are  wise.    loo 
Fish  are  we  that  love  the  mud, 
Rising  to  no  fancy-llies. 

*Xame  and  fame!  to  flv  sublime 
Tliro'    the  courts,    the  camps,    the 
schools. 

Is  to  be  the  ball  of  Time, 
Bandied  l»v  the  hands  of  fools. 

•Friendship  I  —  to  be  two  in  one  — 

Lft  the  caiitiuLr  liar  pack  I 
Well  I  kn«»w,  when  I  am  irone. 

How  slu'  mouths  brhinii  mv  back. 

'Virtue  I  — 1(»  be  i:oo*l  and  just  —    m 
Every  heart,  when  sifted  well. 

Is  a  clot  of  warmer  dust. 
Mix'd  with  cunning  sparks  of  hell. 

*().  we  two  as  well  can  lodk 
Whited  thonirht  and  cleanly  life 

As  the  priest,  above  his  b«iok 
Leering  at  his  neighbor's  wife. 

*  Fill  the  cup  and  till  the  can. 

Have  a  roii^e  Ix^fore  the  morn:      12.- 
Every  moment  dies  a  man. 
Everv  moment  one  is  born. 

*  Drink,  and  lit  the  parties  rave; 

They  an'  lill'd  with  idle  spleen, 
Risinir.  falliuir.  lik«'  a  wave. 
For  thevknow  n.'t  what  t he v  mean. 


*  He  that  roars  for  liberty 

Faster  binds  a  tyrant's  power. 
And  the  tyrant's  cruel  gl^ 
Forces  on  the  freer  hour. 

'  Fill  the  can  and  fill  the  cup ; 

All  the  windy  ways  of  men 
Are  but  dust  that  rises  up. 

And  is  lightly  laid  again. 

'  Greet  her  with  applausive  breafh, 
Freedom,  gaily  doth  she  tread ; 

In  her  right  a  civic  wreath. 
In  her  left  a  human  head. 

*  No,  I  love  not  what  is  new ; 

She  is  Of  an  ancient  house. 
And  I  think  we  know  the  hue 
Of  that  cap  upon  her  browa 

'  Let  her  go !  her  thirst  she  slakes 
W^here  the  bloody  conduit  runs, 

Then  her  sweetest  meal  she  makes 
On  the  first -bom  of  her  sons. 

*  Drink  to  lofty  hopes  that  cool,— 

Visions  of  a  perfect  State; 
Drink  we,  last,  the  public  fool, 
Fnintic  love  and  frantic  hata 

*  Chant  me  now  some  wicked  stave, 

Till  thy  drooping  courage  rise. 
And  the  glow-worm  of  the  grave 
Glimnufr  in  thy  rheumy  eyes. 

*  Fear  not  thou  to  loose  thy  tongue, 

Set  thy  lu)ary  fancies  free; 

What  is  loathsome  to  the  young 

Savors  well  to  thee  and*me. 

*  Change,  reverting  to  the  years. 

When    thy    nerves    could    und 
st^ind 
What  I  here  is  in  loving  tears. 
And  the  warmth  of  hand  in  hand 

*  Tell  me  tales  of  thv  first  love  — 

April  hopes,  the  fools  of  chance- 
Till  the  irnives  hegin  to  move. 
And  the  dead  begin  to  dance. 

*  Fill  the  can  and  fill  the  cup; 

All  the  windy  ways  of  men 
Are  but  d'lst  that  rises  up. 
And  is  lightly  laid  again. 


TO 

lag  from  their  nxmldy  dent 
ft^p-fallen  circle  spreade  — 
»,  fellow-cltiieiu, 
m  iMBits  end  empt^  beads! 

re  boiie%  end  wlitt  of  tliat  ? 
rfmcm^  howerer  full, 
1  rovmd  with  fleih  and  fat, 
It  modell'd  od  a  iknUl 

1  b  king,  and  ViTat  Rex  t 
1  a  mffBenrr  on  the  stooee,     iSq 
t— If  I  kncyw  your  sex 
I  the  laahioB  of  your  bonea. 

cannot  praiee  the  lira 
mr  eye^nor  yet  your  lip; 
man  do  I  admire 
to  ol  coming  workmaoihip. 

God's  Ukeaeas— the  ground- 


e- 


noddTd,     glued,     nor 
framed; 

le,  thou  rough  sketch  of  man. 
uw  naked  to  be  shamed  1        190 

;  to  Fortune,  drink  to  Chance, 
te  we  keep  a  little  breath  1 
uy  besTT  Ignorance  I 
and- nob  with  brother  Death  t 

art  mazed,  the  ni^bt  is  long, 
the  longer  ni^rlit  is  near  — 
I  am  not  all  aa  wrong 
bitter  Jest  is  dear. 

iful  hopes,  by  gcon's,  to  all, 
n  the  locks  are  crisp  and  curl'il ; 
)e  my  maudlin  gall 
my  mockeries  of  the  world. 

le  cup  and  fill  the  can : 
rie  madness,  mingle  scorn ! 
(•f  life,  and  lei*s  of  man ; 
vc  will  not  die  forlorn.' 


>ioe  grew  faint;  there  came  a 
further  change : 
nore  uprose  the  mystic  moun- 
tain-range. 

were  men  and  horses  picrc^t'd 
with  worms, 

lowly   quickening   into  lower 

•10 


aoi 


«s» 

By  shards  and  scurf  of  salt^  and  scum 

of  dross, 
Old  plash  of  rains,  and  refuse  patched 

with  moss. 
Then  some  one  spake:  ' Behold  1  it 

was  a  crime 
Of  sense  aTcnged  by  sense  that  wore 

with  time.' 
Another  said:  'The  crime  of  sense  be- 


The  crime  of  malice^  and  is  equal 

blame.' 
And  one:  'He  had  not  wholly  quench*d 

his  power; 
A  little  grain  of  consdenoe  made  him 

sour/ 
At  last  I  heard  a  Toice  upon  the 

dope 
Giy  to  the  summit,  'la  there  any 

hope?'  aao 

To  which  an  answer  peal'd  from  that 
highbmd. 

But  in  a  tongue  no  man  could  under- 
stand; 

And  on  the  glimmering  limit  far  with- 
drawn 

God  mtule  Himself  an  awful  rose  of 
dawu. 


TO 

AFTER  READINO  A  LIFK  AND  LBTTKRS 

*Curi«ed  be  he  that  inovei*  my  l>oneJ».' 

Shakrfjnnrt*s  KpiUipk, 

You    mif^ht   liavc    won    the    Poet's 
nunie. 
If    such    be    worth    the    winning 

now, 
And  piin'd  a  laun'l  for  your  brow 
Of  sounder  ktif  tlian  I  can  claim  ; 

But  you  have  made  the  wI**(T  rh< >!(•<'. 

A  life  that  moves  to  gracious 
ends 

Thro*  tnH>psof  uiintMnliiijL:  fri<»nfl», 
A  dei'dful  life,  u  Mleiit  voiet-. 

And  you  have  miK>*d  the   irreven*nt 
doom 
Of     th«»^e     that     wnir    the     Poet's 

ernwii ; 
Ilenafter,  neither  knave  nor  clown 
Shall  hold  their  orgies  at  your  UiUib. 


ENGLISH   IDVLS   AND   OTHER  iOEUS 


"HiT  now  iJie  PiX-'l  c-annot  die, 
Nor  leave  his  music  as  of  old, 
Bui  fotmd  hlai  ere  he  soiree   he 
rold 
Bejpus  the  sciindnl  and  the  cry : 

'ProcliJin  Uw   fanlu  he  wouW  not 
show; 
Break  lock  and    acnl.  betray  Uii- 

tnist; 
K«p  nnthfas  sacred,  'tia  but  Just 
The  nuiny-bcaaod  Iwaet  sliould  know.' 

Ah,  ahamclws  ■  for  he  did  but  sing 
A  aotig  Uial  pleased  us  from  its 

Ni.  puWic  lify  wnB  hU  on  earth, 
T    ■  ■         ■'    ■  iTi-^maii  he.  norting. 


My  Shukespeare's  curse  on  ci 
and  knave 
Who  will  not  let  bis  ashei  rest  I 

Who  make  it  aeora  more  9we« 


Anil  liits  uuhoud  niUiin  his  tree. 

Than  he  that  warbles  long  and  low 
And  drops  at  Glory's  temple-gal 
For  whom  Use  awrion  vulture  w 

To  tear  his  Iwart  before  U 


Zi 
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.IK 


it,  AtbM,  bD  lUnn  fair, 
ndi «  panrO.  nch  n  pen. 
kmiam  (otth  to  dUUnt  uit 
ad  but  Uwt  I  waa  Otcnv. 

4  BM  whUe  I  tuni'J  Uii^  ingv 
tnd'd   jou   >U1I   on    rlawji 

•  tB^DPW  till  I  toixod 

H»  ip  titit  pddun  age 

ib>  luTTMit  «TMr  pour'd 
fllMoo'd  —  lien  and  then  nitrn 
wowl-lfaBb'd  Oodt  at  ruiuloD 

lUln-ura* ;  ~  Mid  Noiftdx  uii'd 

iwrtag  aboaJdrr  undia-  cloom 
lerapiUdn:  cm  the  iwcll 
iWef  W]rlir**«liH.df<lli 
ay  a  riopo  wu  ridi  in  bluum. 

in  tkst  on  tbr  mountain  Ina 
uodoK  ri'olcl*  fnl  bl*  flucki 
u  «ba  Mt  upon  thr  rcvki 
bd  to  the  morning  «ca. 


n,  ncll  (or  l.lio  sniliir  IbJ. 
That  be  sines  tu  bin  bo»t  on  the 
bay! 

And  th(i  stali'l;  aliips  go  on  r 

To  tbelr  biiven  under  the  hill ; 
Hut  O  for  ilur  tourli  of  a  vanlsb'd 

Aij<l   till.'  Buuud   u(  u  voicv   (Iml  U 
elilll 


Brt'ak,  break,  bivak. 


BAK.  BREAK.   BREAK* 

t«v^^  bn*k. 

irotUd  that  my  tun  sue  cuutd 

tlrt 

Itouiilita  that  arise  In  me. 

f«  tbn  flahcmuu)'*  boy. 

ha  diouu  with  bU  alaivr  nt 
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TriR  rain  had  fallen,  the  Port  arow, 
He  ptuH'd  by  tlio  liiwti  and  out  of 
t  hp  ulrcpt ; 
A  light  wind  {new  froiu  (he  gates  nt 
till'  BUn. 
And  wnvin  of  ohiidow  went  nvpj-  the 

And  hvoii  him  down  inalin)i!lytiln<«. 
And  chuntnl  a  mplody  loiii)   nnd 

Tliat  made  the  wildswan  puuw  In  bor 

And  Ihc  lark  drop  down  at  lils  h-rt. 

The  bwbIIoiv  sto|«  as  he  hunted  the 

Th«i  snakf<  sllpt  uiidnr  a  ^pray, 
The  wild  hawk  utoud  with  the  down 
on  hlH  beak, 
And  Htarn],  with  his  fnot  on  the 
prey; 
And  the  aigUtlngnle  thought,  '  I  barn 
mgmany  wmgn. 
•v*r  a  one  iw  gay, 
F«r  he  ■iapi  of  whnt  (he  mu-I.I  will 
V 
a  the  ytan  have  died  aw»y.' 


*  Tba  Abber-nllB  in  the  p&rk ' 

THE    PRINCESS;    A    MEDLEY  ' 


PROLOGUE 

Sir  Walter  V'iviab  all  a  siimnifr's 

Gave  hia  brnod  Inwns  iintil  the  set  d( 

Up  to  tlie  pmple :  thitlier  flock'il  al 

Bistpnonta,  wifo  aiiil  child.  And  ihiUior 
bulf 
,    The  ndghbnring  borough  with  their 
Insiitiiu.', 
Of  which  he  was  the  patron.     I  was 

Prom  rolloge.  visiting  llie  son, — the 


A  Walter  Kw.  — with  others  of  our 
Five  others;  wo  were  seven  at  Vlv 

And  tne  that  morning  WftlUrthQ 

the  Louse. 
Greek,  set  wiUi  bustfl.    Prom  TUt 

the  hnll 
Flowers  of  alt  heavnns.  and  lof( 

than  their  names. 
Grew  side  br  side;  and  on  the  pi 

miMil  fajf 
Carved  .siimesot  the  Ahbef-ruiniB 

Huge  Ammonites,  and  tfac  flntbc 


PROLOGUE 


»5S 


loB  the  tebie*  every  cliiiie  tiul  agr 
iMwl together :  rfltamiilcitlimiclo, 
yMgnani]  gnuw-ahoc.  tnya  iu  lava, 


dab- 


■  of  Mlm ;  Mid  hlslicr  od 
Ib•>faU^ 
(•lit  ifce  dMMlrauit  hnnu  nf  rlk 


lal  to  •  hum)  o(  uira  thnt  dmit 

wttblmlfhu 
ir  Intend,  hdriilatutic,  umnU  mu) 

u  liiil  about   Uiem  at  Uiclr  wilts 

onddM: 
I  nlu  with  Ukh  a  latly,  one  that 

'  <r»s  hir  hnd.  ami  natlylng  Uiro' 

tWfUf. 
J  brsl  bar  foca  wltb  ikii^chtcr  fmn 
brrwalU 

O    miracis  of   women.'   uhl    the 

book. 

Dnhl«  faeart  nbo.  bnlng  ■tmlt-he- 


ia  wiM  king  (o  fcm»  her  t 


his 


r  brat,  nor  broke,  nor  diunii'd  a  kiI- 

dlci'a  death. 
I  BI7W  «b«i  mil  ira«  lout  or  tdeni'il 

MkMt— 
r  Mitaic  inore  than  monal  in  the 

banc  ,o 

Mavtae,  her  ann  lifted,  eye*  od 

te  with  n  biaat  o(  tnimpvla  from 

the  (tale. 
i,  WttBK  m  them  like  a  tliunder 

a  buintb  ber  boraeK* 


And  Bomc  watt  wbeliu'd  with  miuflr* 

of  Uie  wall, 
And  sniDo  won  pnali'd  with  laueea 

from  tlie  ruck. 
And  part  were  druwn'd  within  the 

whirling  brook  ; 
U  miracle  of  noble  wumanliuud  I' 

80  fang  H\r.  ^Ilaot  glorious  chronl- 

And.  I  all  mpt  in  thia,  '  Crane  out,'  he 
Raid,  ,. 

'  To  the  Abbey ;  there  la  Aunt  EUiK- 
betta 

And  MRler  LUht  with  the  rrat'    W« 

I  kept  the  book  and  had  niy  Qngrr  In 

it  — 
Ilowu  tliTo' Utppark.  Slmnge  waa  the 

il"htton«.: 
For  all  tfac  (loping  piwtnic  miirmilr'd. 

With  happy  laet*  Uid  with  hidlday. 
There  moved  the  multitude,  a  thou- 

Band  hoads; 
The  patient  lenders  of  their  Intlltuto 
Tiiiight  tlicm  with  faita      One  reard 

a  font  of  Htone 
And  drew,  rroni  bulla  of  water  on  the 

slope.  6a 

The  fountain  of  the  moment,  playing. 


A  twisted  snake,  and  now  a  rain  of 

Or  ateep-up  apout  whereon  tlic  glided 

ball 
Danced   like  n  nisp;    and  Mmewbat 

lower  down 
A  man  with  kootw  and  wires  wid  vlali 

arcd 
A    cannon ;    Echo   anawer'd   In    ber 

From   hollow  Oelda;    and   here  were 

telcaropea 
Fur  azure  viewv ;  and  tliere  a  group 

Iu  circle  wallwJ,  whom  tlif  eli-clric 

xtiock 
Diillnk'd  with  *lirlekii  and  laughter; 

round  Ihr  hike  jo 

A  lillle  cUx-kwork  ntcamet  paddling 

plir.| 

.\nit  Bli'xik  the  lilW;  pcrcb'd  about 

I  he  kuotU 
A  do/cn  angry  mudcb  Jetted  alcam ; 
A  petty  railway  ran :  a  Orc'balloon 


J^ 


'S6 


THE  PRINCESS 


Roee  gem-like  up  before  the  dusky 

groves 
And  dropt  a  fairy  parachute  and  past ; 
And  there  thro'' twenty  posts  of  tele- 
graph 
They  flash'd  a  saucy  message  to  and  fro 
Between  the  mimic  stations;  so  that 

sport 
Went  hand   in  hand   with   science; 

otherwhere  80 

Pure  sport ;  a  herd  of  boys  with  clamor 

bowl'd 
And  stump'd  the  wicket ;  babies  roll'd 

about 
Like  tumbled  fruit  in  grass ;  and  men 

and  maids 
A.rranged  a  country  dance,  and  flew 

thro*  light 
And  shadow,  while    the   twangling 

violin 
Struck  up   with  Soldier-laddie,  and 

overhead 
The  broad  ambrosial  aisles  of  lofty 

lime 
Made  noise  with  bees  and  breeze  from 

end  to  end. 

Strange  was  the  sight  and  smacking 

of  the  time : 
And  long  we  gazed,  but  satiated  at 

length  90 

Came  to  the  ruins.     High-arch'd  and 

ivy-claspt, 
Of  finest  Gothic  lighter  than  a  fire, 
Thro*  one  wide  chasm  of  time  aud 

frost  they  gjive 
The  park,  the  crowd,  the  house  ;  but 

all  within 
The  sward  was  trim  as  any  garden 

lawn. 
And  here  we  lit  on  Aunt  Elizabeth, 
And  Lilia  with  the  rest,   and    lady 

friends 
From  neighbor  seats;  and  there  was 

Ralph  himself, 
A  broken   statue   propt  against  the 

wall, 
As    gay    as  any.      Lilia,   wild  with 

sport, 
Half  child,  half  woman  as  she  was, 

had  wound 
A  scarf  of  orange  round  the  stony  1 

helm,  I 

And  robofl  tlie  shoulders  in  a  rosy  silk,  j 
That  made  the  old  warrior  from  his  j 

ivied  nook 


100  ■ 


Qlow  like  a  sunbeam.    Near  his  toi 

a  feast 
Shone,  silver-set ;   about   it  lay  I 

guests. 
And  there  we  Join'd  them;  then  I 

maiden  aunt 
Took  this  fair  day  for  text»  and  Ura 

it  preach'd 
An  universal  culture  for  the  crowd, 
And  all  things  great.    But  we^i 

worthier,  told  1 

Of  college  :  he  had  climb*d  acroafl 

spikes, 
And  he  had  squeezed  himself  betvil 

the  bars. 
And  he  had  breathed  the  Procfioi 

dogs ;  and  one 
Discuss*d  his  tutor,  rough  to  ooi 

zaon  men, 
But  honeving  at  the  whisper  of 

lord ; 
And  one  the  Master,  as  a  rogue  i 

grain 
Veneered  with  sanctimonious  theoix 

But  while  they  talk'd,  above  tin 

heads  I  saw 
The  feudal  warrior  lady-clad;  wldi 

brought 
My  book  to  mind,  and  opening  this 

read  1 

Of  old  Sir  Ralph  a  page  or  two  th 

rang 
With  tilt  and  tourney ;  then  the  ti 

of  her 
That  drove  her  foes  with  slaught 

from  her  walls. 
And  much  I  praised  her  noblene 

and  •  Where,' 
Ask'd  Walter,  patting  Lilia's  head 

she  lay 
Beside  him  —  *  lives  there  such  a  ^ 

man  now  ?' 

Quick  answer*d  Lilia :  *  There  i 

thousands  now 
Such  women,   but  convention  be 

them  down ; 
It  is  but  bringing  up  ;  no  more  tb 

that. 
You  men  have  done  it  —  how  I  hi 

you  all ! 
Ah,  were  I  something  great  I    I  w 

I  were 
Some  mighty  poetess,  I  would  sha 

3'ou  then. 
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«S 


tove  to  keep  HI  ddMrenl    0,1 


■ft  1  wmn  waand  great  prIiiceeB,  I 

would  tndkl 
V  off  from  men  a  odlege  like  a 

■d  I  would  taach  them  all  that  men 

aretaiigfat; 
fm  wme  twiee  aa  quidc  I '    And  here 

AeihookaMe 
Ika  hud  that  plaj'd  the  patron  with 
cmia 


aaldmiling:  'Pretty  were 
tkericht 
k  oar  old  halle  oould  diange  their 
wx,  and  flaunt  140 

nralea  for  proctors^  dowagers 
for  deal 


did   aweet   gM-graduatea  in   their 

golden  hair. 
I  Mnk  Ibej  ahoold  not  wear  our  maty 


move  aa  rich  as  Emperor-moths, 

or  Ralph 
inM>  ahioes  so  in  the  corner;  yet  I 

fear, 
if  there  were  many  Liliaa  in  the  brood, 
Homerrr  deep  yuu  might  embower 

the  nest. 
Some  boy  would  Kpy  it.' 

At  this  upon  the  swanl 
She  tape  her  tiny  sillien-SHndaird  f(X)t : 
'That's  your  Hrht  way ;  but  I  would 

maiie  it  cTeath  150 

For  any  male  thing  but  to  peep  at  us.' 

Volant  she  spoke,  and  at  herself 

she  laugh'a  : 
A  ronebud  set  with  little  wilful  thorns, 
Aad  !wt«t  as  English  air  could  make 

her,  the ! 
3Qt  WalUT  haird  a  score  of  names 

upon  her, 
lad  'petty  Ogress,'  and  'ungrat(>ful 

Puss.' 
Aad  iwore  he  loug'd  at  college,  only 

long'd, 
AO  eke  was  well,  for  she* society. 
ThfT  boat«^  and  they  cricketed  ;  they 

'    talk'd 
Ai  wine,  in  clubs,  of  art.  of  polities ; 
IWy  lost  their  weeks ;  they  vext  the 

souls  of  deans ;  ifn 

IW7  rode :  they  betted ;  made  a  hun- 
dred friends. 


And  caught  the  bloasom  of  the  flyin 

tenns^ 
But  misB^d  the  mignonette  of  YiTiai 

place, 
The  little  hearth-flower  Ulia.    Thv 

he  spoke, 
Part  banter,  part  affection. 

*  Tme,' she  aaic 
*We  doubt  not  that    O,  yei^  yo 

misled  us  much ! 
I'll  stake  my  ruby  ring  upon  it  yo 

d'd.* 

She  held  it  out;  and  as  a  pam 

turns  i< 

Up  thro'  gilt  wires  a  crafty  loving  eyi 
And  taltes  a  lady's  finger  with  allcan 
And  bites  it  for  true  heart  and  not  f< 

harm, 
80  he   with   Lilia'a      Daintily   el 

shriek'd 
And  wrung  it      'Doubt  my  woi 

again  1 '  he  said. 
'  Come,  listen !  here  is  proof  that  yo 

were  miss'd  : 
We  seven  stay'd  at  Christmas  up  1 

read ; 
And  there  we   took  one  tuto»  as  t 

reaci. 
The  hard-;^in'd  Muses  of  the  cut 

and  squan* 
Werc  out  of  season ;   never  man, 

think, 
So  moulder'd  in  a  sinecure  as  he  :    ii 
For  while  our  cloisters  echo'd  frost 

feet, 
And  our  long  walks  were  stript  f 

bare  aMl>rooms, 
Wc  did  but  talk  vou  over,  pledf^e  vo 

all 
In  wasMail ;  often,  like  as  many  ^irls- 
Siek  for  the  hollies  and  the  yews  ( 

home  — 
As  many  little  triflinir  Lilins  —  playV 
Chanidt'd  and  riddles  us  at  C'liristnu 

here, 
And  irfnit  's  n*y  thought  iiihI  trhen  an 

trherf  atitf  hoir. 
And  often  tuld  a  tnlr  from  mouth  t 

mouth 
As  here  at  Christmas.' 

She  n-niemlMTM  tliat 
A  pU*asant  pinie,  she  thought.     SI 

liked  it  more  n 

Than  msffic  munic,    forfeits,  all  tl 

rest 
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'  I  have  a  sister  at  the  foreign  court, 
Who  moves  about  the  Princess ;  she, 

you  know. 
Who  wedded  with  a  nobleman  from 

thence. 
He,  dying  lately,  left  her,  as  I  hear. 
The    lady  of    three   castles    in    that 

land; 
Thro'  her  this  matter  might  be  sifted 

clean.' 
And  Cyril  whisper'd  :  *  Take  me  with 

you  too.*  80 

Then  laughing,   *  What  if  those  weinl 

seizures  come 
Upon  you  in  those  lands,  and  no  one 

near 
To  point  you  out  the  shadow  from  the 

truth ! 
Take  me;  1*11  serve  you  better  in  a 

strait ; 
I  grate  on  rusty  hinges  here.*     But 

'No!* 
Roar'd  the  rough  king.  *  you  shall  not ; 

we  ourself 
Will  crush  her  pretty  maiden  fancies 

dead 
In  iron  gauntlets;  break  the  council 

up.' 

But  when  the  council  broke,  I  rose 

and  past 
Thro'  the  wild  woods  that  hung  about 

the  town ;  90 

Found  a  still  place,  and  pluck'd  her 

likeness  out ; 
Laid   it  on  tlowers,  and   watch'd  it 

lying  bathed 
In  the  green  gleam  of  dewy -tassel  I'd 

trees. 
What  were  those  fancies  ?  wherefore 

break  her  troth  ? 
Proud  look'd  the  lips:  but  while  I 

meditntetl 
A  wind  arose  and  rush'd   ui>on   the 

South. 
And  shook  the  songs,  the  whispers,  and 

the  shrieks 
Of  the  wild  wcxxis  together,  and  a 

Voice 
Went  with   it,  *  Follow,   follow,  thciu 

shalt  win.' 

Then,  en*  the  silver  sickle  of  that 
month  lo--.  ■ 

Became  her  golden  shield.  I  stok-  from  ' 
court  I 


With  Cyril  and  with  Florian,  unpcf 

ceived. 
Cat-footed  thro*  the  town  and  half  ii 

dread 
To  hear  my  father's    clamor  at  on 

backs 
With  'Ho!*  from  some  bay-wiodov 

shake  the  ni^t ; 
But  all  was  quiet    From  the  bMtkn*d 

walls 
Like  threaded  spiders,  one  by  one^  m 

dropt, 
And  flying  reach'd  the  frontier;  ttM 

Ve  crost 
To  a  livelier  land ;  and  so  by 

grange. 
And  vines,  and  blowing  boska  oC^ 

derness, 
Wc  gain'd  the  mothcr-dty  tliU; 

towers, 
And  in  the  imperial  palace  fc 

king. 

His  name  was  Gama; 

small  his  voice. 
But  bland  the  smile  that  like 

kling  wind 
On  glassy  water  drove  his  check 

lines : 

A  little  dry  old  man,  without  a  star. 
Not    like  a    king.     Three    days  hi 

fcjisted  us, 
And  on  the  fourth  I  spake  of  why  w( 

01  me. 
And  my  l)etroth'd.  'You do  us.  Prince, 

he  said. 
Airing    a    snowy    hand    and    signe' 

gem,  IS 

'  All  honor.    We  remember  love  our 

self 
In  our  sweet  youth.     There  did  a  com 

pact  pass 
Long  summers  back,  a  kind  of  cere 

mony  — 
I  think  the  vear  in  which  our  olive 

fail'd.  * 
I  would  you  had  her,  Prince,  with  al 

my  heart. 
With  mv  full  heart;  but  there  wer 

widows  here. 
Two    widows,   Lady    Psyche,  Lad; 

Blanche  : 
They  fed  her  theories,  in  and  out  0 

platre 
Maintaining    that    with    equal   hui 

bandry 


PART   FIRST 


\. 


"S^m^ 


tonag;  Ml 

vkcftiid  tmit'd  lu  knot!) 

ihl» !  mj  »•*?  WW*  wrr* 

B.     Knuwloclee,  m  my 

;  Ibvf  bul  Imt  \i»ra,  stiti 

Utrr  nuat  low  tho  rJiild, 

Tbro.  ilr,  no  till  in1i« 

n,  for  what  tlw;  tr«*lral 


Aiid  Uiry  lliut  kiinw  »urh  things  — I 

•oiicllt  bill  IM'IU.V; 

No  critic  I—  woulil  ra.\\  tlirm  muUr- 
Tliejr  imuK-ril  im.    Al  UmI  ahn  bcgg'd 


Y«1  bpinK  ail  cmi;  diaii.  gave  It;  kud 

tlM-re. 
All  wild  k>  (oiiDd  MI  Unirenrity 
Ffv  moUlrns,  on  Uir  spur  ftlir  flvd ;  awl 


W<-ka<>wu 


-  unly  Uila .  Uuiy  Me  n 


Not  etra  her  bn>tli<r  Anc,  nor  Uw 

n«  brrtlm-ii.  llio'  itwy  lo*»  bw,  look 

u|Kiu  htr 
Aa  ua  K  kind  of  piira)[»n  :  uid  I  — 
i^uilini  niK  K.vlni  II  —  wcimuii-Ji  IdUi 

to  bf(-M 
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Dispute  betwixt  myself  and  mine ;  but 

since  — 
And  I  confess  with  right  —  you  think 

me  bound 
In  some  sort,  I  can  give  you  letters  to 

her; 
And  yet,  to  speak  the  truth,  I  rate 

your  chance 
Almost  at  naked  nothing.' 

Thus  the  king ; 
And  I,  tho'  nettled  that  he  seem'd  to 

slur  i6i 

With  garrulous  ease  and  oily  courtesies 
Our  formal  compact,  yet,  not  less — 

all  frets 
But  chafing  me  on  fire  to  find  my 

bride  — 
Went  forth  a^in  with  both  my  friends. 

We  rode 
Many  a  long  league  back  to  the  North. 

At  last 
From  hills  that  look'd  across  a  land  of 

hope 
We  dropt  with  evening  on  a  rustic 

town 
Set  in  a   gleaming   river's  crescent- 
curve, 
Close  at  the  boundary  of  the  liberties ; 
There,   enter'd   an  old   hostel,   call'd 

mine  host  171 

To  council,  plied  him  with  his  richest 

wines. 
And  show'd  Uie  late-writ  letters  of  the 

king. 

lie  with  a  long  low  sibilation,  stannl 
As   blank  as  death  in  marble;   then 

exelaim'd. 
Averring  it  was  clear  against  all  rules 
For  any  man  to  go  ;  but  as  his  brain 
Began  to  mellow,    *If  the  king,'  he 

said, 
*IIad  given  us  letters,  was  he  iKuind 

to  speak  ? 
The  king  would  bear  him  out  ;*  and  at 

tlie  last  —  i>o 

The   summer  of  the  vine   in   all  his 

veins  — 
*  No  doubt   tliat    we   might   make   it 

worth  his  while. 
She  once  had  past  that  way:  he  heard 

her  speak  : 
She  scared  Iiini ;  life  I   he  never  saw 

the  like : 
She  look'd  as  grand  as  dix»msday  and 

as  irmve ! 


And  be,  he  reverenoed  his  liege 

there; 
He  always  made  a  point  to  post 

mares; 
His  daughter  and  his  housemaid 

the  boys ; 
The  land,  he  understood,  for  i 

about 
Was  tiird  by  women;  a]l  the  8 

were  sows. 
And  all  the  dogs'  — 

But  while  he  Jested  1 
A  thought  fiash'd  thro*  me  wU 

clothed  in  act, 
Remembering  how  we  three  preic 

Maid, 
Or  Nymph,  or  Qoddess,  at  hi|[^  ti 

feast, 
In  masque  or  pageant  at  my  fst 

court. 
We  sent  mine  host  to  purchase  fe 

gear; 
He  brought  it,  and  himself,  a  ii^ 

sliake 
The  midriff  of  despair  with  lang 

holp 
To  lace  us  up,  till  each  in  mi 

plumes 
We  rustled ;    him  we  gave  a  0 

bribe 
To  guenion  silence,  mounted  our 

steeds. 
And  boldlv  ventured  on  the  liber 

We  followed  up  the  river  as  we 
And  rode  till  midnight,  when  tht 

lege  lights 
Regan  to  glitter  firefly-like  in  coi 
And   linden  alley;   then  we   pai 

areh. 
Whereon  a  woman -statue  rose 

wings 
From  four  wing'd  horses  dark  tkg 

the  stars. 
And  some  inscription  ran  alon^ 

front. 
But  deep  in  shadow.     Further  c 

gain'd 
A  little  street  half  garden  and 

house. 
But  scarce  could  hear  each  other  s 

for  noise 
Of  clocks  and  chimes,  like  silver 

niers  falling 
On  silver  anvils,  and  the  splasli 

stir 


PART   SECOND 


cr  toaf  ood  carclesB  of  the 

ood  ft  bunt  nf  FAllaa  for  ii 
phen  totatiii  bluouM  llku 

VEB  H»l  EMlb  uo 

Eall*Uiia  and  with  continent, 

enUy.   KkUaicb.  wuualld; 

inn'il  uaUcrew  mhI  k  stublu 

cli 

^ng  St  Uir  nil,  anti  hflpM 

:  ft  buxnm  hcMlcM  (urth.  nnil 

A. 

I,  beloce  ui  into  ruuma  irhitli 


rtntuhn.  ' Lady Bluir^c' 

If  P^cho.-      'WhUJi  WHS 
itort.  .10 

edi"  'LaJypBjfhi'.'    Ihn 

we  critid  :  and  t  sat  down 


Udk*  of  the  Nortbrni  rm. 

■pmy 

iDTM would cnrull  them  with 

rowu. 

Vrcb«'«  pupils.' 

Tbl«  I  itHiI'd : 
•aCapldbpntabnToaHTroll. 
bhWl  I'ranlaii  Vcnuahiin^. 
I  tlic  blindlog  bandHge  fraui 


ktterti 


«Nil «  gttmiaerlag  ntf  bt,  and 

(laxod  with  muned  miwn 
.t  Mwrll 

krk  ibora  lust  awn  that  It 
irkh. 


Ami  iiliiiik"d  thr  ripen'il  eari, 
WpMUut,  mTWiffUidl, 
O,  HI'  fcJI  nul,  'I  know  not  uhv, 

And  klo-il  Bgnln  with  lEarJ  ,yi 

Anil  liliimitip  "II  lh«  fdlSiiK  nuE 

Th'l  nil  in*  mnn.  eaitttt. 
When  we  Ull  Out  vllb  IfatiM  «c  loT* 

And  klH  igain  wilfa  Uan  ! 
Kor  wh»n  *■  nnw  ttIjiito  ti«  lli»  rhiH 

W*  liwt  la  other  yemn. 
Thrn  abevn  the  llltlf  snve. 
11.  llicre  abovr  Ihc  lllll*  enva, 

W(  kln'il  aenin  with  Irani. 


11 

At  brvak  of  day  the  College  I'urtrcM 

She  bn>iighl  iia  aoadcnilc  sIlkA.  In  hiif 
The  HIac.  nlih  a  silken  hwd  to  tuch, 
Aud  iuiihI  with  gold  ;  and  now  whini 

thuKi  were  pa. 
Anil  wo  as  rlcli  ■■  motha  from  duah 

.She,  curtsying  lier  obelsancv,  let  u« 

TUc  Priucfss  Ida  waitwl.     Out  wo 

I  tlr»t.  and  fiiHowIng  thro'  the  porrb 

that  sane 
All  round  with  lauri!l.  Ismial  In  a  murt 
Compart  nf  Itidd  marblea.  boss'd  with 

leti)i;tlis  ID 

Of  classic  (rieie.  wltb  nniplc  nwnliii^ 

gay 

Hetwlxt  lb(i   plllara.  and   with  )(reul 

uniH  of  duwuni. 
The  Muspi  and  the  Oracn.  eronp'd  In 

iJirt-es. 
Enrintt*d  a  biUowtog  fountain  in  tlie 

midst, 
And  lii.-ru  and  tlitre  011  lattice  edgu* 

lay 
Or  book  or lul« :  hut  hastily  wo  psKt. 
And  up  aOlKht  uf  Htalre  Into  the  liiilt. 

There  at  a  txwrd  by  tome  ami  puper 

sat. 
With  two  tame  leoprmlii  eouch'd  lie- 

Kide  he;  ibrtinc.  if 

All  brianty  mmpass'd  In  a  female  form. 
The  IVincena;  likiT  to  the  Inbabltant 
Ot  Slime  clnir  pluiii't  clone  upon  the 
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And  so  much  grace  and  power,  breath- 
ing down 

From  over  her  arch'd  brows,  with 
every  turn 

Lived  thro'  her  to  the  tips  of  her  long 
hands. 

And  to  her  feet  She  rose  her  height, 
and  said : 

'  We  give  you  welcome ;  not  with- 
out redound 

Of  use  and  glory  to  yourselves  ye  come, 

The  flrst-fruits  of  the  stranger ;  after- 
time,  30 

And  that  full  voice  which  circles  round 
the  grave, 

Will  rank  you  nobly,  mingled  up  with 
me. 

What  I  are  the  ladies  of  your  land  so 
tall?' 

'We  of  the  court,'  said  Cyril.  'From 
the  court,' 

She  answer'd.  'then  ye  know  the 
Prince  ? '  and  he : 

'  The  climax  of  his  age  !  as  tho*  there 
were 

One  rose  in  all  the  world,  your  High- 
ness that. 

He  worships  your  ideal.'   Slie  ropliiHi : 

•  We  scarcely  thought  in  our  own  hall 
to  hear 

This  barren  verbiage,  current  am()n*r 
men,  40 

Light  coin,  the  tinsel  clink  of  compli- 
ment. 

Your  flight  from  out  your  bookless 
wilds  would  seem 

As  arguing  love  of  knowledge  and  of 
power ; 

Your  language  proves  you  still  the 
child.     Indeed, 

We  dream  not  of  him ;  when  we  set 
our  hand 

To  this  great  work,  we  purposed  with 
ourself 

Never  to  wed.  You  likewise  will  do 
well, 

I^ies,  in  entering  here,  to  east  and 
fling 

The  tricks  which  make  us  toys  of 
men,  that  so 

Some  future  time,  if  soindeed  you  will. 

You  may  with  those  self-styled  our 
lords  allv  si 

Your  fortunes,  justlier  balanced,  scale 
with  scale.' 


At  those  high  worda^  we,  000 

of  ourselves. 
Perused  the  matting ;  then  an  o( 
Rose  up,  and  read  the  statutes 

as  these : 
Not  for  three  years  to  oonespon 

home; 
Not  for  three  years  to  cross  the 

ties ; 
Not  for  three  years  to  speak  wil 

men; 
And  many  more,  which  hastih 

scribed, 
We  entered  on  the  boards.   And' 

she  cried, 
*  Ye  are  green  wood,  see  ye  war 

Look,  our  hall ! 
Our  statues  I  —  not  of  those  tlu 

desire, 
Sleek  Odalisques,  or  oracles  of  1 
Nor  stunted  squaws  of  West  or 

but  she 
That  taught  the  Sabine  how  t< 

and  she 
The  foundress  of  the  Babyloniai 
The  Carian  Artemisia  strong  in 
The  Rhodope  that  built  the  pyr 
CMelia,  Cornelia,  with  the  Palm\ 
That  fought  Aurelian,  and  the  t 

brows 
Of  Agrippina.    Dwell  with  thea 

lose 
Convention,   since  to  look  on 

forms 
Makes  noble  thro*  the  sensuous  • 

ism 
That  which  is  higher.     O,  lift 

natures  up ; 
Embrace  our  aims;   work   out 

freedom.     Girls, 
Knowledire  is  now  no  more  a  fo 

seal'd ! 
Drink  deep,   until  the  habits  < 

slave. 
The  sins  of  emptiness,  gossip  an< 
And  slander,  die.    Better  not  be 
Than  not  be  noble.     Leave  ua 

may  go. 
Today  the  Lady  Psyche  will  hai 
The  fresh  arrivals  of  the  week  b 
i  For  they  press  in  from  all  th 

vinces, 
And  fill  the  hive.' 

She  spoke,  and  bowing 
Dismissal;  back  again  we  cro 

court 


PART  SECOND 


i6S 


fldj  Pijche'i.    Ai  W6  entei'd  in, 
!e  mtX  •foog  the  f(mii%  like  mcMm- 

iBgdores 
i  «m  their  milky  boaomt  on  the 

thatch, 
MicBt  range  of  pupils;  afae  herself 
tt  hehfaid  m  desk  of  saUn-wood,   99 
[«lek  hrunette,  well-moulded,  fal- 

eon-cred, 
loathe  hither  aide,  or  so  she  loc^d, 
twcatT  summers.    At  her  left,  a 

Malng  draperies*  headed  like  a 


babe,  a  double  April  old, 
slept     We    sat;    the    lady 
jrianced; 
■  Flariaii,  but  do  liTelier  than  the 


it  whispef'd  'AssesT  ears'  among 

the  sedge, 
r  staler.'    *  Comely,    too,   by  all 

that's  fair,' 
dC^riL    'O.  hush,  hush  I' and  die 

began.  100 

This  world  was  once  a  fluid  liaz(> 

uf  liffht. 
I  towani  tlir  centre  set  the  starry 

tides, 
d  eddied  into  siinK.  that  wheelinjr 

Cast 
e  planetA*.  then  the  monster,  then 

the  man ; 
aoo'd   or  woaded,    winter-clad   in 

skins. 
V  from   the  prime,  and  cnifthing 

down  hift  matf. 
rrt  we  find  in  barbarous  isles,  and 

here 
mnir  the  lowt*st' 

TlienMipon  she  took 
M'SH'jre  Ticw  of  all  the  imjc^cious 

past : 
Bopd  at  the  leipendarv  Amazon    ii<> 
emblematic  01  a  nobier  a^re ; 
praiftrd  the  Lycian  custom,  spoke 

of  those 
St  lay  at  wine  with  Lar  and  Lu- 

rumo; 
i<Viwn  tbelVrsian.  Qn><'ian,  lionmn 

empire,  and  the  woman's  state  in 


far  from  Just;  till  wanning  with 
theme 


fiOie  fulmined  out  her  soom  of  laws 

Salique 
And  little-footed  China»  touch'd  on 

Mahomet 
With  much  contempt,  and  came  to 

chivalry. 
When  some  respect,  however  slight, 

was  paid  lao 

To  woman,  superstition  all  awry. 
However,  then  commenced  the  dawn ; 

abeam 
Had   slanted   forward,  falling   in  a 

land 
Of  promise;  fruit  would  follow.  Deep, 

indeed. 
Their  debt  of  thanks  to  her  who  first 

had  dared 
To  leap  the  rotten  pales  of  prejudice, 
Disyc^e  their  necks  from  custom,  and 

assert 
None   lordlier  than  themselves  but 

that  which  made 
Woman  and  man.    She  had  founded ; 

thev  must  build. 
Here  might  they  learn  what4»ver  men 

were  taught.  tj* 

L<*t   them   not   fi'ar,  some  said   their 

heads  were  less ; 
Some  men's  wen*  small,  not  they  the 
I  least  of  men  ; 

:  Tor  oft<»n  fineness  compensattnl  size. 
Hrsi(U*s  the  brain  yms  like  the  hand, 

and  grew 
With  using;  thence tlie  man's,  if  mora 

was  more. 
He  took  advantage  of  his  strength  to 

be 
First  in  the  fleld  ;  some  ages  hail  \x'vn 

h)6t ; 
Rut  woman  rip<'n*d  earlier,  and  hei 

life 
Was  longer;  and  allMMt  their  glorious 

names 
Wen*  fewer,  stiitterd  stars.  yv\  .nince 
I  in  truth  140 

j  The  highest  is  the  nmisun*  of  tin-  miui. 
•  .\nd  not  the  Knnir.  IIott<'i)tot.  Malay. 
Nor   th«'>se   horn  Immhii    bniikers  of 

the  gh'lH'. 
But  IIonuT,  l*Is4to.  Vi-ruliim.  even  so 
With  woman :  luui  in  arts  of  govern 

nirnt 
Kli/.alM'th  and  others,  arts  of  war 
Th«*  {H'HSjint  Joan  and  others,  arts  of 

gnut* 
Sappho  and  others  vied  with  any  m«A; 


T«f 
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And,  last  not  least,  she  who  had  left 

her  place. 
And  bow'd  her  state  to  them,  that 

the  J  might  grow  150 

To  use  and  power  on  this  oasis,  lapt 
In  the  arms  of  leisure,  sacred  from 

the  blight 
Of  ancient  influence  and  scorn. 

At  last 
She  rose  upon  a  wind  of  prophecy 
Dilating  on  the  future :  *  everywhere 
Two  h(mds  in  council,  two  beside  the 

hearth. 
Two  in  the  tangled  business  of  the 

world. 
Two  in  the  liberal  offices  of  life. 
Two  plummets  dropt  for  one  to  sound 

the  abyss 
Of  science  and  the  secrets  of  the  mind ; 
Musician,    painter,    sculptor,    critic, 

more ;  161 

And  everywhere  the  broad  and  boun- 
teous Earth 
Should  bear  a  double  growth  of  those 

rare  souls. 
Poets,  whose  thoughts  enrich  the  blooil 

of  the  world.* 

She  euded  here,  and  beckon'd  us; 
the  rest 

Parted  ;  and,  glowing  full-faced  wel- 
come*, siie 

Began  to  address  us,  and  was  moving 
on 

In  gratulation.  till  as  when  a  boat 

Tacks  and  the  slacken'd  sail  flaps,  all 
her  voice 

Falterinir  and  fluttering  in  her  throat, 
she  cried,  170 

*My  brother!'  'Well,  my  sister.' 
•  O,'  she  said. 

•  Wliat  do  you  here  ?  and  in  this  dress  ? 
and  these  ? 

Why,  who  are  these  ?  a  wolf  within 
the  fold : 

A  pack  of  wolves!  the  Lonl  be  gra- 
cious to  me ! 

A  plot,  a  plot,  a  plot,  to  ruin  all  I  * 

*Xo  plot,  no  plot,'  he  auswerd. 
•Wretched  l)oy. 

How  s;iw  you  not  the  inscription  on 
the  irate, 

Let  no  man  entek  in  on  pain  of 

DE.VTU  ?  ' 

'And  if  I  had.'  he  answer'd,  *  who 
could  think 


The  softer  Adams  of  your  Acudeu 

0  sister.   Sirens  the'  they  be,  1 

such 
As  chanted  on  the  blanching  bon 

men?' 
'  But  you  will  find  it  otherwise,' 

said. 
'  Tou  jest ;  ill  jesting  with  edge-ta 

my  vow 
Binds  me  to  speak,  and  O  that  irooi 
That   axelike   edge  untamable. 

Head, 
The  Princess ! '    *  Well  then.  Pay 

take  my  life, 
And  nail  me  like  a  weasel  on  a  gn 
For  warning ;  bury  me  beside  the  | 
And  cut  this  epitaph  above  my  bo 
Here  lie*  a  brother  by  a  HsUr  main 
All  for  the  com  man  good  of  uxmumla 

*  Let  me  die  too,'  saxl  Cyril,  'ha' 

seen 
And  heard  the  Lady  Psyche/ 

I  stmcl 
'  Albeit  so  mask'd,  madam,  I  love 

truth : 
Receive  it.  and  in  me  behold  the  Pi 
Your  countryman,  affianced  years 
To  the  Lady  Ida.    Here,  for  here 

was, 
And  thus  —  what  other  way  was  1 

—  I  came.' 
'O  sir.  O  Prince,  I  have  no  coui 

none ; 
If  any,  this;   but  none.    Whate 

was 
Disrooted,  what  I  am  is  grafted  h 
Affianced,  sir  ?  love- whispers  maj 

breathe 
Within    this   vestal    limit,  and 

should  I, 
Who  am  not  mine,  say,  live  ? 

thunderl)olt 
Ilauirs  silent ;  but  prepare.     I  sp 
^  it  falls.' 

*  Yet  pause.*  I  said :  *  for  that  ins 

tion  there, 

1  think    no    more   of   deadly   1 

therein, 
Than  in  a  clapper  clapping  in  a  g 
To  srare  the  fowl  from  fruit ;  if  i 

there  be. 
If  UK^rt'  and  acted  on,  what  folk 

war ; 
Your  own  work  marr'd  ;  for  this 

Academe. 
Whichever  side  be  victor,  in  the  h 
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limpet  donii,  uod 
ie8  only  made  to 
."  'Let  Ibo  Prin- 
Ikrvwell.  air  —  and 
■ml,  but  I  ga.' 
idy  Psycho,'  I  m 
ram  Iluit  old  Plu- 
iiit  In  my  fatliiT'o 
m  with  lii*  l>et<Uu 
)  tiMt  of  Awitj 
(TandwTv,  wli«n  be 
re  point  to  It,  «nd 
of  Flaritm  it  not 
nl  yet  in  kindrwl 
ic.'  Floriaa  addwl ; 
about  the  mornfog 
ile,  and  rscnl  the 
ilrrel  of  the  glen ! 

to  bind  my  tlirob- 
r,  mix  tbc  fonmltig 
;)|i.iuiuit  IhIm,  and 
to  happy  drctims  I 

Piiyche.  both  in 
rcbe,  but  what  aiv 
bi^- Cyril «ld. -for 


ttertsBpienrf.- 

Tb«n  onre  more, 
r  P^ctM,'  1  bogan, 


TliHt  on  bcr  bridal  mom  btrforc  ahn 
ipnnione,  when 


From  all  her  old  c 

the  kiDff 
KiBa'd  tier  pa)(.-  du'i'k.  declared  that 


d  the  suuth- 
prople 


Would  Mill  Ijo  denr  bpyo 

pru  bills: 
Thjit  wrni   tlicn-  noy  of   i 

lh(T8 

lu  wwil  or  peril,  there  WKsoue  tobeur 
And  hi-lp  them  ?  look '.  fur  Btich  are 

theBO  Rnd  I.' 

■  An.'  you  that  Fsyi^e,"  Kturhui  aik'd, 

'  to  vthnm,  *{o 

In  gentler  days,  yniir  arrow. woundwl 

Cnme  flytos  whiln  you  sni  hrxida  tb« 

wcllt 
The  creature  laid  Ms  miiZEk-on  your 

And  snbV'I,  and  you  sobb'd  wlUi  It, 
aud  tb«  blood 

Woa  Kpriukled  on  your  kirtle,  ittid  you 

That  nas  fawn's  blood,  iiot  bralher'i. 

vet  you  wept. 
O,  bj'thr  bright  head  of  my  little 

Yini  were  that  Psyche,  and  Klint  aro 

you  now  I ' 
'  You   are    that   Psyche,"    Cyril    laid 

again,  .» 

■  Themutherof  the  swentesl  little  tnaUl 
Thnt  ever  irow'd  for  kisaeA ' 

'Out  upon  it  V 
ppace  I  Mini  why 
play 

er  with  emotion,  be 
TliR  LudusJuniuHllrutu«o(  mrkitidT 
lllniyou  eaUgre«t :  he  for  th'- common 

The  fudintc  nolltim  of  miirtnl  Home, 
Am  I  niiffht  slay  ihlsdilld,  itgood  nee^ 

wwe. 
Slew  both  IiIh  Mint ;  and  I,  uluill  I,  od 

The  secular  emandpatluQ  tuniB 

Of  half  this  world,  be  nwi-rved  from 

risht  to  mvu  tja 

\  princ-.   a  bruthn-  T   a  lltllo  wtU  I 

yield. 
Best  VI,  perclianm,  for  us.  ani)  wHI  for 
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My  conscience  will  not  count  me  fleck- 
less;  yet  — 

Hear  my  conditions:  promise — other- 
wise 

You  perish  —  as  you  came,  to  slip  away 

To-day.  to-morrow,  soon.  It  shall  be 
said, 

These  women  were  too  barbarous, 
would  not  learn  ; 

They  fled,  who  might  have  shamed  us. 
Promise,  all.* 

What  could  we  else,  we  promised 

each :  and  she,  280 

Like  some  wild  creature  newly-caged, 

commenced 
A  to-and-fro,  so  pacing  till  she  paused 
By  Florian  ;  holding  out  her' lily  arms 
Took    both    his  hands,   and  smiling 
faintly  said  : 

*  I  knew  you  at  the  first ;  tho*  you  have 

grown 
You  scarce  have  alter'd.    I  am  sad  and 

glad 
To  sec  you.  Florian.     /  give  thee  to 

death, 
M}'  brother  I  it  was  duty  spoke,  not  I. 
My  needful  seeming  harshness,  panlon 

it 
Our  mother,  is  she  well  ?  * 

With  that  she  kiss'd 
His  forehead,  then,  a  monjenl  after, 

clung  291 

About  him,  and  betwixt  them  blos- 
somed up 
From  out  a  common  vein  of  menmrv 
Sweet  household  talk,  and  phnises  of 

the  hearth. 
And  far  allusion,  till  the  gracious  dews 
Began  to  glisten  and  to  fall :  and  while 
They  8t04Kl,  so  rapt,  we  gazing,  eanie 

a  voice, 

*  I  brought  a  message  here  from  Lady 

Blanche/ 

Back  8tarte<l  she,  and  turning  round 
we  saw 

The  Lady  Blanche's  <laughtcr  when^ 
she  stoo<l,  vo 

Melissa,  with  her  hand  upon  the  lock. 

A  rosy  blonde,  and  in  a  college  gown. 

That  clad  her  like  an  April  daffo- 
dilly— 

Her  mother's  color  —  with  her  lips 
apart. 

And  all  her  thoughts  is  fair  within 
her  eyes. 


\s  bottom  agates  seen  to  wave  i 

float 
In  crystal  currents  of  clear  moral 

seas. 

So  stood  that  same  fair  creature 

the  door. 
Then  Lady  Psyche,  '  Ah  — MeliaBi 

you! 
You  heard  us  ?'  and  Melissa,  '0,  pi 

don  me !  ] 

I  heard,  I  could  not  help  it,  did  n 

wish  ; 
But,  dearest  lady,  pray  you  fear  me  dc 
Nor  think  I  bear  that  heart  within  a 

breast. 
To  give  three  gallant  gentlemen 

death.' 
'  I  trust  you,'  said  the  other.  '  for  1 

two 
Were  always  friends,  none  closer,  d 

and  vine ; 
But  yet  your  mother's  Jealous  temp 

ament  — 
Let  not  your  prudence,  dearest,  drowj 

or  prove 
The  DanaTd  of  a  leaky  vase,  for  fea 
This  whole  foundation  ruin,  and 

lose 
My  honor,  these  their  lives.'    *ii 

fear  me  not,' 
Replied  Melissa;    *no  —  I  would  i 

tell, 
Xo,  not  for  all  Aspasia's  cleverness. 
No,  not  to  answer,  madam,  all  th^ 

hard  things 
That  Sheba  came  to  ask  of  Solomon 
'Be  it  so,*  the  other,   *that  we  si 

may  lead 
The  new  light  up,  and  culminate 

peace. 
For  Solomon  may  come  to  Sheba  n 
Said  Cyril,    'Madam,  he  the  wis 

man 
Feasted  the  woman  wisest  then, 

halls 
Of    Lebanonian    cedar;    nor   shot 

you  — 
Tho'.  madam,  you  should  answer, 

would  ask  — 
L«"^s  welcome  find  among  us,  if  y 

cjime 
Among  us,  debtors  for  our  lives 

vou, 
Myself  for  something  more.'    He  si 

not  what. 


PART  Slit'OND 


169 


Tbfttik*,' aho BiMwer'd,  'go;  we 
bar*  iHMa  too  long 
*"  er.  k«»p  your  koodii  aboiil  Dm 


4o  ao   Itmt  hlhn  iibstnu-tian 


rush'd  bcr  fial  liaod  against  Ida  Itux 

Anil  Uitis  our  mtirmnrc  rinsed, 

Aiirt  tlii^i  we  fliTolled 
For  hair  Uiu  day  Uim'  standi;  tb<»- 


■TVt«l> 

I  not  with  tlir  n»i\ 
All,  I  tniat.  QiNj  j^ 


R.-nrir.l  mwinl  wl». 

Ht,  wn  bcald 
nie  grave  (iffifi-seor.      l>n  Uie  Icclure 
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That  on  the  stretch'd  forefinger  of  all 

Time 
Sparkle  forever.    Then  we  dipt  in  all 
That  treats  of  whatsoever  is,  the  state, 
The  total  chronicles  of  man.  the  mind. 
The  morals,  something  of  the  frame, 

the  rock,  3^ 

The  star,  the  bird,  the  fish,  the  shell, 

the  flower. 
Electric,  chemic  laws,  and  all  the  rest. 
And  whatsoever  can  be  taught  and 

known ; 
Till  like  three  horses  that  have  "broken 

fence. 
And  glutted  all  night  long  breast-deep 

in  com. 
We  issued  gorged  with  knowledge, 

and  I  spoke : 
'  Why,  sirs,  they  do  all  this  as  well  as 

*They    hunt  old  trails,*  said  Cyril, 

*  very  well ; 

But  when  did  woman  ever  vet  invent?* 
*  Ungracious  ! '      answer'd     Florian ; 

*  have  you  learnt  370 
No  more  from  Psyche's  lecture,  vou 

that  tt\lk*d 
The  trash   that   made  me  sick,   and 

almost  sad  ¥ ' 
*0,  trash,*  he  said,  *but  with  a  kernel 

in  it ! 
Should  I  not  call  her  wise  who  made 

me  wise  t 
And  learnt  ?    I  learnt  more  from  her 

in  a  flash 
Thau  if  mv  brainpan  were  an  empty 

hull. 
And  every  Muse  tumbled  a  science  in. 
A  thousand  hearts  lie  fallow  in  these 

halls. 
And    n>und    these  halls  a  thousand 

babv  loves 
Fly  twan^iuir  headless  arrows  at  the 

hearts.  3S0 

Whence  follows  manv  a  vacant  pani;  ; 

but  O, 
With  me,  sir,  enterd  in  the  biirger 

boy, 
The  head  of  all   the   golden-shafted 

firm. 
The  long-limb'd  lad  that  had  a  Psyche 

t(K> ; 
He  cleft  me  thro'  the  stomacher.   And 

now 
What  think  you  of  it,  Florian  ?  do  I 

chase 


The  substance  or  the  ehadow  f  nil 

hold? 
I  have  no  sorcerer's  malison  00  mb. 
No  ghostly  hauntuigs  like  his  H(( 

ness.    I 
Flatter   myself  that   always  ef«i 

where  1 

I  know  the  substance  when  I  see 

Well, 
Are  castles  shadows  ?  Three  of  tha 

Is  she 
The  sweet  proprietress  a  shadow  t 

not. 
Shall  those  three   castles  patdi  1 

tatter'd  coat  ? 
For  dear  are  those  three  castles  to  1 

wants. 
And   dear   is   sister  Psyche  to  i 

heart. 
And  two  dear  things  are  one  of  doul 

worth; 
And  much  I  might  have  said,  but  t] 

my  zone 
Unmann*d  me.   Then  the  Doctors ! 

to  hear 
The  Doctors !  O,  to  watch  the  thir 

plants 
Imbibing  !  once  or  twice  I  thought 

roar, 
To  break    my    chain,   to   shake  1 

mane  ;  but  thou. 
Modulate  me,  soul  of  mincing  mj 

icry  ! 
Make  liquid  treble  of  that  bassoon, 

throat  ,* 
Abase  those  eyes  that  ever  loved 

meet 
Star-sisters  answering  under  cresc 

brows ; 
Abate  the  stride  which  speaks  of  m 

aud  loosii 
A  flying  charm  of  blushes  o'er  t 

cheek. 
Where  they  like  swallows  coming  < 

of  time 
Will   wonder  why  they  came.    ] 

hark  the  bell 
For  dinner,  let  us  go ! ' 

And  in  we  streai 
Amonir  tlic  columns,  pacing  staid  1 

still 
Hv  twos  and  threes,  till  all  from  < 

to  eud 
With  beauties  every  shade  of  bro 

and  fair 
In  colors  gayer  than  the  morning  m 
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ban  gUtter'd  like  a  bed  of 


lii  m  men  not  wander  from 

wita 

knf  with  eyes,  but  that  I 

i  mine  own 

r,  who  rapt  in  glorious 


d-dffht  of  KHne  Aatraean  age, 
imTd  with  profesiors ;  they, 
while,  431 

n  doubt  and  toit  it  to  and 

thicken'df  mlxt  with  inmost 


nd  adence;   Lady  Blanche 
Be 
fcnn  and  haughtiest  linca- 

DtS, 

her  autumn  tresses  falsely 
»wn, 

hng  daggers  at  us,  a  tiger- 
spring. 

At  last  a  solemn  grace 
d,  and  we  sought  the  gar- 
iH.     There 

t*d  rwiting  by  hcrst'lf,  and 
■■»  430 

\in\  hrlil  a  volumo  as  to  n-ad,  | 
jthftl  a  pKtwl  piwrock  down  j 
th  that.  I 

I  Uiw  mmfc  oar'd  a  shallop  by    , 
an'hi»M  of  the  marble  liridpe 
lulow'd  from  the  heat ;  some 
I  and  sought 

an  ire  thickets;  others  tost  a 
II 

be    fountain -Jets,   and    hack 
lin 

irhter;  others  lay  alnnit  the 
vns, 

liT  sort,  and  murmur'd  that 
•ir  May 

inp  —  what  was  learning  uiii o 
■m  ?  44- • 

iih'd  to  mtary ;   they  t'ouhl 
e  a  house ; 

•d  learned  womrn.     But  we 
t*e 

"d  like  the  Fates :  and  oftni 
nv 


Caird  us;    we  left  the  walks;   we 

mixt  with  those 
Six  hundred  maidens  clad  in  purest 

white. 
Before  two  streams  of  light  from  waU 

to  wall. 
While  the  great  organ  almost  burst 

his  pipes,  450 

Groaning  for  power,  and  rolling  thro' 

the  court 
A  long  melodious  thunder  to  the  sound 
Of  solemn  psalms  and  silver  litanies, 
The  work  of  Ida,  to  call  down  from 

heaven 
A  blessing  on  her  labors  for  the  worid. 

Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea, 
Low^  low,  breathe  and  blow, 
Wind  of  the  western  sea  I 
Over  the  rolUoff  waters  go,  4^ 

Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and  blow. 
Blow  him  again  to  me; 
While  my  little  one,  while  my  pretty  one 
sleeps. 

Sleep  and  rest,  ^leep  and  rest, 

Father  will  vonm  to  thee  mxhi; 
Kt*>t,  rt'st,  oil  iixtthtT's  lirvast, 

Father  will  come  to  tiice  hkhi; 
Father  will  come  to  hi>  hal>e  in  tlu 

nest, 
Silver  ^aiIs  all  out  of  the  we<t 

Cnder  the  hilver  moon;  4:ij 

Sh'ej),  my  little  one,  c^leep,  my  pretty  one, 
>leop. 

Ill 

Morn  ill  th<»  white  wake  of  the  mori)- 

iiig  star 
Came   fiirn)win,ti:  tdl   the  orient    int<i 

>Cold. 
Wr  roH',  and  eaeh  by  other  dnjst  u  itli 

ran* 
DcscendHi  to  the  court  that  lay  tlin-t 

parts 
In  shadt)w,  bnt  the  Mns«'s'  brads  \mh 

toiich'd 
Above  til**  darkiirss  from  tln-ir  n:iiivf 

Kast. 


TlM*n'   wbib'   w**   sto^wl   iM-siib*   tin* 
fount,  and  w:iT<ird 
ittinjT  all  we  saw  with  sliafts     Or  s«<'ni"d  to  watrb  Tlif  darieim;  l«ij> 
Mtirt*.  kin  to  charity.  blr.  :ippr  >a(  h'd 

m*d  not.     TlM'n  day  <)ro<)pt  ;     Mtli-^s;!.   tiiiL'«d  with  wan  from  link 
*  chapel  bcdis  1  of  Mi^-p« 
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Or  grief,  and  glowing  round  her  dewy 

eyes  10 

The  circled  Iris  of  a  night  of  tears : 
And  *Fly,'  she  cried,   'O  fly,  while 

yet  you  may  I 
My   mother   knows.'    And   when    I 

ask'd  her  'how/ 
*My  fault,'  she  w^ept,  'my  fault!  and 

^et  not  mine ; 
Yet  mme  in  part    O,  hear  me,  pardon 

me! 
My  mother,  'tis  her  wont  from  night 

to  night 
To  rail  at  I^y  Psyche  and  lier  side. 
She  says  the*  Princess  should   have 

been  the  Head, 
Herself  and   Lady   Psyche   the   two 

arms; 
And  so  it  was  agreed  when  first  they 

came;  20 

But  Lady  Psyche  was  the  right  hand 

now, 
And  she  the  left,  or  not  or  seldom  used : 
Hers  more  than  half  the  students,  all 

the  love. 
And  so  last  night  she  fell  to  canvass 

you. 
Her  countrywomen  I  she  did  not  envy 

her. 
**  Who  ever  saw  such  wild  barbarians? 
Girls  ? — more  like  men  ! "  and  at  these 

words  the  snake, 
My  secret,  seem'd  to  stir  within  my 

breast ; 
And  O,  sirs,  could  I  help  it,  but  my 

cheek 
Began  to  burn  and  burn,  and  her  lynx 

eye  '   30 

To  fix  and  make  me  hotter,  till  she 

lauffh'd : 
"O  marvellouslv  modest  maiden,  vou  I 
Men  1  girls,  like  men  !  why,  if  they 

had  been  men 
You  need   not  set  your  thoughts  in 

rubric  thus 
For  wholesale  comment."    Pardon,  I 

am  shamed 
That  I  must  needs  repeat  for  my  excuse 
What  looks  so  little  graceful  :* "  men  " 

—  for  still 
3Iy  mother  went    revolving  on   the 

word  — 
"And  so  they  are,  —  very  like  men 

indeed  — 
And  with  that  woman  closeted   for 

hours !  *'  40 


Then  came  these  dreadful  woidi  < 

one  by  one, 
"Why  —  these — are — men;~  liki 

der'd ;  "and  you  know  it" 
"O,  ask  me  nothing,*'  I  said.     "A 

she  knows  too. 
And  she  conceals  it."    So  my  moH 

clutch'd 
The  truth  at  once,  but  with  no  wc 

from  me ; 
And  now  thus  early  risen  she  goes 

inform 
The  Princess.    Lady  Psyche  will 

crush'd ; 
But  you  ms^  yet  be  saved,  and  the 

fore  fly ; 
But  heal  me  with  your  pardon  i 

you  go.' 

*  What  pardon,  sweet  Melissa,  foi 

blush?' 
Said  Cyril:  'Pale  one,  blush  agai 

than  wear 
Those   lilies,   better  blush  our  Hi 

away. 
Yet  let  us  breathe  for  one  hour  hk 

in  heaven,* 
He  added.    '  lest  some  classic  an^ 

speak 
In  scorn  of  us,  "  They  mounted,  GJar 

medes. 
To  tumble,  Vulcans,  on  the  seco 

mom." 
But    I    will    melt   this   marble  in 

wax 
To  yield  us  farther  furlough ; '  and 

went. 

^lelissa  shook  her  doubtful  cur 

and  thought 
He  scarce  would  prosper.     *  Tell  u 

Florian  ask'd, 
'  How  grew  this  feud  betwixt  the  rig 

and  left.* 
'  O.  long  ago,'  she  said,  'betwixt  tht 

two 
Division  smoulders  hidden;  'tis  i 

mother. 
Too  jealous,  often  fretful  as  the  wi 
Pent  in  a  crevice :  much  I  bear  wi 

her. 
I  never  knew  my  father,  but  she  says 
God  help  her !  —  she  was  wedded  t< 

fool : 
And  still  she  rail'd  against  the  sti 

of  things. 


PART  THIRD 


«  hwl  the  care  of  Ladv  Ida's  joulb, 
id   from    the  Queen's  decease  she 

bn'Ufcht  her  up.  ^s 

II  wbtD   your  fliflter  tamo  the  won 

tht  hMrt 
(    Ida;    tbi-,v    were   Btill    together, 

t!^  «•  thev  aaid  thenwelvea  —  fnoscu- 

OD.*onuit  I'bonis  that  slilvcr  to  one 
nnic; 

>af  mini]  In  all  things.  Yet  my  mo- 
ther «iU 

dmu  yiiur  Fiiycbc  tbivvut  her 
tbMjrit-*. 

l»t  itn^iltd  wiih  them  for  lier  pupil's 


t-   («1U 


r  plagiaririt,  I  know  not 
p>:  I  ilarc  not  tarry,'  and 
shadow  of  u   bird.   h>ii^ 


Then     rourmnr'd    Florian,    gazing 
after  her : 
'An  opeD-bcarted  maiden,  true  and 

If  I  could  love,  why  this  vere  she. 

How  pretty 
IIcrlilushin);was,  and  how  she  blusb'd 

ajTUin, 

Itb  Cyril's  random 


wish  I 


m'd  with 


erring  pride. 
Nor  lihe  pmit  I'syclir  whom  she  drag» 


"Fhe  crane.'  I  sikid,  'may  chattel 

of  the  irane. 
The  dove  miiy  iimnnur  of  tlie  dove, 

but  I 
An    cniili:    I 'lung    an    cugic     to    th< 

My  princeHs,  O  my  pritK-cesI  true  sh( 
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But  in  her  own  grand  way;  being 

herself 
Three  times  more  noble  than  three 

score  of  men, 
She  sees  herself  in  every  woman  else, 
And  so  she  wears  her  error  like  a 

crown 
To  blind  the  truth  and  me.    For  her, 

and  her, 
Hebes  are  they  to  band  ambrosia,  mix 
The  nectar ;  but — ah,  she  —  whene'er 

she  moves 
The  Samian  Her^  rises,  and  she  speaks 
A  Memnon  smitten  with  the  morning 

sun.* 


lOO 


So  saying  from  the  court  we  paced, 

and  gain'd 
The  terrace  ranged  along  the  northern 

front. 
And  leaning  there  on  those  balusters, 

high 
Above    the    empurpled    champaign, 

drank  the  gale 
That  blown  about  the  foliage  under- 
neath, 
And  sated  with  the  innumerable  rose. 
Beat  balm  upon  our  eyelids.     Hither 

came 
Cyril,  and  yawning,   *0  hard  task,' 

he  cried  : 
'No  fighting  shadows  here.     I  forced 

a  way 
Thro'    solia   opposition  crabb'd  and 

gnarl'd.  no 

Better  to  clear  prime  forests,  heave 

and  thump 
A  league  of  street  in  summer  solstice 

down. 
Than  hammer  at  this  reverend  gentle- 
woman. 
I  knock'd  and,  bidden,  enter'd ;  found 

her  there 
At  point  to  move,  and  settled  in  her 

eyes 
The  green  malignant  light  of  coming 

storm. 
Sir,   I  was  courteous,  every  phrase 

well-oird, 
As  man's  could  be ;  yet  maiden-meek 

I  pray'd 
Conceahncnt.      She    demanded    who 

we  were. 
And  why  we  came  ?   I  fabled  nothing 

fair,  lao 

But,  your  example  pilot,  told  her  all. 


Up  went  the  hush'd  amase  of  ha 

and  eye. 
But  when  I  dwelt  upon  your  old  •! 

ance, 
She  answer'd  sharply  that  I  taDi 

astray. 
I  urged  the  fierce  inscription  oo  t 

gate. 
And  our  three  lives.    True — veb 

limed  ourselves 
With  open  eyes,  and  we  must  td 

the  chance. 
But  such  extremes,  I  told  her,  wi 

might  harm 
The  woman's  cause.    "Not  more  thi 

now,"  she  said, 
"So  puddled  as  it  is  with  favoritisii] 
I  tried  the  mother's  heart.     Shai 

might  befall  i 

Melissa,    knowing,    saying    not   s 

knew ; 
Her  answer  was,  "Leave  me  to  d( 

with  that." 
I  spoke  of  war  to  come  and  nun 

deaths, 
And   she   replied,   her  duty   was 

sfwak, 
And  duty  duty,  clear  of  consequena 
I  grew  discouraged,  sir;  but  since 

knew 
No  rock  so  hard  but  that  a  little  wa 
May  beat  admission  in  a  thousai 

years, 
I  recommenced :  **  Decide  not  ere  y 

pause. 
I  find  you  here  but  in  the  second  plat 
Some  say  the  third  —  the  autheni 

foundress  you. 
I  offer  boldly ;  we  will  seat  you  big 

est. 
Wink  at  our  advent ;    help  my  prin 

to  gain 
His  rightful  bride,  and  here  I  promi 

you 

Some  palace  in  our  land»  where  y< 

shall  reign 
The  head  and  heart  of  all  our  fair  si 

world, 
And  your  great  name  flow  on  wi 

broadening  time 
For  ever."  Well,  she  balanced  this 

little. 
And  told  me  she  would  answer  us  1 

day, 
Meantime  be  mute;    thus  much,  n 

more  I  gain'd.' 


PART 


ih»  H«m]. 

■t  antmoaa  the  Vriactaa  rode  to 

take 
dip  til  fstrtalii  stntbi  lo  the  nonli. 
~*'*  ~      ~M  Willi  her T  weafaould  tlud 


lUWKgUWlI 

itabad 


;,  and  tha  rivrr  made  n 

lym^ut;'  Uu»  elu  pt^tcd  on  to 

l>di>  UD  twi  up  Ma  f  urrowy  forkR 
<Md  Um  tMck-lMfed  pUtuu  of 

#nii  M,  ttk  tka  daj  fled  en  thro' 

rfl  .te 

■MM  «f  dallli  to  Iho  apiM^nli-d 

hMK. 

■  i^iMaMto  the  porch  we  went. 
OHtar  miUm^  Uflwr  bjr  tbe 

r  lad  m^hgt  k  pHIor.  her  foot  oo 

oo« 
Ihcmm  (aiai>  leopards.   Rltten-lfko  be 

roUd 
i  paw'd  about  hot  HandaL     I  dren 

(md.    On  »  auddeit  my  Mrange 

KlmracaAM; 
«■  ID*.  Ibe  wetrd  vision  itfourhoiiM. 
«nfaKMld*Meni'dahuiliiwBhow. 
r  gM-fatr'd  cat*  a  painted  fantasj, 
r  oohege  and  ber  maideDS  cmptj' 

tb«  ibailoiT  of  a  drenni. 


iBTWlf  tb 
D  (klDft  wi 


It  thick  wllb  pnwioD  and 
f  brawt  tbe  iDvuluDtai^ 
■not*  nc  with  Uw  ll^ht 


t  rim  m  It  namnr'd  Ui  Uw  hllln 
n49  InrfdB  bn  «nd   bi  toe  hIic 


m 

Ttio  hanh  lo  four  conpaoioD  jeiter 

Uanllliiigly  we  spake.*  'No— oot  to 

her,' 
I  nnawer'd,  'but  to  one  ol  whom  w« 

Your  UishDcw  might  haveteetn'd  lim 

thlDgfou  mj.' 
'Again?' Bliectied,  'arefouantbu^ 

From  him  to  mc  T  wc  give  you,  being 

strange, 
Aiiceiue:  epenk,  and  let  thetopicdle.' 

I  KtammrT'd  tliat  I  koen  litm — could 
have  wiBli'd  —  iq» 

'Our  king  exp«cta — waathore  no  pre- 
contract I 

There  la  no  truer-hearted — ah.  joa 


The  bin)  of  pawage  flfiug  south  bat 

To  follow.    Surety,  If  your  Hl^uieaa 

keep 
Your  purport,  yon  will  shock  him  even 

Or  liaflcr  couraex.  childreu  of  despair' 

'Poor  1>oy,' she  said,   'can   lie    not 

read  —  no  books  I 
Quoit.  tcnDiH,  ball  — DO  games?   nor 

dealt  in  that 
Which  men  delight  Id,  martial  exer 

else?  » 

To  Dunte  a  blind  !d<-nl  like  a  girl. 
Metliinks  he  seems  no  Ix^U'r  than  a 

Kirl; 
As  girls  were  once,  as  we  onrself  haTc 

We  liful  our  dnams;  perhaps  he  mlit 

with  Ihem. 
Wi!  tuueli  on  our  dead  si-ll,  oar  idiun 

lodoit. 
Dt'lng    olher — slnrt-    we    ieurui   out 
Inn-, 


Sill-  paiiiKil,  aiHl  wldcd  with  n  hnugh 
tier  smile, 
■  And  ni  to  prvi-oiiinx'tM.  we  move,  my 

At  no  mnn'*  tieck.  but  know  imnxll 

ami  tlicf. 
O  VMbtl,  noble  VMhU  I  Bunmoo'd  oui 
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She  kept  her  state,  and  left  the  drunk- 
en king 

To  brawl  at  Bhushan  underneath  the 
palms.'  ^ 

'Alas,  your  Highness  breathes  full 

East/  I  said, 
'  On  that  which  leans  to  you  !  I  know 

the  Prince, 
I  prize  his  truth.    And  then  how  vast 

a  work 
To  assail  this  gray  preeminence  of  man ! 
You  grant  me  license ;  might  I  use  it  ? 

think  ; 
Ere  half  be  done  perchance  your  life 

may  fail ;  220 

Then  comes  the  feebler  heiress  of  your 

plan, 
And  takes  and  ruins  all;    and  thus 

your  pains 
May  only  make  that  footprint  upon 

sand 
Which  old-recurring  waves  of  preju- 
dice 
Resmooth  to  notlring.    Might  I  dread 

that  you, 
With  only  j'ame  for  spouse  and  your 

great  deeds 
For  issue,  vet  mav  live  in  vain,  and 

miss 
Meanwhile  what  every  woman  counts 

her  due. 
Love,  children,  happiness  ? ' 

And  she  exclaim'd, 
*  Peace,   you  youn^r  savage    of    the 

Northern  wild  !  230 

What!   tho*  your  Prince's  love  were 

like  a  god's. 
Have  we  not"  made  ourself  the  sacri- 
fice? 
You  are  bold  indeed ;  we  are  not  talk'd 

to  thus. 
Yet  will  we  say  for  children,  would 

they  grew 
Like  field-flowers  everywhere!  we  like 

them  well : 
But  children  die ;  and  let  me  tell  you, 

girl, 

Howe'er  you  babble,  great  deeds  can- 
not die ; 

They  with  the  sun  and  moon  renew 
their  light 

For  ever,  blessing  those  that  look  on 
them. 

Children  —  that  men  may  pluck  them 
from  our  hearts,  340 


Kill  us  with  pity,  break  ua  with  ou 

selves  — 
O  —  children  —  there  is  nothing  npa 

earth 
More  miserable  than  she  that  has  a  n 
And  sees  him  err.  Nor  would  we  woii 

for  fame ; 
Tho*  she  perhaps  might  reap  the  ^ 

plause  of  Great, 
Who  learns  the  one  FOU  sto  wbeno 

after-hands 
May  move  the  world,  thoT  die  hersd 

effect 
But  little ;   wherefore  up  and  act  lu 

shrink 
For  fear  our  solid  aim  be  dissipated 
By  frail  successors.    Would,  indeec 

we  had  been,  ai 

In  lieu  of  many  mortal  flies,  a  race 
Of  giants  living  each  a  thousand  vear 
That  we  might  see  our  own  work  ou 

and  watch 
The  sandy  footprint  harden  into  stone 

I  answer'd  nothing,  doubtful  in  m 

self 
If  that  strange  poet-princess  with  hi 

grand 
Imaginations  might  at  all  be  won. 
And  she  broke  out  interpreting  n 

thoughts : 

'  No  doubt  we  seem  a  kind  of  mo 

ster  to  you ; 
We  are  used  to  that ;  for  women,  t 

till  this  3 

Cramp'd  under  worse  than  South-se 

isle  taboo. 
Dwarfs  of  the  gynaeceum,  fail  so  fai 
In  high  desire,  they  know  not,  cann 

guess 
How  much  their  welfare  is  a  i)asBU 

to  us. 
If  we  could  give  them  surer,  quick 

proof — 
O.  if  our  end  were  less  achievable 
By  slow  approaches  than  by  single  a 
Of  immolation,  any  phase  of  death. 
We  were  as  prompt  to  spring  agaii 

the  pikes. 
Or  down  the  fiery  gulf  as  talk  of  it,  : 
To  compass  ourdear  sisters'  libertie 

She  bow'd  as  if  to  veil  a  noble  tea 
And  up  we  came  to  where  the  ri^ 
sloped 
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She  answer'd.  '  but  it  pleased  us  not ; 

in  truth 
Wc  shudder  but  to  dream  our  maids 

should  ape 
Those  monstrous  males  that  carve  the 

living  hound. 
And  cram  him  with  the  fragments  of 

the  grave. 
Or  in  the  dark  dissolving  human  heart, 
And  hoi}*  secrets  of  this  microcosm. 
Dabbling  a  shameless  hand  with  shame- 
ful jest, 
Encamalize    their   spirits.      Yet    we 

know 
Knowledge  is  knowledge,   and    tUs 

matter  hangs. 
Ilowbeit  ourself,  foreseeing  casualty. 
Nor  willing  men  should  come  among 

us,  learnt,  301 

For  many  weary  moons   before  we 

came. 
This  craft  of  healing.   "Were  you  sick, 

ourself 
Would  tend  upon  you.    To  your  ques- 
tion now, 
Which  touclu's  on  the  workman  and 

his  work. 
Let  there  bo  light  and  there  was  light ; 

't  is  so. 
For  was,  and  is,  and  will  be,  are  but 

is, 
And  all  creation  is  one  act  at  once. 
The  birth  of  light  :  but  we  that  are 

not  all. 
As  i)arts,  can  see  but  parts,  now  this,  . 

now  that,  310 

And  live,  perforce,  fn>m  thought  to 

thouirht.  and  make 
One  act    a    phantom  of    succession. 

Thus 
Our  wttikncss  somehow   shapes    the 

.shadow.  Time : 
But  in  the  shadow  will  we  work,  and  ' 

mould  ' 

The  woman  to  the  fuller  day.' 

She  spake  ' 
With  kindled  eyes  :  we  rode  a  Ica.irue 

beyond.  ' 

And.  o'er  a  bridjie  of  i)inewoo<l  cross- 
in  ir.  canic 
On  flowery  levels  underneath  the  crair. 
Full  of  ail  beauty.     '().  how  sweet." 

I  said.  — 
Fori  washalf-obliviousof  my  mask.  — 
'To  linger  here  with  one  that  love»l 

us!'     '  Yea,*  321  , 


She  answered,  '  or  with  fair  i^^km 

phies 
That  lift  the  fancy ;  for  indeed  ttel 

fields 
Are  lovely,  lovelier  not  the  Eljsii 

lawns. 
Where  paced  the  demigods  of  old,  an 

saw 
The   soft   white    vapor    streak  iJk 

crowned  towers 
Built  to  the  Sun.'    Then,  turning  1 

her  maids, 
'Pitch  our  pavilion  here  upon  tli 

sward; 
Lay  out  the  viands.'     At  the  won 

they  raised 
A  tent  of  satin,  elaborately  wrought 
With  fair  Corinna*s  triumph ;  hered 

stood,  s 

Engirt  with  many  a  florid  maidei 

cheek, 
The  woman-conqueror;    woman-ca 

quer'd  there 
The  bearded  Victor  of  ten-thousax 

hymns. 
And  all  the  men  mourn*d  at  his  sid 

But  we 
Set  forth  to  climb;   then,  climbin. 

Cyril  kept 
With  Psyche,  with  Melissa  Florian, 
With  miue  affianced.     3Iany  a  litt 

hand 
Glanced  like  a  touch  of  sunshine  < 

the  rocks, 
Many  a  light  foot  shone  like  a  jew 

set  3 

In  the  dark  crag.    And  then  we  tum'( 

we  wound 
About  the  cliffs,  the  copses,  out  and  i 
Hammering  and  clinking,  chatterii 

stony  names 
Of  shale  and  hornblende,  rag  and  tn 

and  tuff. 
Amygdaloid  and  trachyte,  till  the  si 
(rrew  broader  toward' his  death  ar 

fell,  and  all 
The  rosy  lieights  came  out  above  tl 

lawns. 

Tip*  s|»londor  falls  on  castle  walls 

Anil  snowy  summits  oM  in  story;     3 
Tli<*  loii^  li^ht  shakes  across  the  lakes. 
And  tho  wiM  cataract  leaps  in  glory, 
lilow,  biiplf.  hluw,  set  the  wild  echov*s*ll 

inc. 
niww,  hujrlf;  answer,  echoes,  d\*ing,  dy in 
dying. 
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Ov  hear!  how  thin  and  clear, 
linncr,  dearer,  farther  going! 
;  and  far  fran  cliff  and  tear 
onw  of  Eliand  faintir  blowing! 
as  hear  the  purple  glent  replying, 
^;  answer,  echoes,  dring,  dying, 

UBS. 

,  tlMT  die  la  Ton  rich  iky.         360 
y  iaiat  on  hill  or  field  or  nver; 
choes  roll  from  tool  to  tool, 
1  grow  for  e^'er  and  for  erer. 
Mi^,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  fly- 


wwer,  echoes^  answer,  dying,  dying, 
dying. 


IV 

en  ainka  the  nebukms  star  wc  call 

the  sun, 
hat  hypotbesls  of  theirs  be  sound,' 
d  Ida :  '  let  OS  down  and  rest ;  *  and 


^n  from  the  kan  and  wrinkled  pre- 

cipicvs. 
r  rTi»ry  coppice- foathcr'd  chasm  and 

cleft,  I 

^'pt    tbrrj'  the  ambrosial  gloom  to 

wlK*n*  below 
r-bicpF-r  than  a  glowworm  shone  the 

tent 
amp-lit  from  the  inner.     Once  she 

lean*d  on  me,  , 

kacendinfc :  once  or  twic(>  slie  lent  her 

hand. 
Lad  blifisftil  palpitations  in  the  bhxMl 
tirrinir  a  sudden  transport  rosi'  and 

fell.  II  j 

Bat  when  we  planted  level  feet,  and 

dipt 
Kmcath  the  satin  dome  and  enter'd  in. 
IVere  leaning?  deep  in  broider'd  down 

we  sank 
hv  elbows :  <in  a  tripod  in  tlje  midst 
i  fragrant  flame  rose,  and  before  us 

Clowd 
^mit.  bloanom.  riand,  amber  wine,  and 

gold. 

Then  «he,  *  Let  some  one  sing  to  us ; 

ligfatlier  m(»ye 
he  miflotes  fledged  with  music : '  and 

a  maid, 
f  thoae  beaide  her,  smote  her  harp 


'  Tsan,  idle  tears,  I  know  not  what  they 
mean, 
Tears  from  the  depth  of  some  divine  despair 
Rise  in  the  heart,  and  gather  to  the  eves. 
In  looking  on  the  happy  autumn-fielos, 
And  thinking  of  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

'  Fresh  as  the  first  beam  glittering  on  a 
sail, 

That  brings  our  friends  np  from  the  under- 
world. 

Sad  as  the  last  which  reddens  over  one 

Tliat  sinks  with  all  we  love  below  the  veige ; 

So  sad,  so  fresh,  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

'  Ah,  sad  and  strange  as  in  dark  summer 
dawns  31 

The  earlient  pipe  of  half-awaken'd  birds 
To  dying  ean,  when  unto  dying  eyes 
Hie  casement  slowly  grows  a  glimmering 

square; 
80  sad,  so  itrange,  the  days  that  are  no 
more. 

'  Dear  an  remember*d  kisses  after  death. 
And  »we«t  as   tluwe   by   hopeless   fsncy 

feign'd 
On  lifM  that  arc  for  others;  deep  as  love, 
I>eep  as  fimt  lovo,  and  wild  with  all  regret; 
O  Di'sth  in  Life,  tliv  days  that  are  no  more  I  * 

She  cikUhI  witli  such  passion  that 

the  tear  4 

She  mtiff  of  sh(K)k  and  fell,  an  em'n; 

pcHrl 
Lost  in  her  bosom  :  but  with  some  di 

(lain 
Answer'd   the   Princess:    'If    iiHie* 

tlien>  haunt 
Alxnit  the  moulder  d  hKlirrsof  the  \r 
S«)  sweet  H  voice  and  vaifue,  fatal 

men. 
Well  nei*<ls  it  we  should  enini  <»ur< 

witli  wool 
And  so  pace  by.    Hut  thine  are  far 

liatcli.'d 
In  >ilkenfoId«Ml  i<lh'niNs  :  imr  is  i' 
Wiser  to  wii'p  a  true  oei-a'iinn  Ins 
Kut  trim  our  saiN.  ami  1»  t  «»1«1  !»\; 

^*. 
While  down  the  streams  that  Il« 

eurh  and  all 
T«)  the  iHsiir,  pws.  likt  I'lilterint' 

of  iei*. 
Throne  after  tlimnt-.  and  molt*  i 

waste 
Beconi«-<  a  el"»U(l  ;  f«»r  all  tliini 

tlii-ir  tini*' 
TowanI  lliat  lt*  at  vearnf  e<jij:i 

auil  ri^'hts 


k*-^ 
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Nor  would  I  fight  with  iron  laws,  in 
the  end 

Found  golden.  Let  the  past  be  past, 
let  be 

Their  cancell'd  Babels  ;  tho'  the  rough 
kex  break 

The  starred  mosaic,  and  the  beard- 
blown  goat  60 

Hang  on  the  shaft,  and  the  wild  fig- 
tree  split 

Their  monstrous  idols,  care  not  while 
we  hear 

A  trumpet  in  the  distance  pealing 
news 

Of  better,  and  Hope,  a  poising  eagle, 
burns 

Above  the  unrisen  morrow.'  Then  to 
me. 

'Know  you  no  song  of  your  own 
land,'  she  said, 

•  Not  such  as  moans  about  the  retro- 
spect. 

But  deals  with  the  other  distance  and 
the  hues 

Of  promise  ;  not  a  death's-head  at  the 
wine  ? ' 

Then  I  rememlxr'd  one  myself  had 

made,  70 

What  time    I   watch'd  the  swallow 

winging  south 
From  mine  own  land,  part  made  long 

since,  and  part 
Now  while  I  sang,  and  maiden-like  as 

far 
As  I   could    ape    their  treble  did   I 

sing. 


*0    Swallow,    Swallow,    tlyinp,    flying 
south, 
Fly  to  her,  and  fall  upon  her  gilded  eaves, 
And  tell  her,  tell  her,  what  I  tell  to  thee. 

*0,  tell  her,  Swallow,  thou  that  knowest 

each, 
That  bright  and   fierce   and  tickle  i«i   the 

South, 
And    dark    and    true    and  tender  is   the 

North.  So 

*  O  Swallow,  Swallow,  if  I  could  fi»llow, 

and  light 
Upon  her  lattice,  I  would  pipe  and  trill, 
And  cheep  and  twitter  twenty  million  loves. 

*  O.  were  I  thou  that  she  might  take  me  in, 
And  lay  me  on  her  bosom,  and  her  heart 
Would" rock  the  snowv  cradle  till  I  died! 


'Why  linffereth  she  to  dotfae  ber  hii 

vrith  love, 
Dcla\nng  as  the  tender  ash  delays 
To  clothe  herself,  when  all  the 

green? 

'  O,  tell  her,  Swallow,  that  thy  biood 

flown; 
Say  to  her,  I  do  but  wanton  in  the  Soit^ 
But  in  the  North  long  since  my  nest 

made. 

'O,  tell  her,  brief  is  life  but  lov«  is  loa 
And  brief  the  sun  of  summer  in  the  Koft 
And  brief  the  moon  of  beauty  in  the  S(Mt 

'O  Swallow,  flying    from    the    gold 

woods. 
Fly  to  her,   and  pipe  and  woo  her,  ai 

make  her  mine, 
And  tell  her,  tell  her,  that  I  follow  thee.* 


I  ceased,  and  all  the  ladies,  eadi 

each, 
Like  the  Ithacensian  suitors   in  c 

time. 
Stared  with  great  eyes,  and  laugi 

with  alien  lips^ 
And  knew  not  what  they  meant ;  1 

still  my  voice 
Rang  false.     But  smiling,  'Not  1 

thee,'  she  said, 
*  O  Bulbul,  any  rose  of  Gulistan 
Shall   burst  her  veil :    marsh-dive 

rather,  maid. 
Shall  croak  thee  sister,  or  the  meado 

cmke 
Gnite  her  harsh  kindred  in  the  gn 

—  and  this 
A  mere  love-poem  !  O,  for  such,  1 

friend. 
We  hold  them  slight ;  they  mind 

of  the  time 
When    we    made    bricks  in  Egy] 

Knaves  are  men. 
That  lute  and  flute  fantastic  tend 

ness. 
And  dress  the  victim  to  the  offering  x 
And  paint  the  gates  of  HeU  with  Pa 

disc. 
And  play  the  slave  to  gain  the  tyrani 
Poor  soul  I  I  had  a  maid  of  hoi 

once : 
She  wept  her  true  eyes  blind  for  su 

a  one, 
A  rogue  of  canzonets  and  serenades 
I  loved  her.     Peace  be  with  her.    g 

is  dead. 
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Ikej  Uaqiheiiie  tbe  nraae  I    But 

grastittong 
idtomttteodt;  oirndf haTe often 

Ajtten    hTmiu,   or   into  rbythm 
kftTe  dnah'd 

of  the  prophetev;  for 

m 

unto  freedom,  force  and  growth 
f  ipUt,   tfatn   to   Junketing  and 


iw  ii  It  T  Would  this  Mme  mock- 
love,  and  this 

■efc-Hyiiien  were  laid  up  like  win- 
ter hata» 

■  all  men  grew  to  rate  us  at  our 
worth, 

Bt  Taanla  to  be  beat,  nor  pretty 


»  he  duidled.  no,  but  Uving  wUls, 

andqibaed 
"hok  in  oiuadves  and  owed  to  none. 

Enough!  196 

IS  now  to  leaTen  play  wHh  profit, 

you, 
BOW  you  no  song,  the  true  growth 

of  your  iwil, 
hst  ^Tes  the  manners  of  your  coun- 

trv women  ? ' 

m 

Shf'  spoke  and  tum*d  her  suroptu- 

OU4  head  with  eyes 
>f  shinincr  expectation  flxt  on  mine. 
Vo  while  1  dragg'd  my  brains  for 

such  a  son^. 
yril,   with  whom   the  b4'll-mouth'd 

^lass  had  wrought, 
H  master'd  by  the  sense  of  sport, 

began 
'«i  crr»U  a  careless,  careless  tavern- 

ratrh 
pf  Xoll  and  Meg,  and  strange  expi^ri- 

ences  140 

'imeft  for  ladies.      Florian  nodded 

at  him. 
bvwniof :  Psycheflush'dandwann'd 

ana  shook ; 
V  Qylike  Melissa  droop'd  her  brows. 
Forbear.'  the  Princess  cried;    Tor- 
be^,  sir,*  I : 
ad  hcatrd  thn/  and  thro'  with  wrath 

and  love, 
him  on  the  breast.   He  started 

sp: 

a   shriek   as   of   a  city 

*d : 


Melissa  damor'd,  'Flee  the  death;' 

'Tohorsel' 
Said  Ida,  'home!  to  horse !' and  fled, 

asfiies 
A  troop  of  snowy  doves  athwart  the 

dusk  ISO 

When  some  one  batters  at  the  dove- 
cote doors, 
Disorderly  the  women.  Alone  I  stood 
With  Florian,  cursing  Cyril,  Text  at 

heart 
In  the  pavilion.    There  like  parting 

hopes 
I  heard  them  passing  from  me ;  hoof 

by  hoof. 
And  every  hoof  a  knell  to  my  desires. 
Clanged  on  the  bridge ;  and  then  an- 
other shriek, 
*The  Head,  the  Head,  the  Princess^ 

O  the  Head  I' 
For  blind  with  rase  she  miss*d  the 

plank,  and  roTrd 
In  the  river.    Out  I  sprang  from  glow 

to  gloom :  tfo 

There  whirrd  her  white  robe  like  a 

blossomed  branch 
I^pt  to  the  horrible  fall.     A  glance  I 

jravo. 
No  more,  but  woman- vested  as  I  was 
PlungtKi,  and  the  floo<i  drew  ;  yet  I 

caught  her  ;  then 
Ojirin^  one  arm,  and   l)earin^  in  my 

left 
The  weight  of  all  the  hopes  of  half 

the  world, 
Stn>ve  to  biilTet  to  land  in  vain.     A 

tnM» 
Was  half-disrootcKl  from  his  place  and 

stoop'd 
To  drench  his  dark  Icx^ks  in  the  gur- 

glin/a:  wave 
Mid-channel.     Right  on  this  we  drove 

and  cauf^ht.  170 

And    grasping    down   the   Inrnghs   I 

gain'd  the  shonv 

There  stood  her  maidens  irlimmer 

ingly  >rroii|)'d 
In   the  hollow   bank.     One  reaching 

forwjinl  drew 
Mv   burthen   fn»ni   mine  anus;   thev 

critnl.  '  Slir  livrs.' 
They   bon»  her  Iwu-k   into  the  tent  : 

but  I. 
So  much  a  kind  of  shame  within  me 

wrought, 
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Kot  yet  endured  to  meet  her  opening 
eyes. 

Nor  found  my  friends;  but  push'd 
alone  on  foot  — 

For  since  her  horse  was  lost  I  left  her 
mine  — 

Across  the  woods,  and  less  from  In- 
dian craft  i8o 

Than  beelike  instinct  hi  reward,  found 
at  length 

The  garden  portals.  Two  great  stat- 
ues. Art 

And  Science,  Caryatids,  lifted  up 

A  weight  of  emblem,  and  betwixt 
were  valves 

Of  open-work  in  which  the  hunter 
rued 

His  rash  intrusion,  manlike,  but  his 
brows 

Had  sprouted,  and  the  branches  there- 
upon 

Spread  out  at  top,  and  grimly  spiked 
the  gates. 

A  little  space  was  left  between  the 

horns. 
Thro'  which  I  clamber'd  o'er  at  top 

with  pain,  190 

Dropt  on  the  sward,  and  up  the  linden 

walks. 
And,  tost  on  thoughts  that  changed 

from  hue  to  hue. 
Now  poring  on  the  glowworm,  now 

the  star, 
I  paced  the  terrace,  till  the  Bear  had 

wheel'd 
Thro*  a    great    arc    his   seven  slow 

suns. 

A  step 
Of  lightest  echo,  then  a  loftier  form 
Than  female,  moving  thro'  the  uncer- 
tain gloom. 
Disturb'd  mc  with  the  doubt  *if  this 

were  sh«*.* 
Hut  it  was  Florian.     'Hist,  0,  hist  I' 

he  said. 

*  They  seek  us ;  out  so  late  is  out  of 

rules.  200 

Moreover,   "Seize  the  strangers"  is 

the  cry. 
How  came  you  here  ? '    I  told  him. 

•  T,*  said  he, 

*  Last  of  the  train,  a  moral  leper.  I. 
To  whom   none   spake,    half -si  ek   at 

heart,  n»turn'd. 
Arriving  all  confused  among  the  rest 


With  hooded  brows  I  crept  into  fl 

hall. 
And,  couch'd  behind  a  Judith,  iindi 

neath 
The  head  of  Holofemes  peep*d  n 

saw. 
Girl  after  girl  was  caU*d  to  trial;  eM 
Disclaim'd  all  knowledge  of  us;  la 

of  all,  I 

Melissa ;  trust  me,  sir,  I  pitied  her. 
She,  question'd  if  she  knew  us  ma 

at  first 
Was  silent ;  closer  prest,  denied  it  no 
And  then,  demanded  if  her  motti 

knew. 
Or  Psyche,  she  affirm*d  not,  or  denitt 
From  whence  the  Royal  mind,  famiU 

with  her, 
Easilv  gathered  either  guilt    She  ki 
For  Psvche,  but  she  was  not  tbev 

she  caird 
For  Psyche's  child  to  cast  it  from  ti 

doors; 
She  sent  for  Blanche  to  accuse  h 

face  to  face ;  a 

And  I  slipt  out     But  whither  w 

you  now? 
And  where  are  Psyche,  Cyril?  bo 

are  fled ; 
What,  if  together?  that  were  not 

well. 
Would  ratlierwe  had  never  come  I 

dread 
His  wildness,  and  the  chances  of  t) 

dark.' 

'And  yet,'  I  said,  *ycu  wrong  hi 

more  than  I 
That  struck  him ;  this  is  proper  to  t] 

clown. 
Tho'  smock'd,  or  furr'd  and  purple 

still  the  clown. 
To  harm  the  thing  that  trusts  hii 

and  to  shame 
That  which  he  says  he  loves.     F 

Cyril,  howe'er  j 

Ht?  deal  in  frolic,  as  to-night — the  soi 
Might  have  been  worse  and  ainn'd 

trrosser  lips 
Beyond  uU  panion  —  as  it  is.  I  hold 
Th<?se  rt{islM»s  on  the  surface  are  not  1 
He  has  a  solid  ba.se  of  temperament 
But  as  the  water-lily  starts  and  slidi 
Upon  the  hfvel  in  little  puffs  of  win 
Tho'  anchor'd  to  the  bottom,  such 

he.' 
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had  I  oeued  when  horn  m 


nodon  leapt  upon  nfl»  ciying, 

'Knmeet'  a^o 

■teiwllng  adllt  was  dutdi'd ;  bul 

1  began 
Arid  the  mnskj-drcled  maxes, 
wind 
doable  in  and  out  the  boles,  and 


al  the  fountains.    Fleetlwaaof 
foot: 

me ihowei'd  the  roee  in  flakes; 
Demna 
the  polTd  pursuer;  at  mine 


the  nightingale  and  heeded 
laughter  tickled  all  my 


[At  iMt  I  hook'd  my  ankle  in  a  Tine 
[That  danpt  the  feet  of  a  Mnemosyne, 
hnd  tmiMum  on  my  face  was  caught 
and  known.  as> 

ThpT  hilled  lift  to  the  Princeas  where 
she  Mt 
Sifh  ID  the  hall ;  above  her  droop'd  a 

lamp. 
.Vad  made  the  single  jewel  on  her 

lm)w 
Bum  like  the  mystic  fire  on  a  must- 

heaii. 
^nply-t   nf   storm;    a  luindinaid   on 

ent^h  fdde 
Bov'd  to  van!  her,  combing  out  her 

loni^  black  hair 
thfflp  from  the  river;  and  close  be- 
.  hind  her  stood 

I  Eiclis    daufrhters    of    the     plough, 
I  stronger  than  men, 

I  Ssge  women  blowz^d  with  health. 
and  wind,  and  rain,  3^0 

U  labor.     Each  was  like  a  Dniid 

nx^; 
>  like  a  spire  of  land  tliat  stands 


Qeft  from  the  main,  and  wail'd  about 
with  mewa. 

Then,  as  we  came,  the  crowd  divid- 
ing ClOTG 
la  advent  to  the  throne ;  and  there 


; 


Bslf  naked  as  if  caught  at  ouce  from 
hed 


And  tumbled  on  the  purple  footch 

lay 
The  lily-shining  child ;  and  on  the  1 
Bow*d  on  her  palms  and  folded 

f  rcMn  wrong. 
Her  round  white  shoulder  shaken  n 

her  sobs, 
Melissa  knelt ;  but  Lady  Blandie  ei 
Stood  up  and  spake,  an  affluent  oral 

'  It  was  not  thus,  O  Princess^  in 

days; 
You  prized  my  counsel,  liyed  u; 

my  lipsL 
I  led  you  then  to  all  the  Castalies ; 
I  fed  you  with  the  milk  of  every  Mi 
I  loved  you  like  this  kneeler,  and  ; 

me 
Your  second  mother:  those  were  | 

cious  times. 
Then  oame  your  new  friend;   ; 

began  to  change — 
I  saw  it  and  grieved — to  slacken 

to  cool : 
Till  taken  with  her  seeming  opcnn 
You  tum'd  your  warmer  currentf 

to  hrr, 
To  me  you  froze  ;  this  was  my  ni 

for  all. 
Yet  I  lK)n»  up  in  part  from  anc; 

love. 
And  partly  that  I  hopiii  to  win 

bark. 
And    imrtly    conscious    of    my    ( 

drwrts. 
And   partly  ttiat  you  were  my  c 

lirad. 
And  cliietly  you  were  born  for  so 

thin^  Kreat. 
In  which  I  niiirht  vour  felh>w-woi 

b... 

When  time  shoulil  serve ;  and  thi 

noble  whenie 
Grew  up  fn»ni  see<l  we  two  lonj;  si 

had  sown : 
In  us  true  irrowth,  in  h«T  a  Jon 

pnml. 
Up  in  one  niL'ht  and  due  to  sud 

sun. 
We  took  thi**  ]>:i]a<e :  but  even  f 

the  lirst 
You  stjxxl    in   y<»ur   own  light 

flarkeuM  mine. 
What    student    n\iw    but    thut 

planed  her  i»ath 
To  Lauy  Psyche,  youu(gi:T,  uol  ^  v 
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A   foreigner,   and   I   your  country- 
woman, 
I  your  old  friend  and  tried,  she  new 

in  all? 
But  still  her  lists  were  swell'd  and 

mine  were  lean ;  300 

Yet  I  bore  up  in  hope  she  would  be 

known. 
Then  came  these  wolves;  they  knew 

her ;  they  endured, 
Long-closeted  with  her  the  yestermom. 
To  tell  her  what  they  were,  and  she 

to  hear. 
And  me  none  told.    Not  less  to  an  eye 

like  mine, 
A  lidless  watcher  of  the  public  weal. 
Last  night,  their  mask  was  patent, 

and  my  foot 
Was  to  you.    But  I  thought  again ;  I 

fear'd 
To  meet  a  cold  "We  thank  you,  we 

shall  hear  of  it 
From  I-Ady  Psyche;"  you  had  gone 

to  her,  310 

She  told,  perforce,  and  winning  easy 

grace, 
No  doubt,  for  slight  delay,  remaiu'd 

among  us 
In  our  young  nursery  still  unknown, 

the  stem 
Less  grain  than  touchwood,  while  my 

honest  heat 
Were   all    miscounted   as  malignant 

haste 
To  push  my  rival  out  of  place  and 

power. 
But  public  use  required  she  should  be 

known ; 
And  since  my  oath  was  ta*en  for  pub- 
lic use, 
I  broke  tlie  letter  of  it  to  keep  the 

sense. 
I  spoke  not  then  at  first,  but  watch'd 

them  well.  320 

Saw  that  they  kept  apart,  no  mischief 

done ; 
And  yet  this  day — tho*  you  should 

hate  me  for  it  — 
I  came  to  tell  you;  found  that  you 

had  gone, 
liidden   to    the    hills,    she    likewise. 

Now,  I  thought, 
That  surely  she  will  speak ;   if  not, 

then  I. 
Did  she?    These  monsters  blazoned 

what  they  were. 


According  to  the  ooaraeneaB  of  tb 

kind, 
For  thus  I  hear ;  and  known  at  lut 

my  work  — 
And   full  of  cowardice  and   gidl 

shame — 
I  grant  in  her  some  sense  of  ahame 

she  flies ;  ] 

And  I  remain  on  whom  to  wreak  yo 

rage, 
I,  that  have  lent  my  life  to  baUd  \ 

yours, 
I,    that   have    wasted   here   hetll 

wealth,  and  time, 
And  talent,  I — you  know  it — In 

not  boast; 
Dismiss  me^   and   I  prophesy  yo 

plan. 
Divorced  from  my  experience,  will 

chaff 
For  evenr  gust  of  chance,  and  oa 

will  say 
We  did  not  know  the  real  light,  I 

chased 
The  wisp  that  flickers  where  no  f( 

can  tread.' 
She  ceased;  the  Princess  answe 

coldly,  *  Good  ; 
Your  oath  is  broken ;  we  dismiss  yc 

go- 
For  this  lost  lamb  *  —  she  pointed 

the  child  — 

*  Our  mind  is  changed  ;  we  take  it 

ourself.' 

Thereat  the  lady  stretch*d  a  vulti 

throat, 
And  shot  from  crooked  lips  a  haggt 

smile. 
'  The  plan  was  mine.     I  built  the  nes 

she  said, 

*  To   hatch    the  cuckoo.     Rise !  *  a 

stoop'd  to  updrag 
Melissa.  She,  half  on  her  mother  pro 
Ilalf-droopiug  from   her,  tum'd   I 

face,  and  cast 
A  liquid  look  on  Ida,  full  of  prayer. 
Which  melted  Florian's  fancy  as  \ 

hung. 
A  XiobeflQ  daughter,  one  arm  out. 
Appealing  to  the  bolts  of  heaven ;  a 

while 
We  gazed  upon  her  came  a  little  st 
About  the  doors,  and  on  a  sudden  ru^ 
Among  us,  out  of  breath,  as  one  p 

sued, 
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-poiiinfljliigniineiit   Few 
■d  Ib  her  ejm,  and  chalk'd  her 
and  winged 
to  the  throne,  wherol^  ehe 


NvriDf  ieid'd  diepatcheg  which  the 

Head  360 

ik  half-amued,  and  fai  her  lion's 


rilent  we  with  blind  sormise 
g,  while  she  read,  till  over 


I  rfcwih'and  bosom  brake  the  wrath- 
ful Uoom 
off  aoow  lire  against  a  stormv  cloud, 
0B  the  wiU  peasant  rights  himself, 
the  rick 
and  his  anger  reddens  in  the 


raager  most  it  aeem'd,  while  now 

great  passioQ  at  her 


with 


Ipkated.  her  hand  shook,  and  we 

heard  370 

the  dead  hush  the  papers  that  she 

held 
■Ue.     At  once  the  lost  lamb  at  her 

feet 
at  out  a  bitter  bleating;  for  its  dam. 
le  pUlntiTe  err  jarr'd  on  her  ire ;  she 

cnmh'd 
ke  scrolls  together,  made  a  sudden 

tnm 
I  if  to  speak,  but,  utterance  failing 

her. 
to  vhirl'd  them  on  to  me,  as  who 

should  say 
feHi.'  sad  I  read  —  two  letters  —  one 

her  sire's : 

'Fsir  daughter,  when  we  sent  the 

Prince  your  way 
eknew  not  your  ungracious  laws, 

which  learnt.  380 

V.  conscious  of  what  temper  you  are 

built, 
me  all  in  haste  to  hinder  wrong,  but 

f«-11 
So  hi*  father's  hand,  who  has  this 

night, 
a  lyini^  close  upon  this  territory. 
pC  naid  nnd  in  the  dark  invested 

TOO* 

d  here  he  keeps  me  hostage  for  bis 


The  second  was  my  father^s»  running 

thus: 
*  You  have  our  son ;  touch  not  a  hair 

of  his  head ; 
Render  him  up  unscathed;  give  him 

your  hand ; 
Cleave  to  your  contract  —  tho'  indeed 

we  hear  990 

Tou  hold  the  wcnnan  is  the  better 


A  rampant  heresy,  such  as  if  it  spread 
Would  make  all  women  kick  against 

their  lords 
Thro'  all  the  world,  and  which  might 

well  deserve 
That  we  this  night  should  pluck  your 

palace  down; 
And  we  will  do  It,  unless  you  send  ua 

back 
Our  son,  on  the  Instant,  whole' 

80  far  I  read ; 
And  then  stood  up  and  spoke  impet* 

uously: 

'O,  not  to  pry  and  peer  on  your 

reserve, 
But    lt*d    by    golden    wishes,  and  a 

hope  400 

The  child    of    regal  compact,  did  I 

break 
Your  precinct ;  not  a  sconicr  of  your 

sex 
But  venerator,  zealous  it  hliould  be 
All  that  it  might  be.     Hear  me.  for  I 

l)ear, 
Tho*    man,    yet    human,    whatsoe'er 

your  wrongs. 
From  the  flaxen  curl  to  the  pray  lock 

a  life 
Less    mine    than    yours.     My    nurse 

wouM  tell  me  of  vou  ; 
I  bal>bU*<l  for  you,  as  f)abics  for  the 

moon. 
Vague  brightness  ;  when  a  boy,  you 

stoopM  to  me 
From  all  hieh  plutrs,  livi«i  in  all  fair 

lifrhts.  4i» 

Came  in  lonir  bn*<*zes  rapt  from  innx^st 

soutli 
And  blown  to  inmost  north  ;  at  eve  and 

dawn 
With  Ida.  I«la.  Ida.  ran>r  the  wiknIs; 
The  leader  wild-swan  in  amonp  the 

stars 
Would  clanir  it.  and  lapt  in  wreaths  of 

glowworm  ligul 


i86 


THE   PRINCESS 


The  mellow   breaker  murimir'tl  Ida. 

Now, 
Bociuisc  I  wouhl  have  reacirdyoii,  Imd 

you  bi-eii 
Sphered   up  with   Cassiopeia,  or  t)io 

enthroned 
P(?r3ophone  in  Hades,  now  at  length. 
Those  winters  of  alx.'vance,  all  worn 

out,  4JO 

A  man  I  cmno  to  sj-e  vou  :  hut,  inde<*d. 
Not  in  this  fre«[uenee  ean  I  lend  full 
t<»nirue,  I 

0  noble  Ida.  to  those  thoujrhts  that  | 

wait 
On  you.  their  (N?ntre.     Lot  me  sjiy  but  | 

this.  *  I 

That  many  a  famous  man  and  woman.  ■ 

town  I 

And  landskip,  have  1  heard  of.  after 

seen 
The  dwarfs  of   presajre  ;   tho'   wht-n 

known,  thrn*  srrew 
Anoth«*r  kind  «.>f  bi-auty  in  dt-tjiil 
Madr   thcni  wnrth    knowiuL^:  but  iii 

V-  J 

y»»u  I  found 
Mv   bovish  dn-ani  involved  and  il:i/- 

zled  down  4.j"  . 

And  nia^ti'r'd.  wliilc  that  aft^-r-bcaul y 

niaki'S 
Such  head  fn^ni  act  t->  a<t,  from  hi>ur 

tn  liour. 
Within  nic.  that  cx<t-pr  vou  slav  in*-  ' 

IHTC. 

AccordiiiiT  to  vuur  bitt»T  statui«--boi)k.  '• 

1  eannoT  cni'^"  tn  fnllow  vdu,  as  ihcy 

say 
The  seal  il»-<  nuisic  :  \\ln»  desire  you 

more  ! 

TIkui  irrowinir   boys  tlu-ir  manliixjd  : 

dyitiLT  lip*;. 
With  niariv  tliini^and  matt  its  li-ft  tn 

dn.  • 

Tht!  br«'atli  nf  lifi*;  ().  umrc  than  pm^r  ' 

mru  wealth. 
Thau  si«k  nu/n  lualtli —  yours,  your*;. 

imt  Tuiut'  —  Init  half  *       44-^  ' 

Witln)ul   vi>u;   with  viiu.  wlmlf  :  a;i<l 

«»f  tlins^'  halved 
Y'>u  wi)rth:'-<t :  and  howc't-r  vnu  1 1.  kK 

au«i  bar 
Yourli'-art  with  svsteni«.»ut  frt»m  mine. 

Ihnld 

Thar  it  ht'cntnes  no  man  to  nursf  ilf 

-pair. 
But  in  til'.-  tcrth  of  clench'd  anta.i:i»-  | 

nisnis 


To  follow  up  the   worthiest  till  fe 

die. 
Yet  that  I  came  not  all  unauthorized 
Behold  your  father's  letter.* 

On  one  kiu 
KuiH.din^,  I  gave  it,  which  she  caugh 

and  daslf  d 
Uuopen'tl    at    her  feet     A    tide   c 

tierce  « 

Invective  secm'd  to  wait  behind  bi 

lips, 
As  waits  a  river  level  with  the  dam 
Ready  to  burst  and  tlcxxl  the  worl 

"  with  foam ; 
And  so  she  would  have  spoken,  bi 

there  rose 
A  hubbub  in  the  court  of  half  tl 

maids 
Gather'd  together ;  from  the  illumine 

hall 
Long  Lines  of  splendor  slanted  o'er 

press 
Of  suowv  shoulders,  thick  as  hflrii 

ewes. 
And  rainbow  robes,  and  gems  and  gH 

lik<*  eyes, 
An«l  ptld  and  golden  heads.     Hmji 

and  fro  4 

Fluctuated,  as  flowers  in  storm,  KMB 

p-*!.  some  i>!ih?. 
All   npcn-mouth'd.  all  gazinff  to  ti 

lidit. 
Sonii'  crying  there  was  nn  army  in  tl 

land. 
And  sonic  that  men  were  in  the  Tei 

walls. 
And  >omc  they  cared  not ;  till  aclami 

LTt:W 

.\s  of  a  new- world  Babel,  woroan-huil 
And  wt»rsc  confoimdiHi.     High  abo^ 

tlum  stcMxl 
The    placid    marble    ^luses^   loolui 

peace. 

Not   peace    she   look'd.  the  Heac 

but  rising  up 
K'lbid  in  the  long  night  of  her  de< 

hair,  st^  * 

T«)  tlie  npen  window  moved,  remai 

inu'  thi-re 
rixt    liki-  a  Ix-acon-towcT  above  t 

waves 
Mf  tl  nipt  St,  when  the  crimson-rollii 

eye 
(jlarcs  ruin,  and  the  wild  birds  on  t 

li-ht 


tbmuelvtTH  lifatl.     She  etretcli'il 
brr  umis  luiil  klU'iI 
IfT^M  the    tumult,  ftnil  the  tumult 


nnut  I 


Ob  bu'  mr.  me.  Ihi'  Munii  first  Lriiiks ; 

/>Utv 
Utbrw  mii]a<  Ihuiiih'rhi>ll«;  whnt  U 

il  v«'  ffsr  ; 
IHct"  lln-n-  nrx'  ihiwe  to  uv>'ii),'i'  iiit 

ami  the 


tl'lf  H 


L-  likv  I 


imiuli, 


turl  Ihe   Duiidcn  biiiincr  iiF  our 
riirbw, 
lai  ibil   in    irMi   bunt  the  raiikit  iif 


Six  thmisuiid  V 


of  ft-urhHvi- 


nhii'h  1  wiiiilii  rcdii^uiTOH. 
for  IhiiK' 
Thiit  utir  thU  hiibliiil)  —  you  uik) 

Yuur  fiicis  thcrr  in  tliu  oruwil  — 

miirrow  numi 
Wu   holil   iL   t'niit   I'Oiivt-uticHi ;    t 

hIiuH  Ihi'V 
Thiit  Uivi-  ihiir  viiiiiH  luiwc  than  ili 

With  whiiui  thi'^v   ill-Ill,   (llHitiim'ij 

Mliniiir  111  hvc 
Sii  wIm-t  Ihuu  tliL'ir  inuthera,  ho 

buhl  HluH, 
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Live  chattels,  mincers  of  each  other's 

fame, 
Full  of  weak  poison,  turnspits  for  the 

clown. 
The    drunkard's    football,    laughing- 

stocks  of  Time. 
Whose  brains  are  in  their  hands  and 

in  their  heels. 
But  fit  to  flaunt,  to  dress,  to  dance,  to 

thrum. 
To  tramp,  to  scream,  to  burnish,  and 

to  scour. 
For  ever  slaves  at  home  and  fools 

abroad.'  500 

She,    ending,    waved    her   hands ; 

thereat  the  crowd 
Mutterine,   dissolved ;    then    with    a 

smile,  that  look'd 
A  stroke  of  cruel  sunshine   on   the 

cliff. 
When  all  the  glens  are  drown'd  in 

azure  gloom 
Of  thunder-shower,  slic  floated  to  us 

and  said : 

'You  have  done  well  and  like  a 

gentleman, 
And   like   a  prince;    you   have   our 

thanks  for  all. 
And  you  look  well  too  in  your  woman's 

dress. 
Well  have  you  done  and  like  a  gentle- 
man. 
You  saved  our  life ;  we  owe  you  bitter 

thanks.  510 

Better  have  died  and  spilt  our  bones  in 

the  flood  — 
Then  men  had  said  —  but  now  —  what 

hinders  me 
To  take  such  bloody  vengeance  on  you 

both?  — 
Yet  since  our  father  —  wasps  in  our 

gO(xl  hive, 
You  would-be  quenchers  of  the  light 

to  be, 
Barbarians,  grosser  than  your  native 

bears  — 
O,  would  I  had  his  sceptre  for  one 

hour  1 
You  that  have  dare<i  to  break  our 

bound,  and  guU'd 
Our  servants,  wrong'd  and  lied  and 

thwarted  us  — 
Twed  with  thee  I     /bound  by  precon- 
tract 520 


Your  bride,  your  bondalaYe  I  nol  tk 

all  the  gold 
That  veins  the  world  were  pac^d  1 

make  your  crown. 
And  every  spoken  tongue  should  kv 

you.     Sir, 
Your  falsehood  and  yourself  are  hsU 

f  ul  to  us ; 
I    trample   on  your   offers   and  a 

you. 
Begone ;  we  will  not  look  upon  70 

more. 
Here,  push  them  out  at  gates.' 

In  wrath  she  spikx 
Then  those  eight  mighty  daughters < 

the  plough 
Bent  their  bros^l  faces  toward  us  an 

address'd 
Their  motion.   Twice  I  sought  to  plei 

my  cause,  5 

But  on  my  shoulder  hung  their  heai 

hands, 
The  weight  of  destiny;  so  fnHn  hi 

face 
They  push'd  us,  down  the  steps,  ai 

thro*  the  court, 
And  with  grim  laughter  thrust  us  o\ 

at  gates. 

We  cross'd  the  street  and  gain'd 

petty  mound 
Beyond  it,  whence  we  saw  the  li^ 

and  heard 
The  voices  murmuring.    WhQe  I  li 

ten'd,  came 
On  a  sudden  the  weird  seizure  and  tJ 

doubt. 
I  seem'd  to  move  among  a  world  < 

ghosts ; 
The    Princess   with    her   monstroi 

woman-guard,  5 

The  jest  and  earnest  working  side  I 

side. 
The  cataract  and  the  tumult  and  tt 

kinn^ 
Were  shadows ;  and  the  long  fantast 

ni^lit 
With  all  its  doings  had  and  had  m 

been. 
And  all  things  were  and  were  not 

This  went  I 
As  strangely  as  it  came,  and  on  m 

spirits 
Sot  tied  a  gentle  cloud  of  melancholy  - 
Xot  long ;  1  shook  it  off ;  for  spite  ( 

doubts 
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gfaortfy  ihadoiwiiigBl  was 


hcMB  the  toadi  of  all  miachance 

but  came  sso 

iA%  to  him  that  aitling  on  a 

the  wuHamniner,  midnight*  Nor- 
way aun 
rtoauoriae;  then  we  moved  away. 

INTERLUDE 

r  wake*  k  hiud  thro*  rolling  dmmt 
laft  beat  to  battle  when  be  ftuids; 
f  fiee  manm  hie  fancy  cornea, 
iad  gnm  the  battle  to  hit  hands. 
■eoMBt.  while  the  tnunpets  Uow, 
b  aace  hie  bnod  about  thy  knee; 
I  aaxty  like  fire  he  meets  the  foe. 
kad  abrikae  him  dead  for  thine  ana  thee. 

Ufa  aang.    We  thought  her  half- 


itruck  such  warbling  fury  thro' 
the  words:  10 

af t4T,  feigning  pique  at  what  slie 
caU'd 

raillery,  or  grotesque,  or  false  sub- 
lime— 

one  that  wishes  at  a  daiice  to 
change 

mosic  —  clapt  her  hands  and  cried 
for  war, 

ome  grand  fight  to  kill  iind  make 
an  end. 

he  that  next  inherited  the  talc, 

'  turning  to  the  broken  statue, 


Ralph  has  got  your  colors;  if  I 

prore 
r  knight,  and  fight  your  battle, 

what  for  me  T  * 
ksnoed.  her  empty  glove  upon  the 

tomb  30 

br    her   like   a   model    of   her 

hand, 
took  it  and  she  flung  it     *  Fight,' 

aheaald, 
1  make  us  all  we  would  be,  great 

aad  flood.' 
kaightQke  in  his  cap  instead  of 

caaque. 
ip  of  Tyrol  borrowM  from  the 

ball. 
Md  tbe  favor,  and  assumed  the 

Pnaoa. 


Now,  scarce  three  paceameaauied  from 

the  mound. 
We  stumbled  on  a  statioDary  TOice, 
And -Stand,  who  goes?'    'Two  from 

the  palace,*  X 
'The  second  two;  they  wait,' he nid, 

'pass  on; 
His  Hiffhness  wakes;'  and  one,  that 

ciaah'd  in  arms^ 
By   glimmering  lanea  and  walla  of 

canvas  led 
Threading  tlie  soldier-dty,  tiH  we 

heuti 
The  drowsy  folds  of  our  great  ensign 

shake 
From  blazon'd  lions  o'er  the  imperial 

tent 
Whispers  of  war. 

Entering,  the  sudden  light 
Dazed  me  half-blmd.     I  stood  and 

seem*d  to  hear,  u 

As  in  a  poplar  grove  when  a  light 

wiud  wakes 
A  lispinp:  of  the  innumerous  leaf  and 

dies, 
Each  hissiiij^  in  his  neighbor's  ear; 

and  then 
A  strangled  titter,  out  of  which  there 

brake 
On  all  sides,  clamoring  eti(|uette  to 

death. 
Unmeasured  mirth ;  while  now  the  two 

old  kings 
Began  to  wag  their  baldness  up  and 

down, 
The  fresh  young  captains  llash'd  their 

glittering  teeth. 
The  huge  bush  bearded  barons  heaved 

and  blew,  ^o 

And  slain   with  laughter    roU'd    the 

gihled  squire. 

At  length  my  sire,  his  rough  chei-k 

wet  with  tears. 
Panted  fn)m  weary  sides,  *King,  you 

an*  free ! 
We  did  but  keep  you  surety  for  our 

sf>n. 
If  this  be  he.  —  or  a  draggled  mawkin, 

thou. 
That  tends  her  bristled  gninters  in  the 

sludi;e  ; ' 
For  I  was  dreneh'd  with  ooze,  and  torn 

with  briers. 


190 


THE  PRINCESS 


More  crumpled  than  a  poppy  from  the 

sheath, 
And  all  one  rag.  disprinced  from  head 

to  heel. 
Then  some  one  sent  l)eueath  his  vaulted 

palm  3'^ 

A  whisper'd  jest  to  some  one  near  him, 

*L<x)k, 
He   has    been    among  liis  shadows.' 

'  Satan  take 
The  old  women  and  their  shadows  I '  — 

thus  the  king 
Roard  —  'make  yourself    a  man  to 

tight  witli  men. 
Go;  Cvril  told  us  all.' 

As  boys  that  slink 
From  ferule  and  the  trespass- ehiiling 

eye, 
Away  we  stole,   and  tninsient  in  a 

trice 
From  what  was  left  of  fadetl  woman- 
slough 
To  sheathing  splendors  and  the  golden 

scale 
Of  harness,  issued  in  the  sun.  that  now 
Leapt  from  the  dewy  shoulders  of  the 

earth.  *  41 

And   hit   the   Northern   hills.       Here 

Cyril  met  u.»i. 
A  little  shy  at  first,  but  by  ami  by 
We  twain,*  with  mutual  punlon  ask'd 

and  trivrn 
For  stroke  and  soiiir.  resoldcrr'd  iK.*aee. 

whereon 
Follow 'd   liis  talt*.     Amazed   he   !lrd 

away 
Thro'  tin-  dark  land,  and  later  in  the 

niirht 
TTad  come  on  Psyche  weeping  :  'then 

we  fell 
Into  your  father's  hand,  and  there  she 

lie**. 
But  will  not  speak  nor  .stir.' 

II<*  show'd  a  tent 
A  stone-.shot  off;  we  entrrM  in.  ami 

tlu-re  51 

Anion L'  piled  arms  and  rouirh  acei)U- 

tn  ineiits. 
Pitiful   siirht.  wrapp'd  in   a  M>ldirr"s 

ih)ak, 
Like    SMUnr    swi'ct    sculpture   drapi-d 

from  h«'ad  to  foi.)t. 
And  pu.sh'd  by  rude   hands   fr<:)ni  its 

pedestal. 
All  her  fair  length  upon  the  ground 

she  lav  ; 


And  at  her  head  a  follower  of  tb 

camp. 
A  clmrr'd  and  wrinkled  piece  of  w 

manhood. 
Sat  watching  like  a  watcher  by  tl 

dead. 

Then  Florian  knelt,   tad  'Oom 
he  whispered  to  her,  ( 

*Lift  up  your  head,  sweet  alitar; 

not  thus. 
What  have  you  done  but  r1|^lj 

could*  not  slay 
Me,   nor  your  prince;    look 

comforted. 
Swetrt  is  it  to  have  done  the 

ought,  ^5 

When   fallen  in  darker  wayih'     i 

likewise  I : 
'  Be  comforted :  have  I  not  lost  her  ta 
In  whose  least  act  abides  the  namdfl 

charm 
That  none  lias  else  for  me  ? '     S 

heanl,  she  moved. 
She  moan'd   a  folded  voice;  and  i 

she  Silt. 
And  raised  the  cloak  from  brows 

pale  and  smooth 
As  thi>sc*   that  mourn   lialf-shroudt 

over  death 
In  deathU'Ss  marble.     *  Her,*  slie  sai 

*  mv  friend  — 
Parted  from  her  —  betray'd  her  can 

and  mine  — 
Whrr«'  >hall  1  breathe  ?  why  kept ; 

not  your  faith? 
0  base  an<i  bad  I  what  comfort  ?  no 

for  nie  I ' 
To   whom  remorseful   Cyril,    *Yet 

jM-ay 
Take  cnnifort :    live,   dear  lady,    t 

your  child  I ' 
At  which  .»*lie  lifttnl  up  her  voice  ai 

crifil : 

*  Ah  me.  my  babe,  my  blossom,  a 

my  ciiild. 
Mv  one  sweet  child,  whom  I  shall  s 

no  ni«»re  I 
For  n«'\v  will  erurl  Ida  keep  her  bacrl 
And  t.Mih»*r  she  will  die  from  want 

earr. 
Or  sickrn  with  ill-usage,  when  th< 

SJlV 

The  eliiid  is  hers — for  every  litt 
fault. 


IfslNl  tbuj  will  \M%t 

Htm  bar,  Uwjr  will  make 

M  KTennro  wimw  than 
b>l  I  wiu  to  lckt«  bi^r 
d  by  till-  cry  Ihry 
V  omooc  UiMti 


Wlm  gnw!  mp  bnrk  my  cblW  T ' 

ron)fon«d.' 
Sd.l  Ci-ril,   -you  ■bull  linvs  il;'  Iia( 

npifn. 
SUc  vcil'il  hvr  brown. 

ttUk.  UDll  St, 

Like  trudiT  lliliii.'s  Hint  Mag  raiighl 

Spoky  net,  ucr  Brirr'il 
liy  11 
Thro'  all  Uir  oimp.  oud  InwArd  ram 

I  ho  HTOllM 

With  rumur  ot  I'rincu  Anic  Iianl  a 

Wu  Itll  her  liy  UiK  woiiimi.  mill  with 

out 
PuiuhI  tbn  t[ny  kion  ut  lurle; 

■  Ivwk  yon/  crlni 
My  (albiT.  '  in&t  our  lytmnict  bo  (ul- 

flU'd. 
Ynu  hoTu  opoill  Iliixi-hllJ  ;  ahe  tau]it>». 

«t  yuu  Mil]  mail : 
Hlic  wnuiici  liirrM-It.  Iut  iiei,  i 

and  blDi. 
But  rcrl  fiic«d  wsr  haa  mdi 

and  tin.' : 
Slif  jIpUb,  or  wur.' 
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Then  Gama  tum'd  to  me  : 
*We  fear,  indeed,  you  spent  a  stonny 

time  • 

With  our  strange  girl ;  and  yet  they 

say  that  still 
You  love  her.      Give  us,  then,  your 

mind  at  large : 
How  say  you,  war  or  not  ? ' 

*  Not  war,  if  possible, 

0  king,'  I  said,  *  lest  from  the  abuse 

of  war,  120 

The  desecrated  shrine,  the  trampled 

year. 
The  smouldering  homestead,  and  the 

household  flower 
Tom  from  the  lintel  —  all  the  common 

wrong  — 
Asmoke  go  up  thro'  which  I  loom  to  her 
Three  times    a  monster.     Now  she 

lightens  scorn 
At  him  that  mars  her  plan,  but  then 

would  hate — 
And  every  voice  she  talk'd  with  ratify 

it, 
And  every  face  she  look'd  on  justifv 

it  — 
The  general  foe.     More  soluble  is  this 

knot 
By  gentleness  than  war.     I  want  her 

love.  130 

What  were  I  nigher  this  altho'  we 

dash'd 
Your  cities    into    shards    with  cata- 
pults?— 
She  would  not  love  —  or  brought  her 

chain'd,  a  slave. 
The  lifting  of  whose  eyelash  is  my  lord? 
Not  ever  "would  she  love,  but  bro<xi- 

ing  turn 
The  book  of  scorn,  till  all  my  flitting 

chance 
Were  caught  within  the  record  of  her 

wrongs 
And  crush'd   to  death ;    and   rather, 

Sire,  than  this 

1  would  tiie  old  g<x1  of  war  himself 

were  dead. 
Forgotten,  rusting  on  his  iron  hills,  140 
Rotting  on  some  wild  shore  with  ribs 

of  wreck. 
Or  like  an  old-world  mammoth  bulk'd 

in  ice. 
Not  to  be  molten  out.* 

And  roughly  spake 
My  father  :    '  Tut,   you  know   them 

not,  the  girls. 


Boy,  when  I  hear  you  prate  I  alma 

think 
That  idiot  legend  credible.   Look  jo 

sir! 
Man  is  the  hunter ;  woman  is  hisgan 
The  sleek  and  shining  creatures  of  tl 

chase, 
We  hunt  them  for  the  beauty  of  fhi 

skins; 
They  love  us  for  it»  and  we  ride  tba 

down.  I 

Wheedling    and    siding  with  tbm 

Out !  for  shame ! 
Boy,  there 's  no  rose  that 's  half  1 

dear  to  them 
As  he  that  does  the  thing  thej  da 

not  do, 
Breathing   and   sounding    beaaleo 

battle,  comes 
With  the  air  of  the  trumpet  roui 

him,  and  leaps  in 
Among  the  women,  snares  them  1 

the  score 
Flattered     and   flustered,    wins,    tii 

dash*d  with  death 
He  rtnldens  what  he  kisses.     Thus 

won 
Your  mother,  a  good  mother,  a  ga 

wife, 
Worth  winning  ;  but  this  firebrand 

gentleness 
To  such  as  her!  if  Cyril  spake  h 

true. 
To  cntch  a  dragon  in  a  cherry  net. 
To  trip  a  tigress  with  a  gos.samer. 
Were  wisdom  to  it,' 

'Yea,  but,  Sire.*  I  crie 
*  Wild  natures  need  wise  curbs.     T 

soldier  ?    No  ! 
What  dares  not  Ida  do  that  she  shou 

prize 
The  soldier  ?    I  beheld  her,  when  s 

rose 
The  yesternight,  and  storming  in  e 

tremes 
Stood  for  her  cause,  and  flung  defian 

down 
Gagelike  to  man,  and  had  not  shunt 

the  death. 
No,  not  the  soldiers ;  yet  I  hold  hi 

king. 
True  woman  ;  but  you  clash  them  1 

in  one, 
That  have  as  many  differences  as  w^ 
The  violet   varies  from    the   lily 

far 
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ik  Cram  dm.    One  loTes  tbe  sol- 

dier»  one 
rilkcn  priest  of  peace,  one  this, 

ooetaat^ 
now  UBWorthUy ;   their  rintosB 

faith, 
lideii  mooD  that  mrkleson asty, 
ifying  clown  ana  satyr;  whence 

they  need 
(  hrcMlth  of  culture.   U  not  Ida 

right?  180 

r  worth  it  t  truer  to  tbe  law  within  ? 
mr  in  the  logic  of  a  life  ? 
se  as  magnetic  to  sweet  influences 
trtli  and  hearen  ?  and  she  of  whom 

yon  apeak, 
molber,  kxdu  as  whole  as  some 

aerene 
tion  minted  in  the  golden  moods 
BTcreign  artists ;  not  a  thought,  a 

toudi, 
pure  as  lines  of  green  that  streak 

the  white 
be  tnX  snowdrop's  inner  leaves ;  I 

like  the  piebakl  miscellany,  man, 

M  nf  ^rivat  hrurt  and  slips  in  scii- 

biiui  mire,  191 

wh"l<'  un<i  one ;  ami  take  tbcm  ull- 

ID  all. 
V  vp  (>iirs<>lves  but  half  as  good. 

■A  kind, 
initbful.  much  that  Ida  claims  as 

riebt 
D#Vr been  mooted,  but  as  frankly 

ihvirs 
iur«  of  Nature.  To  our  point :  not 

war. 
1 1<v«  all.' 

"Nay,  nav.  you  spake  but  sense/ 
<*aina.    *  \Vt*  remember  love  our- 

«lf 
ur  »iw*'i'l  youth ;   we  did  not  mte 

him  then 
•  rnl-hoc    iron  to  be  shaped  with 

bl<  m  4.  i«» 

talk  almost  like  Ida  :  fltf  ran  talk  ; 
th^ff'isfwimethinirin  it  as  you  say : 
Tou  talk  kindlier :  we  esteem  you 

for  it.  — 
M^ras  a  gracious  and  a  pilhuit 

Prince, 
uid  he  hail  ourdau^rhter.  For  the 

feat, 
own  detention,  whv,  the  cauM*s 

weigh'd. 


Fatheriy  fears— you  used  us  cour- 

teouslv  — 
We  would  do  much  to  gratify  your 

Prince  — 
We  pardon  it;  and  for  your  ingress 

here 
Upon  the  skirt  and  fringe  of  our  fair 

land,  a  10 

Tou  did  but  come  as  goblins  in  the 

niffht, 
Kor  in  the  furrow  broke  the  plough 

man*s  head, 
Kor  biumt  the  grange,  nor  buss'd  the 

milkinff-maid, 
Kor  robb'd  the  fanner  of  his  bowl  ol 

cream. 
But  let  your  Prince  —  our  royal  word 

upon  it. 
He  comes  back  safe — ride  with  us  to 

our  lines, 
And  speak  with  Arac.   Arac*s  word  is 

thrice 
As  ours  with  Ida ;  something  may  be 

done  — 
I  know  not  what — and  ours  shall  see 

us  friends. 
You,  likewise,  our  late  guests,  if  so 

you  will,  2M 

Follow  us.  Who  knows  ?  we  four  may 

build  some  plan 
Foursquare  to  opptjsition.* 

ll«'re  he  n^ach'd 
White  hands  of  farewell  to  niv  sire, 

who  ^rowl'd 
An  answer  which,  half-muflled  in  his 

beanl. 
Let  so  much  out  as  gave  us  leave  to  go. 

Then  rotle  we  with   the  old  king 

across  the  lawns 
Rencath  huge  trees,  a  thou.sand  rings 

of  Spring 
In  everv  bole,  a  s<»ng  on  every  s]mi\ 
Of  binfs  that  piped  their  Valentines. 

and  woke 
Desin?  in  me  to  infus**  mv  tale  of  lovi 
I  In  the  old  king's  <'ars,  who  proniJH'd 

help,  ami  0<>7.e<l  3^1 

All  o'er  with  honev'd  answer  as  we 

rotle  ; 
And  Mos-sonifni  lira  lit  slipt  the  heavy 

de^\s 
(lather'd   by   iiiu'ht   and   pi-jice,    with 

each  light  air 
On    our    mail'd     heads.     Hut    other 

thoughts  than  pviu-e 


1-.  * 
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Burnt  in  us,  when  we  saw  the  embat- 
tled scjuares 
And  squadrons  of  the  Prince,  tram- 
pling the  flowers 
With  clamor ;  for  among  them  rose  a 

cry 
As  if  to  greet  the  king ;  they  made  a 

halt; 
The  horses  yell'd;  they  clash'd  their 

arms ;  the  drum  240 

Beat;    merrily -blowing    shrill'd    the 

martial  tife ; 
And  in  the  blast  and  bray  of  the  long 

horn 
And  serpent-throated  bugle,  undulated 
The  banner.     Anon  to  meet  us  lightly 

pranced 
Three  captains  out ;  nor  ever  had  I  seen 
Such  thews  of  men.  The  midmost  and 

the  highest 
Was   Arac;    all   about    his    motion 

clung 
The  sliadow  of  his  sister,  as  the  beam 
Of  the  East,  that  play'd  upon  them, 

made  them  glanee 
Like    those  three  stars  of    the  airy 

Ghmt's  zone,  250 

That   glitter  buruish'd  by  the  frosty 

dark ; 
And  as  the  fierv  Sirius  alters  hue, 
And   bickers  into  red  and  emerald, 

slione 
Their  morions,  wash'd  with  morning, 

as  they  came. 

And  I  that  prated  peace,  when  first 

I  heard 
War-music,  felt  the  blind  wild-beast 

of  force, 
Whose  home  is  in   the  sinews  of  a 

man. 
Stir  in  me  as  to  strike.   Then  took  the 

king 
His  thn^e"  broad   sons ;  with  now   a 

wandering  hand 
And  now  a  i>oiuted  linger,  told  them 

all.  2^«o 

A  common  light  of  smiles  at  our  dis- 
guise 
Broke  from  their  lips,  and,  ere  the 

windy  jest 
Had  labor'd  down  within  his  amphi 

lungs. 
The  genial  giant.  Arac.  roU'd  himself 
Thric^*  in  tile  saddle,  then  burst  out  in 

words : 


'  Our  land  invaded,  'sdeath  I  and  1 

himself 
Your  captive,  yet  my  father  wills  n 

war  I 
And,  'sdcath !  myself,  what  care 

war  or  no  1 
But  then  this  question  of  your  tra 

remains ; 
And  there 's  a  downright  honest  mei 

ing  in  her.  ] 

She  flies  too  high,  she  flies  too  higl 

and  yet 
She  ask'd  but  space  and  fair-play  i 

her  scheme ; 
She  prest  and  prest  it  on  me — I  myse 
What  know  I  of  these  Uiings  ?  but»  I 

and  soul ! 
I  thought  her  half-right  talking  of  1 

wrongs ; 
I  say  she  flies  too  high,  'adeath !  wl 

of  that  ? 
I  take  her  for  the  flower  of  womankii 
And  so  I  often  told  her,  right  or  wron 
And,  Prince,  she  can  be  sweet  to  the 

she  loves, 
And.  right  or  wrong,  I  care  not;  tl 

is  all, 
I  stand  upon  her  side ;  she  made  1 

swear  it  — 
'Sdeath  ! — and  with  solemn  rites 

candle-light  -^ 
Swear  by  Saint  something — I  for| 

her  name  — 
Her  that  talk'd  down  the  fifty  wis 

men ; 
S/te  was  a  princess  too ;  and  so  I  swo 
Come,  this  is  all ;  she  will  not ;  woi 

vour  claim. 
If  not,  the  foughten  field,  what  el 

at  once 
Decidesit.  'sdeath  I  against mvfathc 
:  will.' 

I      I  lagg'd  in  answer,  loth  to  render 
j  My  [>n:'Contract,  and  loth  by  brainl 
war 
To  cleave  the  rift  of  difference  dee] 

yet  ; 
Till  one  of  those  twobrothers,  half  asi 
And  linirering  at  the  hair  about  hisl 
To  prick  us  on  to  combat,  *  Like 

like ! 
The  woman's  garment  hid  the  woma 

heart.' 
A  taunt  that  clench'd  his  purpose  li 
I  a  blow ! 
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r  flsy-ikait  was  Cjiil't  ooumtet- 

■doff, 
rf  riMip  I  mnswer^d,  toach*d  npOD 

the  point 
Idle  boys  are  oowaida  to  their 


iKide  it  here ;  why  not  ?  we  are  three 
to  time.'  soo 


spake  the  tUrd  :  'But  three 

to  three?  no  more  ? 
a  oiore.  and  in  our  noble  sister's 

cause? 
fiae.  more,  for  honor  I  every  captain 

waiU 
iaigry  for  honor,  angry  for  his  king. 
loR,  more,  some  fifty  on  a  side,  tliat 


i^r  bseathe  himself,  and  quick  I  by 

oveffhrow 
( these  or  those,  the  question  settled 

die' 

'Tea,'  answer d  I.    'for  this  wild 

wTpath  of  air. 
fU^  flake  of  rain)>o\v  flying  on   the 

'oun  of  men*H  d<M'<l«* —  this  honor,  if 

ve  will.  3«o 

'.  v*^l<  mutd  be  for  honor  if  at  aU  ; 
•tx^    what  d<'ci»i<»n?  if  wv   fail  \\v 

fiil, 
W*  if  Wf  win  wc  fail ;  she  would  not 

keep 
'ir-  n>m\v%cX.*    •\Sleath  !  hut  we  will 

*en«i  to  her.* 
^  Atiu\  '  worthy  reasons  why  she 

•houhi 
idr  hv    tliiA   issue;  let  our  missive 

iJin/. 
Ud  you  ffball  liuve  her  answer  hy  the 

Wffft!.' 

'Ro>«"  <«liriek'd  the  old  king,  but 

Tainlier  than  a  hen 
To  bc-r  falMr  daughters  in  the  pool : 

for  none 
tf«uded:  neither  seemM  then^  niori* 

I^k  npi**'wc  to  my  fathrr's  eanip, 

and  fniind 
It  tbricf   liaMl  Hent  a  henild   to  the 

rates. 
o  femm  if  Ida  yet  would  cede  our 

claim. 
r  hr  denial  flush  her  babbling  wells 


With  her  own  people's  life;  three 

times  he  went 
The  first,  he  blew  and  blew,  but  none 

appear'd ; 
He  battcr'd  at  the  doors,  none  came ; 

the  next, 
An  awful  voice  within  had  wam'd 

him  thence ; 
The  third,  and  those  eight  daughters 

of  the  plough 
Came  sallying  thro'  the  gates,  and 

cauffht  his  hair,  330 

And  so  beuibor*d  him  on  rib  and  cheek 
They  made  him  wild.    Not  less  one 

glance  he  caught 
Thro*  open  doors  of  Ida  station'd  there 
Unshaken,  clinging  to  her  purpose, 

firm 
Tho*  compass'd  by  two  armies  and 

the  noise 
Of  arms ;  and  standing  like  a  stately 

pine 
Set  in  a  cataract  on  an  island-crag, 
When  storm  is  on  the  heights,  and 

ripht  and  left 
SuekM   from   the  dark  heart  of  the 

lon«r  hills  roll 
The  torrints.  dash'd  to  the  vale;  and 

yet  her  will  340 

Hred  will  in  nie  to  overcome  it  or  fall. 

Hut  when  I    told   the  king  that   I 

was  j)l«'<lp'd 
To  tight  in  tourney  for  my  bride,  he 

clash  *d 
His  iron  palms  tn^rrther  with  a  cry  ; 
Himself  would  tilt  it  out  amonji;  the 

lads : 
But  overborne  bv  all  his  branlcil  lonls 
With   reasons  ((mwn    from   ix'^r  and 

stat<',  ])(Tt(>rr<' 
He  yielded,  wroth  and  ntl.  with  lieree 

demur; 
And  many  a  bold  kin'^Mit  started  ti] 

in  heat, 
Anti  swarc  to  mm  bat   f«»r  my  elain: 

till  death.  .(<i<- 

All  on  this  side  tin-  palace  ran  the 

liel.l 
Flat  to  I  In-  irardrii  wall:  and  likewisi* 

luTc. 
Above  thr  iranh-n"^  irluwing  blossom 

belt*.. 
A  e<^)lunnrd  ciitrv  shone  and  marbb; 

stairs, 


^-.^ 
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And  great  bronze  valves,  emb06S*d 
with:  Tomyris 

And  what  she  did  to  Cyrus  after  fight« 

But  now  fast  barr'd. '  80  here  upon 
the  Hat 

All  that  long  morn  the  lists  were 
hammered  up. 

And  all  that  mom  the  heralds  to  and 
fro. 

With  message  and  defiance,  went  and 
came ;  360 

Last,  Ida's  answer,  in  a  royal  hand, 

But  shaken  here  and  there,  and  roll- 
ing words 

Oration-like.     I  kiss'd  it  and  I  read : 

*0  brother,  you  have  known  the 

pangs  we  felt. 
What  heats  of  indignation  when  we 

heard 
Of  those  that  iron-cramp'd  their  wo- 
men's foet : 
Of  lands  in  which  at  the  altar  the 

\)ooT  bride 
Gives  her  harsh  groom  for  briiial-gift 

a  scourge ; 
Of  living  hearts  that  crack  within  the 

lire 
Where  smouliler  their  dead  despots; 

and  of  those,  —  370 

Mothers,  —  tliat.    all    prophetic    pity. 

fling 
Their   pretty  maids  in   the  running 

floiHi.  and  swoops 
The  vulture,  beak  and  talon,  at  the 

heart 
Made  for  all  noble  motion.    And  I  saw 
That  e(iual  baseness  lived  in  sleeker 

times 
With  smoother  men ;  the  old  leaven 

leav<'u'd  all ; 
Millions  of  throats  would   bawl   for 

civil  rights. 
No  woman  named ;  therefore  I  set  my 

face 
Against  all   men,  and  lived  but  for 

mine  own. 
Far  off  from  men  I  built  a  fold  for 

them ;  3^ 

I  stored  it  full  of  rich  memorial ; 
I  fenced  it  round  with  gallant  insti- 
tutes, 
And  biting  laws  to  scare  the  beasts  of 

prey, 
And   prosper'd,   till  a  rout  of  saucy 

boys 


Brake  on  us  at  our  books,  and  mu 

our  peace, 
^[ask'd  like  our  maids,  blustaini 

know  not  what 
Of  insolence  and  love,  some  preb 

held 
Of  baby  troth,  invalid,  since  my  wj 
Seal'd  not  the  bond — Uie  striplini 

—  for  tlieir  sport !  — 
I  tamed  my  leopards ;  shall  I  noi  tai 

these? 
Or  you  ?  or  I  ?  for  since  you  think  1 

touched 
In  honor  —  what  I    I  would  not  au| 

of  false  — 
Is  not  our  cause  pure  ?  and  wherai 

know 
Yoiu*  prowess,  Arac,  and  what  11 

ther's  blood 
You  draw  from,  fight  I    You  failii 

I  abide 
What  enJ  soever ;  fail  you  will  o 

Still, 
Take  not  his  life,  he  risk'd  it  for  1 

own : 
I  lis  mother  lives.   Yet  whatsoe'er  3 

do. 
Fight  and  fight  well ;  strike  and  sir 

hom(\     O  dear 
Brothers,  the  woman's  angel  gua 

you.  you 
The  sole  men  to  be  mingled  with  < 

cause. 
The  sole  men  we  shall  prize  in 

after-time. 
Your  very  armor  hallow'd,  and  y( 

statues 
Kear'd,   sung  to.    when,   this  gac 

brush'd  asitie. 
We  plant  a  solid  foot  into  the  Tim* 
And   mould   a  generation  strong 

move 
With  claim  on  claim   from  right 

right,  till  she 
Whose  name  is  yoked  with  childn 

know  herself; 
And    Knowledge    in   our  own    h 

make  her  free. 
And,  ever  following  those  two  crowi 

twins. 
Commerce  and  Conquest,  shower 

fiery  gniin 
Of  freedom  broadcast  over  all  t 

orbs 
Between  the  Northern  and  the  Soi 

ern  mom.* 
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a  postKript  daih'd  acrou 


•  litt  then  be  no  timlton  in  your 
ivmaoHt  of  tnitan — none  to 


faU'd— this  Egypt- 
plague  of  men  1 
it  our  maids  were  better  at  their 


girdled  liere.    Indeed 
Ithink 

oomfort  ia  the  litUe  child 
ene  unworthy  mother,  which  she 

lefl.  4ai 

•AaD  noC  hare  it  back;  the  child 

dMDgrow 
t  priae  the  authentic  mother  of  her 


Mk  it  for  an  hoar  in.mine  own  bed 
tiaonriag;  there  tlie  tender  orplian 


bat  a^  heart,  and  aeem'd  to diann 

from  thence 
K  wrtfh  I  nursed  against  the  world. 

Farewell. ' 


[  cewied:  he  said,  'Stubboni,  but 

the  may  sit 
on  a  king's  right  liand  in  thunder- 

rtonns, 
d  breed  up  warriors!    Bee  now. 

tho*  Tourself  430 

dazzled  by  the  wildfire  Love  to 

skmidis' 
It  swallow    common    sense,    tlie 

spindling  king. 
If  Gamn  swamp*d  in  lazy  tolerance, 
m  the  man  wants  weight,  the  wo- 
man takes  it  up. 
i  topples  down   the  scales;   but 

this  isfixt 
ire  the  roots  of  earth  and  base  of 

alL  — 
a  for  the  Add  and  woman  for  the 

hearth: 
a  for  the  sword,  and  for  the  needle 

she; 
a  with  the  head,  and  woman  with 

theheart; 
a  to   command,   and  woman   to 

obey:  440 

else  confusion.    Look  you !  the 

gray  mare 
B  to  nve  with,  when  her  whinny 

ahrfUa 


From  tile  to  acullery,  and  her  email 

goodman 
Shrinks  in  his  arm-chair  while  the 

tires  of  hell 
Mix  with  his  hearth.  But  you  ~  she 's 

yet  a  colt— 
Take,  break  her;  strongly  groom'd 

and  Btraitly  curb'd 
She  miff  ht  not  rank  with  those  detest- 
able 
That  let  the  bantling  scald  at  home, 

and  brawl 
Thehr  rights  or  wrongs  like  potherbs 

in  the  street 
They  say  she  *s  comely ;  there 's  the 

fairer  chance.  490 

/  like  her  none  the  less  for  rating  at 

her  I 
Besides,  the  woman  wed  is  not  as  we. 
But  suffers  change  of  frame.   A  lusty 

brace 
Of  twins  may  weed  her  of  her  folly. 

Boy, 
The  bearing  and  the  training  of  a  child 
Is  woman's  wisdom.* 

ThuH  tho  luinl  old  kin^. 
I  took  my  Iwivc,  for  it  was  nearly 

noon ; 
I  pored  upon  her  letter  which  I  held. 
And  on  the  little  clause,  *  take  not  his 

life ;  • 
I  mused  on  that  wild  morning  in  the 

woods,  460 

And    on  the    'Follow,    follow,   thou 

shalt  win  *. ' 
I   thought  on  all  the  wrathful  king 

had  said, 
Ami    how   the   strange    betrothment 

was  to  end. 
Then  I  rememlMT'd  that  burnt  sor- 
cerer'«  curs<» 
That  one  should  tight  with  shadows 

and  should  fall : 
And  like  a  flash  the  weinl  afTeetion 

came. 
King,  camp,  and  college  turn'd  tt>  hol- 
low Allows  ; 
1  wem'd  to  movr  in  old  mmiorial  tilts, 
And    doing    battle    with     forgotten 

ghosts. 
To  dmun  mysi'lf  the  shadow  of  a 

dream :  470 

And  ere  I  woke  it  was  the  i>oint  of 

n«)on. 
The  lists  wen*  ready.     Kmpanoplie<l 

and  plumed 
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We  entered  in.  ami  waited,  lif  ly  there 
Opposed   to   fifty,   till    the    trumix^t 

blared 
At  the  burrii'r  like  a  wild  horn  in  a 

land 
Of  echoes,  and  a  moment,  and  once 

more 
The  trumpet,  and  again  ;  at  which  the 

storm 
')f  gallopini^  hoofs  bare  on  the  ridge 

of  spears 
And  riders  fnnit  to  front,  until  they 

close(i 
In  conflict  with  the  cnish  of  shivering 

points, 


Like  a  saint's  glor>'  up  in  heaven;  li 

she, 
No   saint  —  inexorable  —  no   tend 

ness  — 
Too  hard,  too  cruel.     Yet  she  flees  1 

light. 
Yea,  let  her  see  me  fall.    With  thai 

drave 
Among  the  thickest  and  bore  dowi 

prince, 
And  C-yril  one.     Yea,  let  me  make  n 

dream 
All  that  I  would.    But  that  larj 

moulded  man, 
4S0  !  His  visage  all  agrin  as  at  a  wake,    < 


.Made  at  me  tluro'  the  press,  and,  sta 

geriug  back 
With  stroke  on  stroke  the  horse  ai 

horseman,  ctime 


And  thunder.     Yet  it  seemVl  a  dream, 

I  dream'd 
Of  fighting.    On  his  haunches  rose  the 

steed, 

And  into  fiery  splint cr^*  leapt  the  lance,  j  As  comes  a  pillar  of  electric  cloud. 

And  out  of  stricken  helmets  sprang  the  !  Flayin^:  the  roofs  and  sucking  up  t 

fire.  I  drains. 

Part  sat  like  rocks :    part  n^el'd  but  !  And  shadowing  down  the  r^hampAJj 

kept  their  seats :  '  till  it  strikes 

Part  roll'd  on  the  (>arth  aiul  rosciigain  On  a  w(X)d.  and  takes,  and  breaks,  a 

and  drew :  .  cracks,  and  splits. 

Part  stumbled  niixt  with  fiounderinL'  And  twists  the  irrain  with  sudi  ait 


horsi'S.     l)«)wn 


that  Earth 


Pn.Mn  those  two  bulU^  at  Arac's  side.      Keels,  and  the  herdsmen  cry  ;forevei 

11  '  - 1    • 


and  down 


thing 


From   Arair's  arm.  a**  from  a  giaiil's     Gave  way  befon?  him.     Only  Fiona 


flail. 


he 


The  larg<*  blnvs  rain'd.  as  licrre  and  .  That    loved   me  closer  than  his  01 


cverv  where 


4'>' 


riijht  eye. 


He  rode  the  mel  lay,  lord  of  the  riuL^ing  ■  Thrust  in  between;  but  Aracrodeh 


lists. 


down. 


And  all  the  i)lain --brand,  niaee,  and     And  I'vril  si^eing  it,  push'd against t 


shaft,  and  sliifld  — 


W\ 


nee. 


Sln)ck'd.  like  an  iron-i-lanirinir  anvil      With  Psvche's  color  round  his  helm 


baiiir'd 


tOULdl 


With  liannneiN  ;   till  1   thouj-lit,   eaii     Strontr.  supple,  sinew-corded,  apt 


tins  be  h( 


anus: 


From  Ciania"s  dwarlish  loins  V   if  this     Kut  toucher,  heafier,  stronger,  hell 


be  sn. 


smote 


The  mother  makes  us  most — ami  in     Ami  threw  him.     Last  I  spurr*d: 


my  tlp-ani 
I  glanei'd  a*ii(le.  and  siiw  the  palae» 
front 


felt  my  veins 
Stretih  with  fiern*  heat;   a  momc 
hand  xo  hand. 


Alive  Willi  tliilterinir  scarfs  and  ladies'     And   sword   to  sword,  and  horse 


•  ■Ve<. 


hor'^e  we  hung, 


.Vml     hiL'"he<it.     aniMiiir     the    stature.     Till  I  >tniek  out  and  shouted;  the  bl:i 


statiie-liki'. 


L'laneed, 


Hetwei-n  a  i-vmharil  Miriamanda.lai'l.      I  ili'l  but  >hear  a  feather,  and  drej 
Willi  l*<vilii''>  babe.  ua>   Ma   watth-  and  trutli 


ini:  us.  q.i 

A  single  baixl  of  gol<l  aluMit  her  hair,    I 


Flow  M  from  me :  darkness  cK>sc<i  n 
aud  1  fell. 
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.^r  .,.tVwooii-.I  ii..r  utlrrM  fry. 
..■r  uiu>lpli%  tt'iil<-|iill(C,  ui'l. 

LLk<.  MiuinwT  I..1111K..1  .■.iiiji-  livr  t.-nr.- 
'  :jw.-vI  UI.V  I'liild,  1  liv<.-  (ur  tJi.-i-.' 

■.■.•I'i   (.mi-r-lhiiii.  H<.ri  ana  !.>», 
i...''l  Ei:m  H..nliv  1i.  Ik*  It'Vr.l, 
•^jT  tn-iiJ  aii'l  iii>l.l.'M  f.«; 

VI 
My  iliTum  liiul  never  ili.'d  or  lirwi 

<■■  iTi;i..|.  11  fn-m  hiT  pl«ii',            („, 
L;i.:;vi..  ih.-  niirripT.-I.t*. 
'..k::.'la--<'i<.[lifr..iiilh.'f.ir.  ; 

\.-..t.'ii.<i!.Tiii.»<'.liii.r<rq>l. 

As  in  sciiiii'  iiivMir  u.uiille  sinle  1  luy. 
Si-i-inj;  1  Kiw  not.  hi-uriiLv  nnl  I  luiinl : 
■ni</,  if  I  siiw  1K.I.  yrl  tlii'V  I..l.t  me  all 
So  often  ikit  1  .si«-!ik  us  liiiviiii;  wen 
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For  so  it  seem'd,  or  so  they  said  to 

me. 
That  all  things  grew  more  tragic  and 

more  strange ; 
That  when  our  side  was  vanquish'd  and 

my  cause 
For  ever  lost,  there  went  up  a  great 

cry, 
*  The  Prince  is  slain  1 '  My  father  heard 

and  ran  lo 

In  on  the  lists,  and  there  unlaced  my 

casque 
And  grovell'd  on  my  body,  and  after 

him 
Came  Psyche,  sorrowing  for  AglaTa. 

But  high  upon  the  palace  Ida  stood 
With  Psyche's  babe  in  arm ;  there  on 

the  roofs 
Like  that  great  dame  of  Lapidoth  she 

sang. 

'  Our  enemies  have  fallen,  have  fallen : 

the  seed, 
The  little  seed  thev  laugh'd  at  in  the  dark. 
Has  risen  and  cleh  the  soil,  and  grown  a 

bulk 
Of  spanless  girth,  that  lays  on  every  side  20 
A  thousand  arms  and  rushes  to  thc'sun. 

*Our  enemies  have  fallen,  have  fallen 

they  came ; 
The  leaves  were  wet  with  women's  tears ; 

they  heard 
A  noise  of  song?*  thev  would  not  understand ; 
They  mark*d  it  witfi  the  red  cross  to  the  fall. 
And*  would  have  strown  it,  and  are  fallen 

themselves. 

'Our  enemies  have  fallen,  have  fallen: 

they  came, 
The  woodmen  with  their  axes  :  lo  the  tree  I 
But  we  will  make  it  faggots  for  the  hearth. 
And  shape  it  plank  and  beam  for  ro(»f  and 

floor,  30 

And  boats  and  bridges  for  the  use  of  men. 

'  Our  enemies  have  fallen,  have  fallen  ; 

they  struck; 
With  their  own  blows  they  hurt  themselves, 

nor  knew 
There  dwelt  an  iron  nature  in  the  grain ; 
The  glittering  axe  was  broken  in  their  arms. 
Their  arms  were  shatter'd  to  the  shoulder 

blade. 

'  Our  enemies  have  fallen,  but  this  shall 

grow 
A  night  of  Summer  from  the  heat,  a  breadth 
Of  Autumn,  dropping  fruits  of  power;  and 

roird 


With  music  in  the  growing breeae  of  T 
"~  ■        Ike  f 

angs 


The  tops  shall  atnke  from  etar  to 


Shall  move  the  stony  bases  of  the 

*  And    now,  O  maids,   bdiold 

sanctuary 
Is  violate,  our  laws  broken;  fearira 
To  break  them  more  m  their  behi 

whose  arms 
Championed  our  cause  and  woo  it  11 

a  day 
Blanch'd  in  our  annals,  and  peipel 

feast, 
When   dames   and   hcroincB  of 

golden  3'ear 
Shall  strip  a  hundred  hollows  \mn 

Spring, 
To  rain  an  April  of  ovation  ronod 
Their  statues,  borne  ^oft,  the  thi 

but  come, 
We  will  be  liberal,  ance  our  rights 

won. 
Let  them  not  lie  in  the  tents  n 

coarse  mankind, 
III  nurses ;  but  descend,  and  pro 

these 
The  brethren  of  our  blood  and  cai 

that  there 
Lie  bniiscd  and  maim'd,  the  ten 

ministries 
Of  female  hands  and  hospitality.* 

She  spoke,  and  with  the  babe  ye 

her  arms. 
Descending,   burst  the  great  brc 

valves,  and  led 
A  hundred  maids  in  train  across 

park. 
Some  cow  I'd,  and  some  bare-heac 

on  they  came. 
Their  feet  in  flowers,  her  loTeli 

By  them  went 
The  enainor'd  air  sighing,  and  on  tl 

curls 
From  the  high  tree  the  blossom  w 

ering  fell. 
And  over  them  the  tremulous  islef 

light 
Slided,  they  moving  tmder  shade ; 

Blanche 
At  distance  follow*d.     So  they  car 

anon 
Thro'  open  field  into  the  lists  t 

wound 
Timorously  ;  and  as  the  leader  of 

herd 
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Urn  ■  Matelr  fretwork  to  the 

lov'd   up  by  a  buadrod  airy 

hh  a  tDDd^r  foot,  ligbt  aa  on 

It. 

■I7.  lordlj  CRBtun-  Bontvil  an 

ic  liMVouDdcd'  breibrra  \&y  ; 

ftcRMar'iI, 

B  oBF  fcoMv  —  tke  daUii  on  am, 

•  Mtt  prcat 

■adk  and  caird  them  dcu  di*- 

IvaruK, 

i|ipy  vurlors,  »nd  Iniiiiorial 

id.   '  TiHi  ■fanll  not  lie   in  tlir 

rMk.  but  lirri-. 

iTKiJ  liy  iLuBO  tor  whom  you 

milil.  And  tPTVnl 

laide  bands  and  buipltallty.'  *o 

,  wImUmt  movtA  iy  Uiia,  or 

raiUchutM, 

■  nj  way.     Up  atarted  from 

I  Btn.  glarlug  wflb  bis  wbelp- 
tmcyr, 

bat  when  abe  mw  me  lying 
lark. 

I'd  aad  mul«,  and  motioitlessly 
lak. 
na  to  brr.  ahe  sigh'd :    aiul 

^riieaa 

frd  faUx 
bMXd 

■■  twliw.  all  dnbbl«d  witb  tbe 

mHB.  ■huddcr'd,  a  twitdi  nf 

■fa 

ri    tar  nonlh,  and  o'er  her 

nr,  and  ber  bue  cbangfd,  and 

rod  my  llf«  ;  my  brotber  rIfw 

teforit.' 

m :  at  which  Ifae  Uug  la  UltCT 

Hh  bj  BBdi  Ibn  painting  aw) 

H  Iktn  np.     Sbe  mw  thmi, 

mi^^Maaeeaahrrmtmorj. 
Aa  1004  Qwai.  b^r  mothM. 

ItaK  ■•  Ite  dajra  of  Lad; 


And  then  onct  more  she  iook'd  ut  my 
pale  face ;  47 

Till  uaderBtanding  ail  tlic  fooliab  work 
Of  Fancy,  and  tlie  bitter  close  of  all. 
Her  iron  will  naa  brCikca  in  her  minil ; 
Her  noble  heart  wna  niolt«n  in  licr 

8ho   bow'd.  she  aet  thu  child  ou  Uiu 

earth :  itbe  laid 
A  feeling   finger   on   my  browa,  and 

preaently 
'O   Sire,'   she  said,  'lie   lives;  1m   ia 

0, 1st  me  have  him  vltb  my  br«tbron 

In  our  own  palace;  we  will  lend  ml 

Like   line   of    Uilim  ;    if   ao,    by   an/ 

mcana. 
To  light«u  this  great  dog  of  *^^"^f. 

that  make  i» 

Our  progreiB  falter  to  te  vomao'a 

goal.* 

Bbe  said :  but  at  the  happy  word 

'he  li»e9  f 
My  father  stoop'd.  rc-father'd  o'er  my 

wounds. 
So  tboac   two   fncs  above  my  fallen 

life. 
With  brow  to  brow  like  night  and 

evcuing  mixt 
Their  dark  and   gray,    while  Psyche 

eTer  stole 
A  little  nearer,  till  the  babe  that  by 

us, 
Halflapt  in  glowing  gauze  and  golden 

breile, 
f^y  like  a  new  fallen  meteor  Ou  tlie 

gtaas. 
Uocared  for,  spied    its   mother  and 

began  .» 

&  blind  and  balibliug  laughter,  and  to 

Its  body,  and  reacb  Ita  fatling  iaoo- 

cent  arroi 
And  lazy  lingering  fingera.     She  lb« 

Brook'd  not,  but  clamoring  out  'HInr 

—  mint?  —  not  youra  I 
It  ii  not  T<)ur«.  but  mine :  glTC  me  tba 

child :  ■ 
Ceased  all  on  in-mtil«:  pIlaoiM  waa 

So  stonl  the  unhappy  molbcr  op(» 
mouUt'd, 
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And  turned  each  face  her  way.    Wan 

was  luT  cheek 
With   hollow    watch,    her  blooming 

mantle  torn. 
Red  grief  and  mother  s  hunger  in  her 

eye.  130 

And  down  dead-heavy  sank  her  curls, 

and  half 
The  sacred  mother  s  bosom,  panting, 

bursit 
The  laces  towtml  her  babe;  but  she 

nor  caretl 
Xor  knew  it,  clamoring  on,  till  Ida 

hcanl. 
Look'd  up,  and  rising  slowly  from  mc, 

StCMMi 

Erect  and  silent,   striking   with  her 

glance 
The  mother,  me,  the  child.     But  he 

that  lay 
Beside  us,  Cyril,  battcr'<i  as  he  was. 
Trail  d  himself  up  on  one  knee  ;  then 

Ik.'  drew 
Her  robe  to  nie«'t  his  lips,  and  down 

silt;  look'd  140 

At  the  arni'd  man  sideways,  pitying 

as  it  socm'd. 
Or  self-invi)lvcd  ;  but  when  slie  Ituirnt 

his  face, 
RememU-ring    his     ill-omen'd    song. 

an>s<' 
Once  m<irc  tliro*  all  her  height,  and 

o'er  liini  grew 
Tall  as  a  ligurt-  lengthcnM  on  thr*  sjunl 
When  the  tido  ebbs  in  sunshine,  and 

he  said : 

*  O   fair  and   htriMig  anrl    terrilile  I 

Lioness 
That  with   your  I<»iig  lixks  play  the 

linn's  uiiiiw  I 
But  Love  and  Niilun'.  th«'se  are  two 

in«»n'  tiTribh" 
And   strungcT.     Scm',  your  fnot  is  on 

our  necks,  i.v. 

We  van4|uisli'd,  vou  the  victorof  vour 

will 
What  would  vou  more  V  irive  her  the 

child  !  remain 
Orb'd  in  your  isnlation  :  he  is  dojul 
Or  all  as  d<*ad  :  henceforth  we  let  vou 

be. 
Win  vou  the  hearts  of  women  ;  an<i 

beware 
Lest,    when?   you   seek   the    common 

li)v«.'  i>f  ilie.se. 


The  common  hate  with  the  revolTt 

wheel 
Should  drag  you  down,   and  mi 

great  Xcmesis 
Break  from  a  darken'd  future,  ciowi 

with  fire. 
And  tread  you  out  for  ever.     B 

howsoe'er 
Fixt  in  yourself,  never  in  jonr  01 

arms 
To  hold  your  own,  deny  not  hen 

her, 
Give  her  the  child !    O,  if,  I  nj,  y 

keep 
One  pulse  that  beats  true  wonaa. 

you  loved 
The  breast  that  fed  or  arm  that  di 

died  you. 
Or  own  one  port  of  senae  not  flfait 

prayer, 
Give  her  the  child  !  or  if  you  aoon 

lay  it. 
Yourself,   in  hands  so  hitely  dai 

with  yours, 
Or  speak  to  her,  your  dearest,  hero 

fault 
The  tenderness,  not  yours,  that  coii 

not  kill, 
Give  nt€  it ;  /  will  give  it  her.' 

He  sai 
At  lirst  her  eye  with  slow  dlkti 

roU'd 
Pry  flame,  she  listening:  after  sai 

and  sank 
And,  into  mournful  twilight  mello 

ing.  dwelt 
Full    on    the    (rhild.      She    took    i 

*  [*retty  bud! 
Lily  of  the  vale!  half-open 'd  bell 

the  wt.Mxls  ! 
Sole  ennifort  of  mv  dark  hour,  wh 

a  world 
( )f  tniitorous  friend  and  broken  syst< 

made 
No  purpir  ui  the  dibtiince.  mysterv, 
Ple<lLre  of  a  love  not  to  be  mine,  hv 

wi'U ! 
These  men  are  hard  upon  us  as  of  61 
We  two  must  part ;  and  yet  how  fs 

was  I 
To  dream  thv  cause  embraced  in  mil 

to  think 
I  miirht  Ihj  something  to  thee,  whei 

^'  felt 
Thy  helpless  warmth  about  my  barr 

breast 


PART   SIXTH 


204 


THE  PRINCESS 


I  am  your  wuiiior ;  I  aud  mine  have 

fought 
Your  battle.     Kiss  her;  take  her  hand, 

she  weeps. 
"Sdcath  !    I  would  s<x)ner  fight  thrice 

o'er  than  see  it.' 

But  Ida  spoke  not,  gazing  on  the 
ground.  210 

And  reddening  in  the  furrows  of  his 
chin. 

And  moved  l>ey()nd  his  custom,  Gama 
said  : 

*  I've  heanl  that  there  is  iron  in  the 

blo<xl. 
And  I  believe  it.     Not  one  word  ?  not 

one? 
Whence  drew  you  this  steel  temper  ? 

not  from  me. 
Not  from  vour  mother,  now  a  saint 

witli  saints. 
She  .said  von  had  a  heart  —  I  heard 

her  s«iy  it  — 
•'Our  Ma  has  a  heart"  — just  ore  siie 

di«'d  — 
**  Hut  s(M' that  sonn'one  with  authority  " 
Be  iR*ar  hrr  still;"  and  1  —  1  souirlit 

for  one  —  22-j 

All  people  SJiid  ^\w  had  authority  — 
The    Lady    Blam-he  —  much    protil  1 

Not  oiu;  word  ; 
No!  tho*  your  falluT  >ues.     See  how 

you  >tan«l 
Stiff  as  Lot's  wife,  and  all  the  ircxxl 

kniL^ht<  niaini'd. 
I  trust   that  there  is  no  one  hurt  to 

death. 
For  vour  wilii  whim.    And  was  it  then 

for  this. 
Was  it  fi)r  this  we  gave  our  palace 

up, 
Where   we   withdn.'W   from    summer 

heats  and  state. 
And  had  our  wine  and  chess  beneath 

the  planes. 
And  many  a  pleasant  hour  with  her  '. 

that 's  iTone,  231. 

Ere  yt)U  were  born  to  vex  usV     Is  it 

kind  V 
Spr'ak  to  her.  1  say  ;  is  this  not  she  of 

wlniin. 
AVhen  lirst   she  eame,  all  llusli'd  yon 

^lid  In  me. 
Now  had   v»)U    ;:ot   a  friend  of  vour 

own  aire, 


Now  could  you  share  your  thou 

now  should  meu  see 
Two  women    faster  welded   in 

love 
Than  pairs  of  wedlock  ?  she  you  wa 

with,  she 
You  talk'd  with,  whole  nights  1< 

up  in  the  tower. 
Of  sine  and   arc,  spheroid  and 

muth, 
And  right  ascension,  heaven  kn 

what :  and  now 
A   word,  but  one,  one  little  kii 

word, 
Not  one  to  spare  her !    Out  upon^ 

flint ! 
You  love  nor  her,  nor  me,  nor  a 

nay, 
You  shame  your  mother's  Judgn 

too.     Not  one  ? 
You  will  not?  well  —  no  heart  1 

you,  or  such 
As  fancies  like  the  vermin  in  a  nu 
Have  fretted  all  to  dust  and  bi 

ness.' 
So  said  the  .small  king  moved  bej 

his  wont. 

But  Ida  st<j(xl  nor  sjvoke,  drain* 

her  force 
By  many  a  varying  influence  an< 

long. 
Down    thro'    her    limbs    a  drooj 

lani^uor  wept ; 
iler  head  a  little  bent ;    and  on 

mouth 
A  doubtful  smile  dwelt  like  a  cloi: 

moon 
In  a  still  water.     Then  brake  out 

sire. 
Lifting    his    grim    head     from 

wounds:   '()  you. 
Woman,  whom   we  thought  woi 

even  now, 
And  were  half  fool'd  to  let  you  t 

our  son. 
Because  he  might  have  wish'd  it  — 

we  .see 
The  accomplice  of  your  madness 

forgiven. 
And  think  that  you   might  mix 

draught  with  death, 
When  vour  skies  chanire  ajxain ; 

rougher  hand 
Is  saf (?r.    On  to  the  tents ;  take  u\ 

Prince' 
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^lUIBrinifdroiMoiiliemd  friend. 

'Come  hither, 

I  ftjthf,'   rtie  cried  out,    -pmtmH-i! 

liik  vUla  1  nelt ;  nukv  nconcile- 

lAdB*  Ikal  cannot  keep  her  mind 

■H  H  Ibc  bdlow  heart  tlK  J  slandiT 

tand  te  Mndi,  lilu  cbUdren  being 

«Udl 
tan  ao  inaM,  /  nut  forglTeiien 
I       Mo: 
)ifemM  hant  had  ta  do  wftii  ooue 

bat  matds. 
tm  h»Te  Du  tinkH  wHh  men.     Ah 

(klae  but  dor, 
km  HiMor,  too  aiiicfa  loved,  why  T — 

wbjrt  — jretam 
hfoK  tboc  king*  we  embrace  ;oii  jrrt 


tid  tniac.  not  lo*e.  vo 

lew. 

And  DOW.  0  8iK. 

ImM  BB  rottr  aon,  to 

niim,  to  wait 

Qponhin. 

(Ac  nUnc  own  brathor. 

For  my  debt 

Itau  ae  MO  HOtc ;  jouradf  and  rours 
W  wiH:    w*  will  Katler  all  our 

M  happier  Uniai  each  to  her  proper 

kmiik. 
Km  aaa  to  kaep  Ibem  hero— now  T 

fraal  017  pfajer. 
Upk  bthcr.  bmhor,  help ;  speak  U> 

tbafclBR: 
taa  Itah  male  nalnre  to  aome  touch 

oTtlMt 
riM    hOla   ma  with    mjKit.   and 

diap  ma  down 
taa  m«  ftn  Mght  to  mob  mc  np 

wMan 
h(  »ft  and  mOkf  rabble  of  womuu 

Uad.  ^ 

■a  aMfcHiijt  even  aa  thej  are. 


'Yoiir  brotlitr,  lady,  —  Plorian, — aak 

for  htm 
Of   your    great    Head  —  for   be    ts 

wounded  too  — 


Then  Violet,  she  that  aang  the  mourn-- 

ful  Bong, 
And  bad  a  cousin  tumbled  on  Uie  plain, 
Petition'd  loo  for  him.     '  Ay,  so,'  »bo 

■aid.  }» 

'I  stagger lutbeitr««m;  louinutkcup 
My  heait  au  eddy  frum  Uia  brawling 

We  break  mir  laws  wldi  eaae,  but  kt 

Itbo.' 
'  Ay,  aoT'  laid  Blanche  ;  'Amated  >m 

I  tohcBT 


Thc  law  your  IlighDC 

I  had  been  wcddtd  wife,  I  knew  man- 
kind. 

And  block'd  thi?m  out :  but  th^so  men 
canie  to  woo 

Your  HighneH,  —  verily    1    think  to 


80  she,  and  tum'd  iiskancG  a  wintry 

But  Ido.  wilb  a  voice  thai.  Ilkr  n  bull 
Toll'd  by  an  earthquake  lu  a  In^mbllng 

Rang  ruin,  answer'd  full  of  griuf  and 


■  Fling  our  doors  wide  I  all.  all,  mil 
one.  but  all, 
Xot  only  br,  but  by  my  mnihrr't  »oul. 
Whatever  man  Ilea  woundi'd.  friend  or 

flH-, 

Shall  cnu-r,  If  Im  will  I    I^t  our  glrU 

mt. 

Till  thi-  sionn  dk- !  but  had  you  viood 

bv  u». 
The  nwr  that  hmnka  Ihr  Phoro*  from 

liln  baae 
Had  left  uartKk.    She  fain  wnuldntfng 

uatoo,  VM 
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But  shall  nDt.    Pass,  and  mingle  with 

your  likes. 
We  brook  no  further  insult,  but  are 

gone.' 

She  turn'd;  the  very  nape  of  her 

white  neck 
Was  rosed  with  indignation ;  but  the 

Prince 
Her  brother  came ;  the  king  her  father 

charm'd 
-Her  wounded  soul  with  words;  nor 
j  did  mine  own 

'Refuse  her  proffer,   lastly  gave  his 

hand. 

Then    us    they    lifted    up,    dead 

weights,  and  bare 
Straight  to  the  doors;   to  them  the 

doors  gave  way 
Groaning,    and   in   ^e   vestal  entry 

shriek'd  330 

The  virgin  marble  under  iron  heels. 
And  on  iliey  moved  and  gain'd   the 

hall,  and  there 
Rested ;  but  great  the  crush  was,  and 

each  base. 
To  left  and  ri^ht,  of  those  tall  col- 
umns drown'd 
In  silken  tluctuation  and  the  swarm 
Of  female  whisperers.    At  the  further 

end 
Was  Ida  by  the  throne,  the  two  great 

cats 
Close  by  her,   like  supporters  on  a 

shield. 
Bow-back'd   with   fear;    but   in    the 

centre  stood 
The  common  men  with  rolling  eyes ; 

amazed  340 

They   glared   upon  the  women,  and 

aghast 
The  women  stared  at  these,  all  silent, 

save 
When  armor  clash'd  or  jingletl,  while 

the  day. 
Descending,  struck  athwart  the  hall, 

and  shot 
A  flying  splendor  out  of  brass  and 

steel. 
That  o'er  the  statues  leapt  from  head 

to  head, 
Now  fired  an  angry  Pallas  on  the  helm, 
Now  set  a  wrathful  Dian's  moon  on 

flame ; 
And  now  and  then  an  echo  started  up, 


And  shudderine  fled  from  room  \ 

room,  and  died  31 

Of  fright  in  far  apartments. 

Then  the  Tok 
Of  Ida  sounded,  issuing  ordinance ; 
And  me  they  bore  up  the  broad  stain 

and  thro' 
The  long-laid  galleries  past  a  hondrc 

doors 
To  one  deep  chamber  shut  from  somk 

and  due 
To  languid  limbs  and  sickness,  k1 

me  in  it ; 
And  others  otherwhere  they  laid ;  ao 

all 
That  afternoon  a  sound  arose  of  hool 
And  chariot,  many  a  maiden  paasin 

home 
Till  happier  times;  but  some  wei 

left  of  those  f 

Held  sagest,  and  the  great  lords  01 

and  in. 
From  those  two  hosts  that  lay  besid 

the  wall, 
Walk'd  at  their  will,  and  every  thin 

was  changed. 

Ask  me  no  more :  the  moon  may  draw  tl 
pea; 
TliL'  cloud  may  stoop  from  heaven  ai 

take  the  shape, 
With  f<»ld  to  fola,  of  mountain  or  of  cap 
But  O  too  fond,  when  have  I  answer*d  the< 

Ask  me  no  more. 

A.sk  me  no  more:  what  answer  shoold 
give? 
I  love  not  hollow  cheek  ©r  faded  eye :  j; 
Yet,  O  my  friend,  I  will  not  have  thee  dl< 
Ask  me  no  more,  lest  I  should  bid  thee  liv( 

Ask  me  no  more. 

Ask  me  no  more:  thy  fate  and  mine  ai 

seal'd; 

T  <trovo  against  the  stream  and  all  in  vaii 

Lvt  the  great  river  take  me  to  the  main 

X«»  more,  dear  love,  for  at  a  touch  I  yield 

Ask  me  no  more. 


VII 

So  was  their  sanctuary  violated. 
So  their  fair  college  tum*d  to  hospita 
At  first  with  all  confusion ;  by  and  b 
Sweet  order  lived  again  with  othi 

laws, 
A    kindlier    influence    reign'd,    ao 

everywhere 
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Low  Toices  iKith  the  ministering  hand 
H'^^  rouml  the  Hirk.     The  maidens 

c*ame.  they  talk'd. 
Tber  vaLne,  th«>v  read ;  till  slie  not  fair 

To  ffuThtr  nght,  and  she  that  was  be- 
came 

H<  r  fonner  beauty  trebh* ;  and  to  and 
fro  lo 

With  NN)kA.  with  flowers,  with  angel 

Offici'S. 

Lke  civatares  native  unto  gracious 

act. 
li>i  in  their  own  clear  element,  thry 

moTMl. 

Rut  KidnfSA  on  the  soul  of  Ida  Ml, 
\-A  hiitnil   of  her  weakness,   blent 

with  shame. 
i>i«l  «tuilieA  fail'd :  seldom  she  spoke  ; 

but  oft 
tr-mb  to  the  nx)fs.  ami  gazed  alone 

ftir  hr»urK 
'»n  tli.it  dis:istrous  leaguer,  swarms  of 

HH-n 
>.:••  !j;:i_'    Iht    ffmalr    firld.      Voji! 

•»\  .I"*  111  r  u«^*. 
'.    :  -h-  :i-  ««iir  that  rlinil's  a  ptak  to 

'^•:l:i*  !  JiJnl  iiiaiii.  and  s«m's  a  ^rreat 

I!  i<  k  I  liiiid 
>'ij  iriwrml   fmiii  the  dt-eps,  a  wall 

•  f  Ttiirlit. 

:     *     ■  1*    'U*-   •.lojM*  nf  Sfa   frnin  \  tTirr 

!«•  -h«»r<-. 
\'  i  «.j<  k  til*-  bliiidini;  splendor  from 

th*-  >:ind. 
\'  i  fiU*  Til  liiiij  lake  bv  lake  and  tarn 

b\   Tarn 
'  i:- .'  J'-  ill"  w<»rl«l ;  so  fared  she  i:a/ 

•  _•  Tlitp-, 

•^    •    I.  k«M«i  all  her  world  in  si-en  t. 

MiTik 
\   i   'A  v-Tr  it   M'em'd   and   vain:    till 

■  \  -w  n  *Av  rain»', 
•    : '    i[id  f.iir  {N  ar<'on<'e  ini»n' ainnni: 

:h'  •!«  k. 

.\-.\  ruilijlit  dawn'd ;  and  morn  !>> 

T  ,'.ni  The  lark 
•:-  •  .;•  iiid  -hrill'd  in  fliekerini:  l'V  p  - 

}''ii  T 
'..T   «::*ri'.    in    tin-    innflled    cair"-    nt 

lif.- 
l:«i    :-.*:li::lit    irl«»«»m*«!.  and   hmadir 

i;T'iwri  the  bowers 


Drew  the  great  night  into  themsel' 

and  heaven, 
8tar  after  star,  arose  and  fell ;  but 
Detrper  than  those  weinl  doubts  cc 

reach  me,  lay 
Quite  sundefd  from  the  moving  I 

verse, 
Nor  knew  wliat  eye  was  on  me, 

the  hand 
That  nurse<l  me,  more  than  infant 

their  sleep. 

But  Psy(!he  tendinl  Florian ;   v 

her'oft 
Melissa  came,  for  Blanche  had  gc 

but  left 
Her  child  amtrng  us,  willing  she  slic 

keep 
Court -favor.   Hen*  and  then'  the  sr 

bright  head, 
A  light  of  healing,  glanced  al)0ut 

i'oueh, 
Or  thro*  the  parted  silks  the  ter 

faee 
Peep'd.  shining  in  upon  the  womi 

man 
Willi  l/fM^h  anii  smile,  a  nudicim 

tln!ii>4l\<S 

Tu  wile  the  leniTth   from  languor 

hours,  and  draw 
The  stini:   from   pain:    nor  seem** 

>.iF"anir«*  that  soon 
llf  rose  up  wht)le.  and  tlios*-  fair  <■ 

ities 
tloin'd  at  h«'r>«i«le:  nor  "^tranL'tT  sn- 

that  ht-arts 
So   i!i'!ith\   .>»<»  employ  "(1,   should  c 

in  lo\e. 
Than    wlii-n    two    (h-wilrops   on 

p'tal  shak*' 
Ti»  lh«'  sinie  s\\«ri   ail.    :ind  tri-n 

«l(  i-pi-r  tloM  II, 
Anil  >lip  a?  om-e  all  IraLTaiil   into  ( 

L«  ""^    pro'-prrotlsly     tll«      ».rri.nd 

olitaiii  il 
.\t  fir-t  with  I'^mIu      Ni-t  tlio' Hlaii 

h:i'l  '•W'Hn 
That  aM«  r  that   «la?k  riii'Iit  anii'iiL' 

li'  I.U 
Sll»•  ini  lU  uiiiwt  \M,|  iiiiii   fnr  her  ( 

■J 1  1 1  iiiM- ; 

N"I    111""   li'    I'uili    t;|..im  tin-  hal" 

Not    tlio"   -III    likiii   hini.   >ii  Idnl  - 
hut  tf-artl 
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To  incense  the  Head  onw  more;  till 

on  a  (lav 
When  Cyril  pleaded,  I«ia  came  Ix'liind 
»Seen  but  of  Psyche ;  on  her  foot  she 

hung 
A  moment,  and  slic  heanl,  at  which 

Ikt  faiHJ 
A  little  tlush'd,  and  she  past  on ;  but 

each 
AssumiHl  fnmi  tlicnce  a  half -consent 

involved 
In  stillness,  plight e<l  troth,  and  were 

at  ix-ace. 

Nor  only  these  ;  Love  in  the  sacreil 

halls 
Held    carnival    at    will,    and    liying 

struck  '     70 

With   showers  of   ranch  nn  sweet   on 

maid  and  man. 
Nor  did  her  father  (vase  to  pn*ss  m\* 

claim. 
Nor  did   mine  own  now  reconciled  ; 

nor  yet 
Did  thos^'  twin  brothers,  ri-^en  again 

and  whoir ;  ; 

Nor  Arac.  sjuiate  with  his  victorv. 

But  f  lav  still,  and  with  nic  oft  she  I 

Silt.  *  j 

Then  came  a  change;  for  sometimes  I  • 

wnuhl  (.'at<li 
Iler  hand  in  wild  deliriinn.  griiH'  it 

hard. 
And  lling  it  like  a  viper  ott.  ami  shriek, 
*  Y'nu  an-  not  bia ; '  clasp  it  «>nce  ag-ain. 
Ami  call  lnT  Ida.  tho'  I  knew  lier  not. 
Ami  call  hiT  ^weet.  as  if  in  iri»ny.  >i 
And   call    her   lianl  and  coUl.   which 

seeni'd  a  truth : 
And  still  she  fear'd  that  I  shoid*!  li>se 

mv  mind, 
An<l  often  she  belie ve<l  that  I  shouM 

die  ; 
Till   out   of  long   frustration   of   her 

cari', 
Ami  pensive  temlance  in  the  all-weary 

nonns. 
And  watches  in  the  dead,  the  dark. 

wlu-n  <liMks 
Throbb'd    thunder    thro*   the    palace 

tli/itf-i.  or  c:iird 
On  flvini:  Time  from  all  their  silver 

tongues —  I/- 

And  out  of  memories  of  her  kindlier 

days. 


And  sidelong  glances  at  my  fathei 

grief,  " 
And  at   the    happy  loTers    heart 

heart  — 
And  out  of  haunting  of  my  spoki 

love. 
And  lonely  listenings  to  my  mutter 

drc^ain. 
And  often  feeling  of  the  helpless  hand 
And  wonlless  bro(xling8  on  the  waste 

cheek  — 
Fn)m  all  a  closer  interest  floiirish'd  u] 
Tenderness  touch  by  touch,  and  las 

to  these. 
Love,  like  an  Alpine  harebell  hun 

with  tears  t 

Hv  some  cold  morning  glacier:  frail  i 

first 
Aiiil  feeble,  all  unconscious  of  itself. 
Hut  such  as  gathcr'd  color  day  by  da] 

I^st  I  woke  sane,  but  well-niglickM 

to  death 
For  weakness.     It  was  evening ;  rila 

light 
Slept  on  the   painted   walls,  wherei 

wen'  wnmght 
Two  irnind  designs:  for  on  one  tU 

an^se 
The  women    up    in  wild    revolt,  U 

storm 'd 
At  the  (>pi>ian  law.     Titanic  shape 

thev  cranuu'd 
The  forum,  and  half-cnish*d  amoD 

the  rest  r 

A  dwarf  like  Cato  cower'd.     On  tli 

other  side 
Ib^rtensia  spoke  against  the  tax;  b 

hind. 
A  tndn  of  (lames.     By  axe  and  eagl 

Silt. 

With   all   their  foreheads  drawn   i 

Homan  s<'owls. 
And   half  the  wolf's-milk  curdled  i 

their  veins. 
TliH  tien^f'  triumvirs :  and  before  then 

paused 
HorteuMa.  i)leading:  angry  was  he 

face. 

I  saw  the  forms ;  I  knew  not  wher 

I  was. 
Tliev  did  but  hx>k  like  hollow  shows 

nor  more 
Sweet  Ida.     Palm  to  palm  she   sat 

the  dew  u 
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k««lt  in  bvT  I'ycs.  »nil  mllcr  all  liir 

I  woulil  bnl  iisk  )- 

iiiofiiimyourM' 

IliitifyiuU' thill 

1<1>L  whom  I  khi'< 

tM    luuudcr    Mtni'il.     I    mdvcd,   I 

1  usk  ymi  ii<iTliiil;r 

diily,  ifuilrfun 

fiicb'd  :  u  louch 

Swill  ilniim.  III' 

■Tfi-ct.     1  sLulI 

CuF  piumi  my  wrisl,  uiiil  Uw»  ii|icJii 

liMiighl, 

Stoop  ilown  iiiid  s> 

cm  to  kiss  mc  er 

IbiB  Bit  fiH-  languor  unii  Dulf-plty  ma 

die.- 

lh*<l.>»n  niv  fm-c.  uiiil  with  nliiit 

Mv  I  tua. 

I  f..ul.l  n.)  nion 

but  lay  like  one 

iKllikratiow.r  Ihal  cannot  all  un- 

UM. 

Thut  hi'iirs  li'is  hiiriul  lulk'd  ot  liv 

4.  ilni«-l.\l  it  j«  with  tempest,  t.)  llic 

fritnils, 

*im. 

Aiuli'umii>isi>c'i,k 

Trt.!i>ii  nuit-    turns  towikM  liitn,  [  mi 

h-r 

llui   lii'S  iinil  ilr<'! 

Is  his  .I<Kmi.     :■ 

fir  mv  hint  cj-l's.  uml  uttcr'il  whia 

iiini'il,  sill! 

peringl^; 

Shi'  Htw.p'il ;  tiiid 

li  i-ry, 
l.(tL|<t  t1<'ry  I'lvwiu 

ml  iiC  iiiiiKiiiir  111 

'If  ;ou  be  wliut  I  think  you,  nonu' 

frum  thi'  brinkit 

iwfel  <lniu»,                              Ti. 

'"''■ 

■^^^H 

1  m 
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And  I  believed  that  in  the  living  world 
My  spirit  closed  with  Ida's  at  the  lips ; 
Till  back  I  fell,  and  from  mine  arms 

she  rose 
Glowing  all  over  noble  shame ;  and  all 
Her  falser  self  slipt  from  her  like  a 

robe. 
And  left  her  woman,   lovelier  in  her 

mood 
Than  in  her  mould  that  other,  when 

she  came 
From  barren  deeps  to  conquer  all  with 

love. 
And  down  the  streaming  crystal  dropt ; 

and  she  150 

Far-fleeted  by  the  purple  island-sides. 
Naked,  a  double  light   in   air   and 

wave. 
To  meet  her  Graces,  where  they  dcck*d 

her  out 
For  worship  without  end  —  nor  end  of 

mine. 
Stateliest,  for   thee !  but    mute   she 

glided  forth, 
Nor  glanced  behind  her,  and  I  sank 

and  slept, 
Fiird  thro*  and    thro'  with    love,   a 

happy  sleep. 

Deep  in  the  night  I  woke :  she,  near 

me,  held 
A  volume  of  the  poets  of  her  laud.         ' 
There  to  herself,  all  in  low  tones,  she 

read :  iro 

*  Now  sleeps  the  crimson  petal,  now  the 

white ; 
Nor  waves  the  eypn»ss  in  the  |ialace  walk;     ' 
Nor  winks  the  gold  fin  in  the  porphyry 

font. 
The  fire-fly  wakens  ;  waken  thou  with  nie. 

'  Now  droops  the  milk-white  peacock  like 
a  ghost, 
And  like  a  ghost  she  glimniersi  on  to  me. 

'  Now  lies  the  Earth  all   Danae  to   the 
stars, 
And  all  thy  heart  lies  o{)en  unto  me. 

*  Now  slides  the   silent  meteor  on,  and 

leaves 
A    shining  furrow,    as    thy    thoughts    in 
me.  170 

*Now  folds  the  lily  all  her  sweetness  up, 
And  slips  into  the  hoMim  of  the  lake. 
So  fold  thyself,  my  deares^t,  thou,  and  >lip 
Into  mv  bi>som  anil  be  lost  in  me.' 


I  heard  her  turn  the  page;  ahefoii 
a  small 
Sweet  idyl,  and  onoe  more,  as  low,  1 
read: 

'Come    down,    O    maid,  from    jwU 

mountain  height. 
What  pleasure  lives  m  height  (the  shephc 

Mng), 
In  height  and  cold,  the  splendor  of  t 

hills? 
But  cease  to  move  so  near  the  heavem^  a 

cease  1 

To  glide  a  sunbeam  by  the  blasted  pine. 
To  sit  a  star  upon  the  sparkling  spire; 
And  come,  for  Love  is  of  the  valley,  con 
For  Love  is  of  the  valley,  come  then  do« 
And  find  him;  by  the  happy  thn!«ho]d,  li 
Or  hand  in  hand* with  Plent'v  in  the  mau 
( >r  red  with  spirted  purple  ot  the  vats. 
Or  foxlike  in  the  vine;  nor  cares  to  walk 
With   Death  and  Morning  on  the  Sih 

Horns, 
Nor  wilt  thou  snare  him  in  the  white  rmvii 
Nor  find  him  dropt  upon  the  firtlu  of  ice,  1 
That  huddling  slant  m  furrow-cloven  fiill 
To  roll  the  torrent  out  of  dusky  doon. 
But  follow  ;    let  the   torrent   dance  tli 

down 
To  find  him  in  the  valley;  let  the  wild 
Lean-headed  eagles  yelp  alone,  and  leavi 
The  monstrous  ledges  there  to  slope,  a 

spill 
Their  thousand  wreaths  of  dangling  wat< 

smoke, 
That  like  a  broken  purpose  waste  in  air. 
So  waste  not  thou,  but  come;  for  all  t 

vales  3 

Await  thee;  ar.ure  pillars  of  the  hearth 
Arise  to  thee;  the  children  call,  and  I 
Thy   shepherd   pipe,   and  sweet   is    eve 

sound, 
Sweeter   thy    voice,  but    every   sound 

sweet*; 
Myriads  of  rivulets  hurrying  thro*  the  law 
Ti'ie  moan  of  doves  in  immemorial  elms, 
And  murmuring  of  innumerable  bees.* 

So  she  low -toned,  while  with  shi 

eyes  I  lay 
Listening,  then  look'd.     Pale  was  tl 

perfect  face : 
The  bosom  with  long  sighs  labor  d 

and  meek  a 

Seem'd  the  full  lips,   and  mild  tl 

luminous  eyes. 
And  the  voice  trembled  and  the  ham 

She  said 
Brokenlv.  that  she  knew  it,  she  ha 

fail'd 
in  sweet  humility,  had  fail'd  in  all : 
That  all  her  laboV  was  but  as  a  blocl 
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I  Ik*  qwuTT :  but  itiif  still  ncrc 

lolk. 

B  wtR  IiiUi  lu  ylriii  burMdt  tci 

telty  •coni'd  lobclptbclr  equal 

t  tliruMiK  iifmrD  anil  barbsraus 

lawc 

tjr'il  tne  out  tiijild^llu'lr  cause 

Iran  her  do 

TTOBf'd  It,  Kiught  tar  less  far 

Iradi  Ifaan  j)o««r 

«Mg«.    ecimetiilDg  wild  wlUi- 

tabarbntul. 

Itt-  Ikwi  nil  knowludse,  beat,  her 

Iowa. 

tm  had  niin«*J  me  tUeru  frotn 

kMlalwhsratfiillUloUino.     In 

111  iiiiiiiiiiil  Ink!  tnUli^  tb(^  eirl 

:  traa  keaits ;  T«t  was  she  but  a 

(«- 

oL  Bad  Bi«l«  injsclf  a  queen  of 

ronea  anotb^r  sxicb  T  never,  I 

'■tuxtrop. dead,  Iromtlicstgun.' 

Her  voice 

L  Mad  h4T  forduTod  aimk  iip<m 

ter  iMods.  >|. 

tt  heul  tbro'  all  Uie  fault- 

a  jMUsc  I  ibuni  not 


acfeath 

MpaM 


1  about  the  acacias,  and  a 

Id  fred  ber  llttlr  oxtnt. 

,  brwiM  a  cry  for  llehl. 

md.  moA  at  ber  teet  ibv  Toluiue 


irty» 


nc  not  Ibvaelf  I 
■id.'  Bor  blanu^ 
Mil  the  MuiK  nf  I 


«D  vid  )tar- 
«ayii  a[  tbc 
helper,  uic, 
nao'ii ;  tbpy 


For  sbe  Iliat  out  u 

The  Bbiuing  gtcps 

wtiti  roan 
Uis  ulgbts.  bis  da; 

to  one  Koal, 
StAjs  alt  the  fair  y~-.  w 

bands — 
If  she  be  small,  sll 

How  shall  men  ki  i 

more  bIod 
Ourpliu#  Ib  mutii:  asi         ii 
We  two  will  serve  Ihei  I 

fng  her — 
Will  dear  awar  th«  parasitic  foi 
Tbat  aeeiu  to  Keep  bet  up  but 

licr  down  — 
Will  Irove  bi>r  space  to  burceaa 

ofiJl 
Within  btr —  li-t  htt  make  hcrac 


r  keep,  to  live  and  laur 


To  giv« 
b 
AIJ  tbat  not  barms  distinctive  « 

For  woman  is  not  iindi'V(>lo|it  man, 
But  diverse     Could  we  make  her  as 

tbe  msn,  ito 

Sweet  Lore  were  slain ;  bis  deiirest 

bond  is  this. 
Not  like  to  like,  but  like  in  difTerence. 
Yet  in  the  long  years  llker  must  they 

grow; 


Tbe  man  be  □ 
11. 


a  of  VI 


I.  sbe  of 
I  and  In  inomi 


gain  in  si 

lielgbt, 
Nor  ItMie  the   wrestling   tbews  tbat 

thmw  tbe  world ; 
Hlie  mental  breadth,  nor  (all  In  cbild- 

wani  ear*. 


Till  Hi  the  last  she  net  herself  to  man, 
Liki!  pirrfcct  miisie  unto  noMi-  words  : 
And  so  these  twain,  upon  the  skirls  of 

Time.  in 

Rit  ridn  liy  sMc.  (uU-summ'd  in  all 

their  flowers. 
Dispeaslng  harvest,  aowlng  tlie  to-be, 
Si-lf- revere  lit    iioi'h   and    reverencing 

Illsttnet  lii'lndlvldiiallties, 

But  like  neb  other  even  as  thuw  who 

JPTC  ,  . 
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Then  comes  the  statelier  Eileu  buck  to 

intMk; 
Then  nri.i^n  tlie  world's  greiit  bridals, 

e haste  and  calm  ; 
Then   springs   ihe   crowning  race  of 

humankind.  379 

May  these  things  Ik?  !' 

Sighing  she  spoke  :  '  I  fear 
They  will  not.' 

•  Dear,  but  let  us  type  them  now 
In   our    own    lives,   and    this  proud 

watchword  r(?st 
Of  equal ;  seeing  either  sex  alone 
Is  half  itself,  and  in  true  marriage  lies 
Nor  equal,  nor  unecjual.     Each  fulfils 
Defect  in  each,  and  always  thought 

in  thought, 
Purp(^8e  in  puriK)se,  will  in  will,  they 

grow. 
The  single  pure  and  pi-rfect  animal, 
The    two-cellM    heart   beating,    with 

one  full  stnik<;. 
Life.' 

And  again  sighing  slit!  spoke:  'A 

dream  2.>o 

That   once   was  mhw  I   what    woman 

tautrht  vou  this  V ' 


'Al<»n(','  I  said,  'from  earlier  than 

I  know, 
InniUTSi'd   in    rich  foresluidowings  of 

the  world. 
I  loved  the  woman.      He.  that  doth 

not,  livj'M 
.V  drowning  litV,  besnttcd  in  sweet  self. 
Or  i)iju's  in  sad  exix-ricnrr  wnr.»ie  than 

death. 
Or  kerps  his  wing'i.l   affections   dipt 

with  crime. 
Y<1  was  then'  one.'  thro"  whom  T  loved 

luT,  inw 
N«>t   learnrd.  savr  in  gra<'ious  h<)use- 

hohl  ways. 
Not    pt'rt'«cl.  nay,  but   full  of  teiuh-r 

want«<,  J.N-. 

No  aii::«'l.  but  a  drarer  being,  all  dipt 
III  aiig«'l  instiiict'J.  breathing  Paradise. 
lnt«Tpi<t.«r  liet.w»'cn  tht-  g(Mlsan<i  men. 
Who   liHiUM   :ill   native  to  In-r  plarr, 

ami  yit 
On   tiptoe   seem'd   to    touch    upon   a 

sphi-re 
''\io  gros.-^  t«)tri'ad.  and  all  mab'  minds 

p«T  force 

Swa^'M   l«)  her   from  their  orbits    as 
tliev  movetl. 


And  girdled  her  witli 

be 
With  such  a  mother  I 

kind 
Beats  with  his  blood. 

things  hijch 
Comes  easy  to  hhn, 

and  fall 
He  shall  not  blmd  his 

Said  Ida,  tremuloiudy.  *i 
It  seems  you  Ioto  to. 

with  words ; 
This  mother  is  your 

heard 
Of  your  strange  doubts; 

might  be ;  I  seem 
A  mockery  to  my  own 

Prince! 
You  cannot  love  me.' 

•  Nay,  but 
'From  yearlong   poring 

tured  eyt'S, 
Ere  seen  I  loved,  and  loved  fl 

and  saw 
Thee  woman  thro'  the  cnHl 

mo(xls 
I'hat  mask'd  tbi^  from  meo: 

ence  up,  juid  forced 
{Sweet  love  on  pranks  of  sau 

hood ;  now, 
riiven  back  to  life,  to  life  indn 

thee, 
Indeed  I  love.     The  new  dav 

the  light 
Dearer  for  night.  Ab  doan-r  t 

faidts 
Lived   over.      Ijift    thine  evt 

doubts  are  dead. 
My  haunting  sense  of  hollow 

the  <?hange. 
This  truthful  eiiauge  in  theeh 

it.     Dear, 
I.ottk  up.  and  let  thv  natures 

mine. 
Like  yonder  mornincr  on  th 

half-worhL 
Approaeh  and  fear  not ;  breat 

my  brows ; 
In  that  fine  air  I  tremble,  all  \ 
Melts  mist -like  into  this  brii:! 

and  this 
\<  morn  lo  more,  and  all  the 

t'onie 
Keels,  as   the  golden  Auiunii 

land  reels 


I  burning  wewln 

II  tifna;  lot  be. 

I '.   we  wid  walk 

■  'f  noblp  ntd.  tw 
I.Lrk  Knlc4  KTOM 

->c      IndM^  I  ln«r: 

my  liupu  and  UiiuR 

mf  monliocid  and 

hondi    to  niiac  lui! 

of  wbidi  I  Kim 


Ttie  nuitluiu  Rilicini.-  w  wilillj' 
Tbf  wonls  are  muett;  mint^ ;  fur 
pniiM. 


Tbcrn  i»inR  a   nilnut«'« 

Waller  nald. 
'  I  wUh  ^e  liiul  nut  yletdnl  I ' 


i 


'Wluit  if  yoii  lirrst  It  up  pcHllral- 

lyl" 
[*ti   pniy'il   Ihu  men,   ibu   woint-n;    I 

KBVp  kwcnt. 
Yet  liow  to  liliu)  tlm  smicr'd  cc1mi»p 

of  soruD 
TufCvtluT  in  Mil.-  nheut  I     Wlint  »t;lc 

(XHild  miit  t 
The  men  mqiiirtvl  that  I  nbould  gi<rB 

throujthiiut  M 

Tlui  iKirt  of  mork-liHvik  ffJiri 
Wilh  which  wo  hanU.r'd  ir 

tlru. 
Tilt:  wiimL-n  —  und  pu'tiKp*  t 

tbelr  power. 
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For  somethinjc  in  tlie  ballads  which 

they  sang. 
Or  in  their  silent  influence  as  they 

sat. 
Had  ever  seemM  to  wrestle  with  bur- 
lesque, 
And  drove  us,  last,  to  quite  a  solemn 

close  — 
They  hated  banter,  wish'd  for  s«.»nie- 

thin^r  real. 
A  gallant  tight,  a  noble  princess  —  why 
Not  make  her  true-heroic  —  true-sur)- 

lime  ?  20 

Or  all,  they  sjiid,  as  earnest  as  the 

close  ? 
Which  vet    with   such  a  framework 

scarce  could  1k'. 
ITien  rose  a  little  feud  betwixt  the 

two, 
B<?t.wixt  the  mwkers  and  the  realists  ; 
And  1,  betwixt  them  both,  to  please 

them  both. 
And  vet  to  «;ive  the  storv  as  it  n>se. 
I  movi'd  as  in  a  '^traniie  diaironal. 
And  mavbe  n«-itlu'r  pleast-d  mvself  nor 

them. 

But  Lilia  plca<(Ml  mc,  for  she  t«>*)k  no 

l)art 
In   our  dispute ;    the    sequel   of   tin- 
tale  30 
Had    tourli'd    luT.    and   she   sai.    slu- 

phu'k  M  tlu'  i^ra^s. 
She  fliirnr  it  from  hi-r,  ihinkini;:  last, 

she  tixt 
A  slic)\v»Ty  irlanee  upon  her  aunt,  and 

saiil. 
*  You  —  tell    us  what  wr'  are' — who 

miirlii  have  told. 
F<.>r   she  was   rramin'd   with  theorii-s 

out  of  brmks. 
Hut  that  there  wysc  a  shout.    Tlu'  urates 

were  elosi-d 
At  sunst't.aml  iIk*  en^wil  wrn-  swanu- 

inir  now, 
To  taki*  their  leavr.  about   the  irardrn 

rail<. 


Si»  I  and  «iom»'  wrnt  out  to  tln'sr; 

Wf  t  iimb'tl 
The^l'ipe  tt>  Vivian  plaee,  and  turninir 

>aw  4  . 

The  happv  vallivs.  half  in  liirht.  and 

half 
Far  shadowin::  fn.'ni  the  wt-st.  aland 

i>f  peaiM-  ; 


Gray  halls  alone  among  their 

groves; 
Trim  hamlets ;  here  and  there  a  rui 

tower 
Half-lost  in  belts  of  hop  and  breadi 

of  wheat ; 
The  shimmering  glimpses  of  a  streaj 

tlic  seas ; 
A  R*d  sail,  or  a  white ;  and  far  1 

yoBd, 
Imagineii  more  than  seen,  the  ski 

of  France. 

'  Look  there,  a  garden ! '  said  i 

college  friend. 
The  Tory  member's  elder  son,  'a 

there  I 
God  bless  the  narrow  sea  which  ke« 

her  off. 
And  keeps  our  Britain,  whole  witli 

Iierself, 
A  nation  yet.  the  rulers  and  the  ruled 
Some  si'use  of  dutv,  something  of 

faith. 
Some  reverence  for  the  laws  oundl 

have  made. 
Some  patient  force  to  change  tiM 

when  we  will. 
Some  civic  manhood  firm  againat  f 

crowd  — 
But  yonder,  whiff!  there  comes  an 

den  heat. 
The  irravest  citi/en  seems  to  lose! 

he;ul. 
The  kin>:  is  sc:ired.  the  soldier  wDl B 

tiirht. 
Th>-  little  boys  begin  to  shoot  ai 

stab. 
A  kin,:rdom  topples  over  with  a  shrl 
Like  an  old  woman,  and  down  id 

the  world 
In  nioek  heroics  stranger  than  0 

own : 
He  volts,  republics,  revolutions,  moi 
Xo  irravrr  than  a  schoolboys'  bani 

out  : 
Tt>o  ('i»nii«'  for  the  st^U*mn  things  th 

an.', 
Too  <oliTnn  for  the  comic  tonchei 

thi'rn. 
I.ik-  oiir  wiM  Princess  with  as  wi« 

dn-ani 
A<  -'  »nie  of  tlu'irs  —  God  bless  the  ni 

row  sras ! 
1    \\\<h  rhiv   were  a  whole  Atlani 

broad.' 


CONCLUSION 


,■   I    rrpliwl,   -aux- 

n 

wKial  wrudit:  uul  niBfbe  wUiIl-hi 

bat  the  i»enirul  pivludM  of  Lhi< 

initlL 
aw.   tba  gintiiil  d«j,  lliu  luppy 

mmt  h«U-ack>uix,  OU  tu*!  witli  u 

Utli. 
t  Soo  old  mirlil  ot  aun  U  but  » 

cUU 
b  tbe  go-varL.     PlOieui-'el    Giv« 

It  lime 
Malt*  UniU:  tbvniiBaliauil tliat 


Ami  Uicre  wo  saw  Sir  Waltei  nbere 

he  stood. 
Iklure  a  tower  of  crimsuu  ballj-oaka, 
Among  »ix  boys,  buul  under  head,  and 

lookd 
Nu  llttk-  lily-luuiani  borunH  hu. 
A  grent  btinul-sliouldtt'd  gonU)  Kug- 


A  pauun  of  »ouii;  thirty  cliurltl(!S. 

A  pumplili-tFer  uu  giumo  nod  cia  gnlu. 

A    quart i-r-iw«sl»iis   cJuuniuui,    ntiliT 

Kairli&ir'd  uud  rL-dder  tUui  a  wiudy 

I,  rit  tlKXM- 
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That  st<M  mI  the  nearest  —  now  address'd 

to  SIMTOh  — 

Who  spoki;  few  words  and  pithy,  such 
as  closed 

WiiUiomo,  farewell,  and  welcome  for 
tlie  year 

To  follow.  A  sliout  rose  again,  and 
made 

The  long  line  of  the  approaching  rook- 
ery swerve 

From  the  elms,  and  shook  the  branches 
of  the  (h'or 

From  slo|>e  to  slope  thro'  distant  ferns, 
and  rang 

Jieyond   th<j  bourn  of  sunset  —  O,  a 

shout  loo 

More  ioyful  than  the  city-roar  that 

nails 
Premier  or  king  I    Why  should  not 

tln-se  great  sirs 
Give  up  their  parks  some  dozen  times 

a  year 
To  let  tile  peophi  breathe  ?    So  thrice 

they  eri(Ml, 
I  likewijio,  and  in  groups  they  streamed 

away. 


But  we  went  bMk  III 

and  aatoo. 
So   much    the 

chami'd;  wei 
But  spoke  not,  i^t  fa  ■ 

erie. 
Perchance  upoo  the  fMM 

walls 
Blacken'd  about  m/hiki 

owls  whoop'd. 
And   gradual^  Ae  fN 

night 
That  range  above  fte  i^ 

wind. 
Deepening  theoovlMftl 

them  up 
Thro^  an   ths  Ai(t  4| 

worlds, 
Beyond  aU  tfaao^M 

of  heai 


Last  little  UBa^ 
Disrobed  the 

Ralph 
From  those  ridi  iDk^  M 

pleased  we 
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d  falUi  aloni',  rniltrtu'i', 


_  _  M  of  Ujtht  anil  ilwde 
ALUt  In  mm)  »»<l  bml>- 
i:uut  li..  Uijf.-i 

UwU  luul  RlfUll- 


Tlinu  vir^miwt  liiiiuiia  atui  iltvln 
Th0  lilitlkTot,  b<>lir«t  numbcMl.'fl 
tint « llliiHr<''>iin,  wo  ktidw  notH 

( >ur  wIIIk  iiTL'  nun,  lu  innk*  Vb^HkQ 
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Our  little  systems  liave  their  day ; 
They  have  their  day  and  cease  to 

De; 
They  are  but  broken  lights  of  thee, 
And    thou,  O  Lord,  art  more  than 
they. 

We  have  but  faith :  we  cannot  know, 
For  knowledge  is  of  things  we  see ; 
And  yet  we  trust  it  comes  from 
thee, 

A  beam  in  darkness :  let  it  grow. 

Let  knowledge  grow  from  more  to 
more, 
But  more  of  reverence  in  us  dwell : 
That  mind  and  soul,  according  well, 

May  make  one  music  as  before. 

But  vaster.  We  are  fools  and  slight ; 
We  mock  thee  when  we  do  not  fear: 
But  help  thy  foolish  ones  to  bear ; 

Help  thy  vain  worlds  to  bear  thy  light. 

Forgive  what  seem'd  my  sin  in  me, 
What    seem'd   my   worth  since   I 

began; 
For  merit  lives  from  man  to  man, 

And  not  from  man,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

Forgive  my  grief  for  one  n^moved, 
Thv  creature,  whom  I  found  so  fair. 
I  trust  he  lives  in  thee,  and  there 

I  find  him  worthier  to  be  loved. 

Forgive    these   wild   and   wandering 
cries. 
Confusions  of  a  wasted  youth  ; 
Forgive  them   where   they   fail   in 
trutli, 
And  in  thy  wis<loni  make  me  wise. 


I  held  it  truth,  with  him  who  sings 
To  one  clear  harp  in  divers  tones. 
That    men   may   rise  on  stepping- 
stones 

Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things. 

But  who  shall  so  forecast  the  vears 
And  find  in  loss  a  gain  to  match  ? 
Or  reach  a  hand  thro'  time  to  catch 

The  far-oflf  interest  of  tears  ? 


Let  Love  clasp  Orief   lest  boCh 
drown*d, 
Let  darkness  keep  her  raTen  gla 
Ah,  sweeter  to  be  drunk  with  lo 
To  dance  with  Death,  to  beat 
ground. 

Than  that  the  victor  Hours  aho 
scorn 
The  long  result  of  love,  and  boa 
'  Behold  the  man  that  loved  and  1 

But  all  he  was  is  overworn.' 

n 

Old  yew,  which  graapest  at  the  stc 
That  name  the  unaerlying  dead. 
Thy  fibres  net  the  dreamless  hea 

Thy  roots  are  wrapt  about  the  boo 

The  seasons  bring  the  flower  again 
And  bring  the  firstling  to  the  flo 
And  in  the  dusk  of  thee  the  cloc 

Beats  out  the  little  lives  of  men. 

O,  not  for  thee  the  glow,  the  blooi 
Who  chan^est  not  in  any  gale. 
Nor  brandmg  summer  suns  aval 

To  touch  thy  thousand  years  of  gloc 

And  gazing  on  thee,  siUlen  tree. 
Sick  for  thy  stubborn  hardihood 
I  seem  to  fail  from  out  my  blood 

And  grow  incorporate  into  thee. 

Ill 

(>  Sorrow,  cruel  fellowship, 
O  Priestess  in  the  vaults  of  Deat 
()  sweet  and  bitter  in  a  breath. 

What  whispers  from  thy  lying  lip 

'The  stars,*  she  whispers,  *blin 
rim ; 

A  web  is  woven  across  the  sky ; 

From  out  waste  places  comes  a  c 
And  murmurs  from  the  dying  sun 

'And  all  the  phantom,  Nati 
stands  — 

With  all  the  music  in  her  tone. 

A  hollow  echo  of  my  own,  — 
A  hollow  form  with  empty  hands.' 

And  shall  I  take  a  thing  so  blind. 
Embrace  her  as  my  natural  good 
Or  (Tush  her,  like  a  vice  of  blixx 

Upon  the  tlireshold  of  the  mind  t 
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ep  1  a^*w  my  powom  ftway  ; 
«tU  la  biMKum&n  to  ilie  dark ; 
■itUn  >  liclmlen  bitrlc, 
iaXt  my  hnn  I  miise  knd  mj  : 


hiag  U  b  nhirli  thmi  linnt  loHt. 
r    [ilnMum    from    tbiiir  i-itrly 

M,  Umif  deep  *aau  of  chllltiig 

ptef  hub  nstwn  Into  frmt  I 

ilaad*  of  luroelfw  trouble  ctoea 
■icbl  bslow  the  darkcD'd  nfu : 
r  w«kw  the  nlll,  oni] 


it  be  Ibo  fool  ot  loss, ' 


MtflM*  boU  It  hstf  »  sin 
imi  Ib  words  tbe  pict  I  feel : 
wo«d«,  liki.'  NKtiirc.  bnlf  mvenl 
•If  eonrul  till'  8011I  vitliin. 

or  the  unquiet  Lunrt  and  bmlu. 
V  in  inr««uml  inngiia^C!  lies ; 

tc  ?icr*l»'. 

1.  Dunibing  |iiiln. 


tktt  hrn*  KHof  whirh  ilienr  pi 

ftU 

H  in  outline  *aA  no  mutv. 


It  'otlter  friitnds  ramiun.' 
imouiKni  to  iho  raw '  — 
B  la  tlie  couimonpluce. 
•ftwdl  meant  for  grain. 

■BOMKi  woiild  not  niBki' 
I  UttiT.  nither  ni'irv. 
I  No»rr  mrrrning  wnre 
Kime  lieart  did  br(«k. 


O  mother,  praying  God  will  savb  ' 
Thy    SBilor.  — whili;    thy    head 

His  henTy-Hhotl^il  hailiiuuck-Hhro« 
Drops  ia  his  vast  ludwaiKlt'Hng  grave 

Ye  know  no  more  tlmn  I  who  wraughl 
At  Umt  liiHt bniir  tn tiU-nw  him  will 
Who  miiBcd  on  sll  I  hwi  to  toll. 

And  HOmething  written,  vomvthlng 
thought : 

Gxperlliig  stilt  his  adreiit  Immn : 


Pixir  child,  that  wnltwt  for  thy  lovn ! 

For  now  ber  tstber's  diimni-y  gtown 

In  eipecl«tion  of  b  gurst : 

And  til  inking   'this  will  pleuiw  him 
best,' 
Slic  tnkesu  riband  or  a  rone; 

Var  hn  will  g«i  tbrm  on  to-night ; 
And  Willi   the    thought  ber  culor 


<l  right ; 


Anil,  fvcn  whim  «h''  tnm'd,  the  rurv 
Had  falleu.  and  ber  futiim  loril 
Vi'mt  (Irown'd   in   [HUsiug  tliro'  tho 

Or  klli'd  in  falling  from  lili  Iinnw.        , 


,  what  to  hor  shall  be  the  rnd  T 
And  wluil  to  me  remaina  of  sood  I 
To  her  perpelnal  niHldenhoiM, 

lid  unto  me  no  swond  friend. 


which  c 


I>urk  linuM'.  by 

Hern  In  the  lonjr  iinlovnly  ittnwt. 
Doota,  when>  my  heart  xtnit  uaed  to 
biMt 
Ha  qiili'hiy.  walling  tot  aWuA. 
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A  hand  tliat  can  lx»  claspM  no  more  — 
Bvhold  me,  for  I  cannot  sleep. 
And  like  a  guilty  tliiu«r  I  en-ep 

At  earliest  morning  to  the  door. 

lie  is  not  lii-re :  but  far  away 
The  noise  of  life  begins  agiiin. 
And    ghastly    thro'    the    drizzling 
rain 
On  the  bald  street  breaks  the  blank 
day. 

VIII 

A.  happy  lover  who  has  come 
To  look  on  her  that  loves  him  well, 
Who  'lights  and  rings  the  gateway 
bell, 
And  learns  her  gone  and  far  from 
home; 

He  saddens,  all  the  magic  light 
Dies  off  at  oiu*e   fnim  bower  and 

hall, 
And  all  the  place  is  dark,  and  all 

The  chambers  emptied  of  delight : 

So  find  I  every  pleasiiiit  spot 

In   which    we   two   were    wont    to 

meet. 
The   lield,    tlie    chainbor,    and    the 
street, 
For  all  is  dark  where  thou  art  not. 

Yet  as  that  other,  wanderinir  tluTi* 
In  those  (K-srrteil  walks,  may  liml 
A  flower  lK*at  with  niin  and  wind. 

Which  once  she  fii<trr*d  up  with  can* : 

So  seems  it  in  my  drep  n-^'rct. 

0  my  forsaken  heart,  wiih  thee 
An<l  this  ])oorflowiT  of  |XK'sy 

Which,  liltlf  cared  for.  f:ules  not  vrt. 

But  sinct*  it  plcasnl  a  vanish'd  eyr. 

1  go  to  plant  it  on  his  tomb. 
Tiiat  if  it  can  it  there  may  bloom. 

Ur,  dying,  there  at  least  may  <lie. 

IX 

Fair  ship,  that  from  the  Italian  sh(>n' 
Sailest  the  placid  <xrau-plains 
With   my   lost    Arthur's  lovtil    re- 
mains. 
Bpreail  thy  full  wings,  and  waft  him 
t)'er. 


So  draw    him    home    to  those  U 
mourn 
In  vain  :  a  favorable  speed 
Rullle  thy  mirror  d  mast,  and  kru 

Thro'  prosperous  floods  his  hdy  on 

All  night  no  nider  air  perplex 
Thy    sliding   keel,   till    Phosi^i 

bright 
As  our  pure  love,  thro'  eaily  ligt 

Shall  glimmer  on  the  dewjr  detdOw 

Sphere  all  your  lights  axound,  aboi 
Sleep,  gentle  heaTens,  before  1 

prow ; 
Sleep,   gentle  winds,  as  be  ale< 
now, 
^[y  friend,  the  brother  of  my  love; 

Mv  Arthur,  whom  I  shall  not  see 
^ill  all  my  widow'd  race  be  run ; 
Dear  as  the  mother  to  the  sod, 

^lore  tlian  my  brothers  are  to  me. 


I  hear  the  noise  about  thy  keel : 
I  hear  the  bell  stnick  in  the  nigh 
I  see  the  cabin- window  bright ; 

I  set?  the  siiilor  at  the  wheel. 

Thou  bring'st  the  sailor  to  his  wife 
And    travcll'd    men    from    forei 

lands ; 
And  letters  unto  trembling  hands 
And.   thv  dark    freight,   a    vanisl 
life. 

So  bring  him ;  we  have  idle  dream: 
This  l("H>k  of  quiet  flatters  thus 
Our  home-breti  fancies.     <).  to  us 

The  ftx)ls  of  habit,  sweeter  seems 

To  rest  Iwueath  the  clover  sod. 

That   takes  the  sunshine  and 
rains, 

<  )r  where  the  kneeling  liamlet  dra 
The  chalice  of  the  gnipes  of  God  : 

Than  if  with  thee  the  n.>aring  welli 
Should   gulf   him    fathom-deop 

brine. 
And    hands    so    often    clasp'd 
mine. 
Should   toss    with    tangle  and  ^ 
shells. 
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Fiilr  Mb,  Hut  fram  lbs  lulUin  ttii 
S*l^  tte  plidd  ocenD-pUdn ' 


li  the  mom  without  a  sound, 
n  •■  lo  auit  a  calmer  grief, 
d  only  thro'  tbe  faded  leaf 
hMtaut  pattering  to  the  ground  ; 

■ad  deep  peace  on  this  high 

.old, 
d  oa  tbeae  dews  that  drench  the 

fnne, 
d  all  tlw  (Qvory  goamnen 
twInUe  Into  green  and  gold ; 

and  rtQl    light  on  yon  great 
plain 
ilmepa  with  all   Its  autumn 

1  CRFwded   fanna  and  leaaening 

hjhi  with  the  bounding  main  : 


And  dead  calm  in  that  nobitt  brcaxt 
Which  heaves  hut  with  the  heaving 


tiomv   dolorous  mesnge   knit   be- 

Thc  nild  pulsation  of  her  wings; 

Like  her  1  ^o,  I  cannot  stay  ; 
I  lenvr  this  mortal  ark  ))ehini1. 
A    weight    of    nerves    without    a 

Aj)d  leave  the  cliffy,  kwl  hntXc  &-i«k^ 
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O'er  ocean-mirrors  rounded  large. 

And  reach  the  glow  of    southern 
skies. 

And  see  the  sails  at  distance  rise, 
And  linger  weeping  on  the  marge, 

And    saying,    'Comes   he    thus,  my 
friend  ? 
Is  this  the  end  of  all  my  care  ? 
And  circle  moaning  in  the  air. 
Is  this  the  end  ?    Is  this  the  end  ? ' 

And  forward  dart  again,  and  play 
Al)out  th(>  prow,  and  back  return 
To  where  the  body  sits,  an<i  leani 

That  I  have  been  an  hour  away. 

XIII 

Tears  of  the  widower,  when  he  sees 
A  late-lost  form  that  sleep  reveals. 
And  moves  his  doubtful  anus,  and 
feels 

Her  place  is  empty,  fall  like  these ; 

"NVhich  Wfop  a  loss  for  ever  new, 
A   void  where  heart  on  heart   re- 

poseil ; 
And.  wliiTO  warm  hands  have  prcst 
and  clostMl. 
Silence,  till  1  hv  silent  too: 

Which    weep    the    roinrjule   of    my 
clioior. 

An  awful  thoii£rlit.  a  life  removed. 

The  human-licjirtnl  num  I  loved, 
A  Spirit,  not  a  hn-athiiii:  voice. 

Come,    Time,    and    ti-ach   me,    many 
vr^ars. 
1  lio  not  sutler  in  a  dn/am  : 
For  now  st)  strange  do  these  thinirs 
seem, 
Mine     eyes    have    leisurt;    for    thrir 
tears, 

Mv  fancies  lime  to  rise  on  winir. 
And  L'lance  about  the  approaehinL' 

sails. 
As  the'  tlievbrouirht  but  merchants' 
bahfS. 
And  not  the  burthen  tliat  thev  brini:. 

XIV 

If  one  shoul<l  brinir  me  this  report. 
That  thou  had>l  touclid  tin-  land  to 
da  v. 


And  I  went  down  unto  the  quay. 
And  found  thee  lying  in  the  port ; 

'  And  standing,  muffled  round  withwoi 
Should  see  thy  pa^ngcrs  in  rank 
Come  stepping    lightly  down  tli 
plank. 
And  beckoning  unto  those  they  knonr 

And  if  along  with  these  should  come 
The  man  1  held  as  half-divine. 
Should    strike   a  sudden  hand  i 
mine. 

And  ask  a  thousand  things  of  home ; 

And  I  should  tell  him  all  my  pain. 
And  how  my  life  had  droop'd  o 

hite. 
And  he  should  sorrow  o*er  my  stat 

And  marvel  what  possess'd  my  brain 

And  I  perceived  no  touch  of  change. 
No  hint  of  death  in  all  his  frame. 
But  found  him  all  in  all  the  same, 
-  I  should  not  feid  it  to  be  strange. 

XV 

Tonight  the  winds  begin  to  rise 
And  roar  from  yonder  dropping  day 
The  last  riMl  leaf  is  whirl'd  away, 
'  The  rooks  are  blown  alK)ut  the  skies; 

The  forest  enick'd.  the  waters  curl'd, 
Tlie  cattle  huddled  (m  the  l«i: 
An<l  wildly  dash'd  on  tower  and  trw 

The  sunbeam  strikes  along  the  world 

And  but  for  fancie.-*,  which  aver 
That  all  thy  motions  gently  pass 
Athwart  a  plane  of  molten' glass. 

I  s«'arci'  eouhl  bro<')k  the  strain  and  sti 

Tliat  makes  the  l)arren  branches  loud 
And  but  for  fear  it  is  not  so. 
The  wild  unrest  that  lives  in  woe 

Wi»uld  dote  and  pore  on  yonder  clou( 

That  risis  upward  always  higher. 
And  onward  drags  a  laboring  breast 
And  topples  round  the  dreary  west 

A  lt)i>nuni:  l):istion  fringed  with  fire. 

XVI 

What    words   an*   thes^*   have   fallei 
from  me? 
I      Cuu  calm  despair  and  wild  unrest 
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taofUi  of   tlmugc   in  calm   i 


Ids  llir  shwlow  of  a  lurk 
'  itt  the  HhttdoM-  of  »  b«avi-ii  ? 
a  iIm  idionk,  mi  bnnhly  civrii. 
il  me  IlkF  Uif  unbsppy  bark 

rjkc*  b;  nl);bt  n  cTtigsj  alielf, 

IMfjcfn  blindly  crc  she  xlnk  T 

ttunii'il  Di«  tram  my  powir  to 

iriak 

my  koowlnlgp  of  myncH; 

de  me  llmt  tlplirioiu  iniui 
••  fancy  fum  old  and  nnw, 
iMhea  into  faW  and  trui-. 
BXlat  nit  nitbaut  u  pluii  1 

mrst.  mud)  wepl  for;  iiiHi  a 

elTdtfaycuivUiUulinyprayi'r 
M  tbc  wliUpcr  of  un  air 
Ihia  ibM  orot  Innnly  tens 

otrH  MIT  Uxw  muvc 
cwcio*  of  thn  bounding  xky, 

.  mflFr  wwk  :  tlip  day*  b"  liy ; 

nick,  thou  briiigtst,  ull  I  lovt'. 

irtli,    whCTOVcr    Uioii    ntayet 

loaitif;.  like  n  lino  »f  llcht. 
Uia  irstsra  dny  and  nlgtit. 
I!  k  bracoo  guartls  tlii-v  Iwime. 

•wtMUvtT  tPiap«t  mnrH 
ottit  •pan'  lUir.  micrnl  hark, 
ad  tar  dropH  lu  ^uinmt^r  durk 
ma  Uic  bcoiom  of  tlw  ■inn ; 

an  nHlce  hath  bpen  doiiv. 
pR«lnuii  rrlin  bniuRhtby  Ihw, 
Ml  of  hlni  1  iduill  not  w« 
n;  widow'd  raca  be  run. 


Tlio  violvt  of  hb  natlre  land. 

'T  is  tiUle :  but  it  looks  En  truth 
As  1(  lliB  qidrt  bonra  wero  blwt 
Aiuoue  familiar  uaiuM  U>  rest 

And  in  IJit!  ploct.'i  of  bU  youth. 

Coiuc  thuii.  ptiri'  hmids.  and  bear  Iht 

Ttint  nlcnp*  or  wears  Urn  niaik   ol 

And  come.  whutt-verlovpHlo  woep. 
And  hetu  tlie  ritiial  of  Uut  duod. 

Ah  yet,  oven  y^t.  if  tfais  mtithl  b«. 
I.  fallinK  ou  tiix  foJChful  heart. 
Would  umtUiuig  thro'  bli  lip*  Im- 


part 
tifu  thai 


That  dies  not,  but  rndurrti  with  pnln. 
And  slowly  furiua  the  flmiur  uiuid, 
TroAKiirine  the  liiuk  it  cannot  And,     ' 

The  words  tbat  arc  not  beard  a^D.      \ 


Tilery  twice  a  dny  tlie  Sevem  Dlla; 

The  salt  vni'Wntcr  poawa  bv. 

And  hu*h«  half  the  babblfiij;  Wyo^ 
And  niakcs  a  silence  in  llin  hilk. 

Thp  Wye  iabusli'd  nur  moved  nlunR. 
Ami  Iiiigh'ii  my  deepest  crlcl  of  all, 
Wbeii  filt'd  with  tear*  Uiat  ranont 
fall. 

1  brim  with  inrmw  dmwiiinfc  rang. 

The  tide  HowMduwn.  the  wave  apdit 
Is  vocal  ill  iti  wouded  wbHs: 
My  ileeprr  HnKidib  aluo  falls, 

And  I  can  sficali  a  little  thro. 


The  \f«H'T  grirh  ihnt  may  be  said, 
Tlial    tnvathe    a    thousand    I«ndiir 

Are  but  aascrTontaiaahoiuo 
Where  Uw  the  matUr  bbvI  j  dead  -, 
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XXYI 

Still  onward  winds  the  dreary  way ; 
I  with  it,  for  I  long  to  prove 
No  lapse  of  moons  can  canker  Love, 

Whatever  fickle  tongues  may  say. 

And  if  that  eye  which  watches  guilt 
And  goodness,  and  hath  power  to 

see 
Within  the  ffreen  the  moulder'd  tree. 

And  towers  fallen  as  soon  as  built  — 

O,  if  indeed  that  eye  foresee 
Or  see  —  in  Him  is  no  before  — 
In  more  of  life  tnie  life  no  more 

And  Love  the  indifference  to  be, 

Then  might  I  find,  ere  yet  the  mom 
Breaks  hither  over  Indian  seas. 
That  Shadow  waiting  with  the  keys. 

To  shrond  me  from  my  proper  scorn. 

XXVIl 

I  envv  not  in  any  moods 
The  captive  void  of  no])lc  rage. 
The  linnet  boni  within  the  cage. 

That  never  knew  the  summer  woods : 


I  envv  not  the  beast  that  Uikes  I 

His  license  in  the  field  of  time,  i 
Unfetter'd  by  the  sense  of  crime. 

To  whom  a  conscience  never  wakes ;  ' 

Nor.  what  may  count  itself  as  blest. 
The  heart  that  never  plighted  troth 
But  stagnates  in  the  weeds  of  sloth  ; 

Nor  any  want-begotten  rest. 

I  hold  it  true,  whate'er  befall ; 

I  feel  it,  when  I  sorrow  most ; 

'Tis  better  to  have  lovetl  and  li>st 
Than  never  to  have  loveti  at  all. 

XXVI II 

The  time    draws  near    the  birth  of 
Christ. 
The  moon  is  hid,  the  night  is  still ; 
The  Christmas   bells  from  hill   to 
hill 
Answer  each  other  in  the  mist. 

Four  voices  of  four  hamlets  round. 
From   far  and  near,   on  mead  and 

moor. 
Swell  out  and  fail,  as  if  a  door 

^Vere  shut  between  me  and  the  sound  ; 


Each  voice  four  changes  on  the  wU 
That  now  dilate,  and  now  decreM 
Peace  and  goodwill,  goodwill  aa 
peace, 

Peace  and  goodwill,  to  all  mankind. 

This  year  I  slept  and  woke  with  pifa 
I  almost  wish'd  no  more  to  wake, 
And  that  my  hold  on  life  wool 
break 

Before  I  heard  those  bells  again ; 

But  they  my  troubled  spirit  rule. 
For  thejr  controll'd  me  when  abof 
They  bring  me  sorrow  touch'd  wn 

Joy. 

The  merry,  merry  bells  of  Tule^ 

XXIX 

With  such  compelling  cause  to  giiei 
As  daily  vexes  household  peace. 
And  chains  regret  to  his  decease, 

IIow  dare  we  keep  our  Christmas-evi 

Which  brings  no  more  a  welcome  guc 
To  enrich  the  threshold  of  the  nigl 
With  shower'd  largess  of  deUgfat 

In  dance  and  song  and  game  ana  jef4 

Yet  go,  and  while  the  holly  boughs 
Entwine  the  cold  baptismal  fcmt. 
Make  one  wreath  more  for  Use  ai 
Wont. 

That  guard  the  portals  of  the  house 

Old  sisters  of  a  day  gone  by, 
Gmy  nurses,  loving  nothing  new 
Why  should  they  miss  their  year 
due 

Before  their  time  ?    They  too  will  di 

XXX 

With  trembling  fingers  did  we  wea 
The    holly    round    the    Christm 

hearth; 
A  rainy  cloud  possess'd  the  earth. 

And  sadlV  fell  our  Christmas-eve. 

At  our  old  pastimes  in  the  hall 
We    gamboird,   making  vain  pi 

tence 
Of  gladness,  with  an  awful  senae 

Of  one  mute  Shadow  watching  aJl. 

We  paused  :   the  winds  were  in  t 
beech: 


■  nnwu  I 
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Mflbl^tanwwuniidetoewb, 

Aid  RUKT  U^t  from  AncT  caught, 
lid  noo^t  iMpt  out  to  wed  with 


noasU  GouM  wad  Itaelf  with 
Bpwki 

idaDwumet  wBitilrand  good, 
iid  ■■  WM  good  that  Time  could 

lid  iDuiB  MoM  of  the  Bprlng 
bud  Ib  thB  ckuntMn  of  the  blood : 

W  Mn  n  old  phffcMotdiy 
"Oa  Atgfre  beigftto  dJvfad  j  Mng, 
Aid  ranad  ni  fil  the  thicket  rug 
^mmy  a  ttate  of  Arcady. 


W  «M  tte  dft7  of  m J  deUgfat 
Ai  pan  and  perfect  ai  I  m;  1 
Ihi  vay  KMUCB  Bod  f  oont  of  day 
I  dMVd  with  wBBderiog   Iain   of 
B%bt 

I  ITdl  VM  goni  uhI  fair  we  nii-t, 
I    Tie*  earth  hvl  bt-i^ii  tlic  I'unulisi' 
I    It  aFTvr  Iwdi'd  to  huRUUi  fvUH 
I  kaif  uur  Ont  aun  arotic  and  Bet. 


And  is  it  that  the  hue  of  griif 
Makes   Eonner   gtadwM   loom   i 

greatT 
TbelowneM  of  the  preMnt  lUte, 

That  mU  the  part  in  thli  relief  T 


A  glory  from  lla  belog  fi  . 
Aiid  orb  Into  the  pvrfMl  atar 
Ne  uw  not  when  we  moTed  therdo 


I   know   that   thia   was   Life.  — th 
track 
Whereon  with  equal  feet  we  fared 
And   then,   aa  now,  the  day  pn 
pared 
The  Amliy  burden  for  the  back. 

But  this  it  waa  that  modu  me  nmre 
As  light  la  carrier-birds  in  air : 
I  loved  the  welvbt  I  luul  to  bear. 

Because  it  necUMThelii  of  Iiove; 


^S0>i»^- 


•r^iTsS^^^ 
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This  miind  of  green,  this  orb  of  flame, 
Fantastic  beauty  ;  such  as  lurks 
In  some  wihi  poet,  when  he  works 

Without  a  Conscience  or  an  aim. 

What  then  were  Goil  to  such  as  I  ? 

'  T  were  hardly  worth  my  while  to 
choose 

Of  tiling  all  mortiil,  or  to  use 
A  little  patience  ere  I  die  ; 

T  were  best  at  once  to  sink  to  peace, 
Like  birds  the    charming    serpent 

draws. 
To  drop  head-foremost  in  the  jaws 

Of  vacant  darkness  and  to  cease. 

XXXV 

Yet  if  some  voice  that  man  could  trust 
Should   murmur  from  the  narrow 

hou.se. 
'  The  cheeks  drop  in.  the  IkkIv  bows  ; 

Man  dies,  nor  is  there  hope  in  dust ;  * 

Mii:i:ht  1  not  sav  ?  'Yet  even  here. 
But  for  one  hour.  O  Love,  I  strive 
To  kJi'p  so  sweet  a  tliinir  alive* 

But  I  should  turn  mine  ears  and  hear 

The  moanings  of  the  homeless  «ea. 
The  sound  of  streams  that  swift  ur 

slow- 
Draw  down  ^Eouian  hills,  and  sow 

The  (lust  of  continents  to  be  ; 

And  Love  would  answer  with  a  siirh. 
•The  s«:)und  of  that  forgetful  shore 
Will  ehanjjre  my  sweetness  more  and 
more. 

ILilf-dead  to  know  that  I  shall  die.' 

O  me.  what  protits  it  to  put 
An  idle  cast*  ?    If  Death  were  seen 
At  first  as  Death,    Love  had    not 
been. 

Or  l)een  in  narrowest  working  shut, 

Mere  fellowship  of  sluggish  mootls. 
Or  in  his  coarsest  Satyr-shape 
Had  bruised  the  herb  and  crush'd 
the  grajR*. 

And  bask'd  and  batten'd  in  the  w«>o<ls. 

XXXVI 

Tho'  truths  in  inanho<xl  darkly  join, 
Deep-Seated  in  our  mystic  frame, 


We  yield  all  blessing  to 
Of    Him   that   made    th 
coin ; 

For  Wisdom  dealt  with  mo 
Where  truth  in  doaest 

fail. 
Wlicn  truth  embodied  h 

Shall  enter  in  at  lowly  doc 

And  so  the  Word  had 
wrought 
With    human  hands   tl 

crec<ls 
In  loveliness  of  perfect  < 
More  strong  than  all  poeti 

Which  he  may  read  thf 
shi^af. 
Or  builds  the  house, 

grave. 
And  those  wild  eyes  tha 
wave 
In  roarings  round  the  con 

XXXVII 

Trania  speaks  with  darke; 

•  Thou  pratest  here  wh< 
least ; 

This  faith  has  many  a  p 
And  nianv  an  abler  voice 

*  Go  down  beside  thy  nati 

On  thy  Parnassus  set  th 

And  hear  thv  laurel  wh 

About  the  ledges  of  the  h 

And  my  Melpomene  replit 
A  touch  of  shame  upon 
'I  am  not  worthy  even  1 

Of  thy  prevailing  mysteri 

'  For  I  am  but  an  earthlv 
And  owning  but  a  little 
To  lull  with  .song  an  ac] 

And  render  human  love  h 

*  But  bnHxling  on  the  deal 

And  all  he  said  of  thin^ 

And  dear  to  me  as  sacre 

To  living  lips  is  all  he  sai< 

'  '  I  niurmurd.  as  I  came  a 

I  of  comfort  elasp'd  in  tn 

I  And  loiter'd  in  the  masl 

I  And  darken'd  sanctities  w 


U  WBMJ  Stepfl  I  loitpr  on, 
Ikt'  alwwm  under  altcr'd  skies 
Ite  povp"  from  the  digtance  dies 
'  — ci  horizon  gont. 


the  NowinK  season  gives, 
hnrnld  mclodiea  of  spHng. 
ia  Ibe  aoaga  I  love  to  siug 
'"*  ■    ■     a  of  >oUce  Uvea. 


«?. 


'  wf  an  for  what  U  here 
tBrriTt  in  aplrits  reDder'd  free. 
TitB  an  tbew  Kngs  I  ring  of  thee 
it  an  ragnteful  to  thine  ear. 


Wfc  fanitM  dood  ud  Ifylog 
M  yaw,  that  fTaq>est  at  the  stones 
:  toward   the    dreomlcsa 


fc  Mm  too  eonM  the  golden  hour 
lAaBflow^  I*  feeling  after  dower ; 
■  ■■•Mr,— Alt  apaa  the  dead. 


And   diirkcniiig   the   dark   graTes  of 

What    wlii-ipiT'd     from    her    lying 

lips! 
Tliy  gloom  is  kindlcii  at  llit  Lips, 
And  passes  into  gloom  again. 


Could  we  forget  tlw  widow'd  hour 
AdiI  look  on  Spirits  breathed  awaj. 
As  on  a  maiden  in  Ihc  day 

When  first  she  wears  htT  orange-flow  it! 

When  crown'd  with  blessing  she  doth 


Make  April  of  her  lender  t-jes :      ..- 

And  doubtful  Joyx  the  fnlher  move. 

Ami  tenrs  are  on  the  nidtluT's  face. 

As  partiDg  with  a  loDg  t-nibrace 
She  enters  other  renlms  of  love  ; 

Ucr  offlco  Uierc  to  rear,  tii  tpacli. 
Becoming  iis  [n  mret  and  fit 
A  link  among  the  day^  to  iCnit 

The  generatlona  each  iillU  eacVi  -, 
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And,  doubtless,  uuto  thee  is  giveu 
A  life  that  bears  immortal  fruit 
In  those  great  offit^s  that  suit 

The  full-grown  energies  of  heaven. 

Av  me,  the  difference  I  discern  ! 
How  often  shall  her  old  fireside 
Be  cheer'd  with  tidings  of  the  bride, 

How  often  she  herself  return, 

And  tell  them  all  they  would  have 
U>ld. 
And  bring  her  babe,  and  make  her 

boast. 
Till  even  those  that  niiss'd  her  most 
Shall  c-ount   new  things  as  dear  as 
old; 

But  thou  and  I  have  shaken  hands. 

Till  growing  winters  lay  me  low  -. 

My  paths  are  in  the  fields  I  know, 
And  thine  in  undis<*over'd  lands. 

XLI 

Thy  spirit  en-  our  fatal  loss 

Did  ever  rist*  frnin  hiirh  to  hiirluT. 
As   mounts   tli«*   heavenward   altar 
fire. 

As  files  tlie  liuhter  thro'  the  gross. 

But   tliou    art     turii'd    to   something 
stninge. 
And  1  have  lost  the linksthat  hound 
Thv  ehannes  :  here  noon  the  :; round. 

No  more  partaker  nf  thv  ehanire. 

Di-ep  ft»lly  I  yet  that  this  <MUild  Ik*  — 
That    1   eould    winir  my  will   with 

miirht 
To  leap  the  gnules  of  life  and  liirht. 

And  fiash  at  once,  my  friend,  to  thee  I 

For  tho'  my  nature  ran-ly  yiehls 
To  that  vairue  fear  implied  in  death. 
Nor  slnidthrs  at  the  irtilfs  beneath. 

The  howl  in  ir^  fr«>m  for  in  )t  ten  fields  : 

Yet    oft    when    sundown    skirts    the 
mo(»r 
An  iinier  trouble  I  behr>ld. 
A  si>ectral  dtuiht  which  makes  mv 
cold. 
That  I  shall  he  lliy  mate  no  more. 

Tho'  foUowinir  with  an  upwanl  mind 
The  wonders  that  have  come  to  thee. 


Thro*  all  the  secular  to-be. 
But  evermore  a  life  behind. 

VtLII 

I  vex  mv  heart  with  fancies  dim. 

He  sti^l  outstript  me  in  the  race ; 

It  was  but  unity  of  place 
That  made  me  dream  I  rank'd  w1 
him. 

And  so  may  Place  retain  us  still. 
And  he  the  much-beloved  ajg»in, 
A  lord  of  larfi:e  experience,  train 

To  riper  growth  the  mind  and  will; 

And  what  delights  can  equal  those 
That  stir  the  spirit's  inner  deeps, 
When  one  that  loves,   but  ina^ 
not,  reaps 
A  truth    from    one    that  loves  ai 
knows  ? 

XLIII 

If  Sleep  and  Death  bt^  trulv  one. 
And  every  spirit's  folded  bloom 
,      Thro*  all  its  intervital  £rltK.>m 

I  *— 

'  In   mnnv  long  trance  should  sluml 
on  ; 

I'nr-onscions  of  the  sliding  hour. 
Bare  of  the  b«xly,  might  it  last, 
And  silent  traces  of  the  past 

Be  all  the  n^lor  of  the  flower: 

So  then  were  nothing  h>st  to  man  : 
i       So  that  still  ganlen  of  the  souls 
In  manv  a  fiirured  leaf  enrolls 
The  total  world  since  life  l)egan: 

And  love  will  last  as  pun*  and  who 
As  when  he  loved  me  here  in  Tii 
An«i  at  the  spiritual  prime 
I  Bewaken  with  the  dawning  soul. 

XLIV 

Mow  fares  it  with  the  happy  dead! 
Fi»r  here  the  man  is  more  and  mo 
I>\it  he  forgets  the  days  before 

( Ji>«l  shut  the  doorwavs  of  his  head 

The  (lavs    have   vanisli'd.    tone    j 
tint. 
And  yet  perhaps  the  hoarding  se 
(iives  out  at  times  —  he  knows 
whence  — 
.  A  little  llash.  a  mystic  hint; 
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the  long  lurmonioiis  yeait  — 
Mb  ■>  iMt«  Leibetm  sprmga  — 
MMM   dim   utuL-Ii  of  eiutUly 

I  ihM  raogiug  with  Ihj  peers. 


Aim  Is  p 
M  Iba  drcic  o(  tite  breast, 
a  tbmiKbt  tluit  '  this  U  I ; ' 

ti  grtymt  lio  ^lliMv  miii:h. 
anw tbe  OMof  '1'  nnil  ■tar,' 
ad*  '  1  no  not  wb»i  I  wf . 
cr  Uan  ihe  Uilngft  1  loiidi,' 


^DK  <)oirn  Ifalfl  lower  tnck. 


Tbot    each,   who 

Should  move  his  I 

all 
The   skirts   of   ■ 
fall 
ItcmeririiuF  1.1  the  a 

la  faiib  as  vague 
RliTiuil  form  il' 
The  eti'TOsI  sou, 

And    1    shall    kuo- 


Aiid  wc  Btiull  Mit  At  midtow  feaat, 
Enjoyiug  cjicil  llie  other'*  biw' 
Whitf  vantcx  drttam  mn  hit  tiw 

UC  Low  on  earth  ;     II«  scoks  al 

I'lHiu  ilic  InNt  anil  KhiirTirHt  hrtglit, 
Bcrori*  Ihe  Hiilrltii  fade  Awar, 
Wome   luuilhig  plnee.   to   ffusj)   and 

■Farowelll     Wo    lose    oureelvcs  1q 
llgUt.' 

XLTTII 
H  Ihcw-  brief  la_v».  of  Sorrow  bom. 
Were  tnkrn  to  be  sueh  lu  closed 
GruTeiloubls  and  aoswere  hen.'  pro- 
Then  thogc  wore  snch  aa  men  might 


S 


:  (ho*  DO  shade  mn  liut 

of  thf  paat : 

If  trirt  of  tlmi:  reTenI'd, 
■ultfiil  htnin  of  iilill  iiiert-ue : 
i»Art'A  in  a  wenlihv  pwue. 
■e  ftT»  jrnus  lu  rii-^cM  rti-ld, 

Ih*  prorlniv  were  not  Inree, 
witd    fl»M.    ntir    tlntcbljig 


Whnl  nieiidi-r  tihiuli^  at  iloiilil  ma* 
llh. 
And  malitw  It  vaiaal  uoio  love ; 

And   honeo,    ludefd.   *he  apona  with 

Bnt  better  aervea  n  wholewMiii'  law, 

And  hnU<>  It  (in  and  alinnir  lo  draw 

The  dofpeat  lueMNiire  from  the  diorda; 

Nor  dare  die  triirt  a  Inrffcr  Inj, 
But  rather  Itxiaen"  from  the  Up 
tihort  awallow  flights  of  ranic,  that 

Their  wing*  In  lc»r»,  «ii4  aUm  i.'k&'j. 
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XLTX 

From    art,    from    nature,    from    the 
s<:hools. 
Let  nindom  influenws  glance. 
Like  light  in  many  a  shiver'd  lance 

That  breaks  about  the  dappled  pools. 

The  lightest  wave  of  thought  shall 
lisp, 
The  fancy's  tendercst  etldy  wreathe. 
The    slightest   air    of    song    shall 
breathe 
To  make  the  sullen  surface  crisp. 

And  look  thy  look,  and  go  thy  way. 

But  blame  nofthou  the  winds  that 
make 

The  seeming-wanton  ripple  brwik, 
The  tcnder-peneiird  shadow  play. 

Beneath  all  fancied  hopes  and  fears 
Av  me,  the  sorrow  deepens  down. 
Whost*     muniiHl     motions    blin<lly 
drown 

The  bases  of  mv  life  in  tears. 


Be  near  ni**  wlien  my  light  is  low. 

"WhiMi    the   blood    cn'cp.s,    and    tin* 
ucrvc'S  prick 

And  tinirlc;  and  the  lieart  is  sick. 
And  i\\\  the  wheels  of  being  slow. 

Be  near  me  when  the  sensuous  frame 
Is  nu'k'd  with  pangs  that  conipier 

trust ; 
And  Time,  anumiao  scattering  du<t, 

And  Life,  a  Fury  slinging  flame. 

Be  near  me  when  mv  faith  is  drv. 
And  men  the  flies  of  latter  spring, 
That  lay  their  eggs,  and  sting  and 
sing 

And  weave  their  petty  cells  and  die. 

Be  near  me  when  I  fade  away. 

To  point  the  term  of  human  strife. 

And  on  the  low  dark  verge  of  life 
The  twiliirht  of  eternal  day. 

Do  we  indeeil  desire  the  dtrad 
Should  still  be  n«'ar  us  at  our  side  ? 
Is    there    no    baseness    we    would 
hide  V 

Xo  inner  vilencss  that  we  dread  ?  i 


Shall  he  for  whose  applause  I  stnr 
I  had  such  reverence  for  his  bin 
See  with  clear  eye  some  Udi 
shame 

And  I  be  lessened  in  his  love? 

I  wrong  the  grave  with  fears  untn 
Shall  love  be  blamed  for  want 
faith  ? 

*  There  must  be  wisdom  with  gr 

Death; 
The  dead  shall  look  me  thro*  and  thi 

Be  near  us  when  we  climb  or  fall ; 
Ye  watch,  like  Ood,  the  rolling  bo 
With  larger  other  eyes  than  oan 

To  make  allowance  for  us  all. 

I  cannot  love  thee  as  I  ought. 
For  love  reflects  Uie  thing  beloTi 
My  words  are  only  words,  and  mcr 

Ujyn  the  topmost  froth  of  thought 
.■♦      "       / 

*  Yet   blame  not  thou   thy  plaint 

song.* 
The  Spirit  of  true  love  replied; 
'  Thou  canst  not  move  me  from  1 

side. 
Xor  human  frailty  do  me  wrong. 

*  What  k<-eps  a  spirit  wholly  tnie 

To  that  ideal  which  he  bears? 
What  record  ?  not  the  sinless  ye 
That  breathed  iK'neath  the  Syrian bl 

*  So  fR't  not.  like  an  idie  girl. 

That  life  is  dash'd  with  flecks 

sin. 
Abide ;  thy  wealth  is  gathered  ii 
When  Time  hath  sunder'd  shell  fi 

pearl.' 

vl^III 

How  many  a  father  have  I  seen, 
A  sober  man,  among  his  boys, 
Who.se  youth   was  full  of  foo 
noise, 
Who  we:irs  his  manhood    hale 
green  ; 

And  <l;u'e  we  to  this  fancy  give. 
That  had  the  wild  oat  not  been  so 
The  soil,   left    barren,   scarce 
grown 

The  grain  by  which  a  man  may  li^ 
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«33 


the  doctrine  foiuid 
ring  betta  of  youth, 
lid  presch  It  as  a  truth 
iddy  round  and  round  ? 

good,  define  it  well ; 
ne  Philosophy 
beyond  her  mark,  and 

e  Lords  of  HelL 

.  that  somehow  good 
nal  goal  of  ill, 
nature,  sins  of  will. 
It,  and  taints  of  blood ; 

'alks  with  aimless  feet : 
Ufe  shall  be  destro/d, 
bbish  to  the  Tdd. 
h  made  the  pile  com- 


I 


Upon  the  great  world's  altar-stairs 
That  slope  thro*  darkness  up  to  Qod, 

I  stretch  lame  hands  of  faith,  and 
grope. 
And  gather  dust  and  chaff,  and  caU 
To  what  I  feel  Is  Lord  of  all,      y^ 

And  faintly  trust  the  larger  hopey^ 

LVI 

'  So  careful  of  the^pe  ? '  but  na 
From  scarped  clin  and  quarried  stone 
She  cries,  'A  thousand  types  are 
fone; 

I  care  for  nothing,  all  shall  ga 

'  Thou  makest  tblne  appeal  to  me: 
I  bring  to  life,  I  bring  to  death ; 
The  spirit  does  but  mean  the  broath: 

I  know  no  mcHie/    And  he,  shaU  he, 

Man,  her  last  work,  who  seem'd  so  fair, 
Such  splendid  purpose  in  his  eyes. 
Who  roird  the  psalm  to  wintry  skies, 

Who  built  him  fanc'sof  fruitless  prayer. 

Who  trusted  (J<k1  whs  love  imleiHl 
An<i  love  C'rej-tion's  tlnal  law  — 
Th(»'  Nature,  Tvd  iu  tooth  and  claw 

With    niviiie,    Khriek'd    against    his 
eree<l  — 

Who  loved,  who  sufTer'd  countless  ills. 
Who  battled  for  the  True,  the  Just, 
He  l)h>\vn  about  the  desert  diLst, 

Or  S4>ard  within  the  inm  hills? 

No  more  ?    A  inonst^T  then,  a  dream, 
A  diseonl.     I)ni>rous  of  the  prime, 
That  tare  each  other  in  their  slime, 

Wen*  mellow  miisie  mateh'd  with  hiuL 

<)  life  as  futile,  then,  as  fniil  I 

()  for  thy  voice  to  s  mthe  and  bless 
What  hope  of  answer,  or  n-dn-ss? 

Behind  the  vt-il,  behind  the  veil. 

I.  VI I 

Peace  ;  come  away  :  the  son^  of  wo«» 
Is  after  all  an  earthly  Mmir 
l*i*;ice:    coun'   awav  :     \%e    di»   hhn 

WP'U'^ 

To  ninir  >o  wildly  :  Id  u*;  l'"o. 


m  is  cloven  in  vain  ; 
oth  with  vain  desire 
n  a  fruitless  fin'. 
es  another's  ^rain. 

►w  not  anything ; 
«t  tliat  ^^cmnI  shall  fall 
off — at  last,  to  all, 
:er  change  to  spring. 

arn  :  l)ut  what  am  1 1 
'ini;  in  the  night; 
ing  for  the  light, 
nguage  but  a  cry. 

i.v 

of  the  living  whole 
fail  lH*yt>nd  the  grave, 
t  fn)ni  what  we  have 
within  the  soul  ? 

atun*  then  at  strife, 
lends  such  evil  dn'ams  ? 
the  typ<-  she  wrems. 
he  single  life. 

ring  everywhere 
*aniiig  in  Ixr  de<il>. 
hat  of  fifty  siM-ds 
;s  but  one  to  bear, 

I 
firmly  tnwi.  ,  Coinc  ;  ht  usgo  :  v our  checks  iire  nale : 

.  ith  mV  weiirht  of  cans        But  half  my  life  I  Vvwvv:  Vk*\\\\iv\. 
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Methinks     my     friend     is    richlj 
shrined; 
But  I  shall  pass,  my  work  will  fail. 

Yet  in  these  ears,  till  hearing  dies. 
One  set  slow  bell  will  seem  to  toll 
The  passing  of  the  sweetest  soul 

That  ever  look'd  with  human  eyes. 

I  hear  it  now,  and  o'er  and  o'er. 

Eternal  greetings  to  the  dead ; 

And  *  Ave,  Ave,  Ave.'  said, 
*  Adieu,  adieu,*  for  evermore. 

LVIII 

In  those  sad  words  I  took  farewell. 

Like  echoes  in  sepulchral  halls. 

As  drop  by  drop  the  water  falls 
In  vaults  and  catacombs,  they  fell ; 

And.  falling,  idly  bn)ke  the  peace 
Of  hearts  that  beat  from  day  to 

day, 
IIalf-cous<'i()us  of  their  dying  clay, 
And  those  cold  crypts  where  they  sliall 
cease. 

The  high  Muse  answer'd  :  *  Wherefore 
grieve 

Thy  brethren  with  a  fruitless  tear  ? 

Abide  a  little  longer  hiTe, 
And  thou  shall  take  a  nobler  leave.* 

LIX 

O  Sorrow,  wilt  thou  live  with  me 
No  casual  mistress,  but  a  wife. 
My  bosom- frieud  and  half  of  life; 

As  I  confess  it  needs  must  be  ? 

O  J^orrow,  wilt  thou  rule  my  bl(KKl, 
Be  sometimes  lovflv  like  a  bride, 
And  put  thy  harsher  moods  aside. 

If  iliou  wilt  have  me  wise  and  good? 

My  c(?ntr<'d  passion  cannot  move. 
Nor  will  it  K'ss<'U  from  to-day  ; 
But    1  '11   have   leave  at   times  to 
play 

As  with  the  creature  of  niv  love; 

And  set  thee  fi:)rtlj,  for  thou  art  mine. 
With  so  much  hope   for  years   to 

come. 
That,  howsoe'er  I  know  thee,  some 
Could   hardly   tell  what  name   were 
thine. 


liX 

He  past,  a  soul  of  nobler  tone ; 
My  spirit  loved  and.loves  him  jet 
Like  some  poor  girl  whose  heart 
set 

On  one  whose  rank  exceeds  her  ows 

He  mixing  with  his  proper  sphere. 
She  finob  the  baseness  of  her  lot. 
Half  jealous  of  she  knows  not  wlia 

And  envying  all  that  meet  him  then 

The  little  village  looks  forlorn : 
She  sighs  amid  her  narrow  days. 
Moving  about  the  household  wsfi 

In  that  dark  house  where  she  wasbon 

The  foolish  neighbors  come  and  go, 
And  tease  her  till  the  day  draws  \n 
At  night  she  weeps,  *  How  vain  am  1 

How  should  he  love  a  thing  so  low  T 

ax  I 

If.  in  thy  second  state  sublime. 
Thy  raiisom'd  reason  change  repli 
With  all  the  circle  of  the  wise. 

The  perfect  flower  of  human  time; 

And  if  thou  cast  thine  eyes  below. 
How  dimly  characterd  and  slidit 
How  dwarfd  a  growth  of  cold  ai 
night. 
How  blanched  with  darkness  must 
grow  I 

Yet  turn  tht^  to  the  doubtful  shore. 
Where  thy  first  form  was  made 

man ; 
I  loved  thee,  Spirit,  and  love,  norcj 
The  soul  of  Shakespeare  love  tb 
more. 

LXII 

Tho'  if  an  eye  that  *s  downward  casl 
C\>uld  make  thee  somewhat  blen 

or  fail. 
Then  be  my  love  an  idle  tale 

And  fading  legend  of  the  past; 

.Vnd  thou,  as  one  that  once  declined 
When  he  was  little  more  than  boi 
On  some  unworthy  heart  with  jo^ 

But  lives  to  wed  an  equal  mind, 

And  breathes  a  novel  world,  the  wh 
His  other  passion  wholly  dies. 
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ns 


thtt  Uglil  of  deeper  ^ce 
V  for  a  Qjing  unfle. 


r  for  a  hone  cf er-dri Ten, 
low  in  wUch  my  hound  has 


Mog  no  weight  upon  my  heart 
■unpciona  up  to  oeaTen ; 

1^  no  modi  inore  than  these. 
on,  perrhanrw,  art  more  than  I, 
fat  I  spara  them  vfmpathy, 
raold  aet  their  pains  at  ease. 

fit  thon  watch  me  where  I 


into  vaster  motioiis  bound, 
dreuita  of  thine  orbit  rouikl 
Tfcsight,  adeepcrdeep. 


boo  !ook  back  on  what  hath 


divinely  gifted  man, 
K  life  in  low  estate  began 
.  a  simple  village  green ; 

reaks  his  birth's  invidious  bar, 
grasps  the   skirts  of   happy 
'hance, 

breasts  the  blows  of  circum- 
itance, 
apples  with  his  evil  star; 

akes  by  force  his  merit  known 
Uvea  to  clutch  the  gold(>n  keys, 
lould  a  mighty  state's  decrees, 
spe  the  whisper  of  the  throtie  ; 

)ving  up  from  high  to  hi;;her, 

nes    on    Fortune's    crowning 

lope 

^lar  of  a  people's  hope, 

itre  of  a  wcwld's  desire ; 

Is,  as  in  a  pensive  dream, 

1    all    his   active  powers  are 

till. 

tant  deamess  in  the  hill, 

i  sweetness  in  the  stream. 

It  of  his  narrower  fate, 
i  yet  beside  its  vocal  springs 
ny'd  at  counsellors  ana  kings, 
le  that  was  his  earliest  mate ; 


Who  plougha  with  pain  his  native  lea 
And  reapa  the  labor  of  his  hands» 
Or  in  the  furrow  musing  stands: 

*  Does  my  old  friend  remember  me  ?' 

X«XT 

Sweet  soul,  do  with  me  as  thou  wilt ; 

I  lull  a  fancy  trouble-tost 

With '  Lovers  too  precious  to  be  lost. 
A  little  grain  shall  not  be  q>ilt' 

And  in  that  solace  can  I  shig. 
Till  out  of  painful  phases  wroufdit 
There  flutters  up  a  nappy  thou^t^ 

Self-balanced  on  a  lightsome  wing ; 

Since  we  deserved  the  name  of  friends* 
And  thine  effect  so  lives  in  me, 
A  part  of  mine  may  live  in  thee 

And  move  thee  on  to  noble  ends. 

Lzn 

You  thought  my  heart  too  far  diseased : 
Tou  wonder  when  my  fancies  play 
To  find  me  gay  among  the  gay. 

Like  one  with  any  trifle  pleased. 

The  shade  by  which  my  life  was  crost, 
Whicli  mdies  a  desert  in  the  niiud. 
Has  made  me  kindly  with  my  kind, 

And  like  to  him  whose  sight  is* lost ; 

'  Whose  feet  are  guided  thro*  the  land. 

Whose  jest  among  his  friends  is  fn*e, 

Who  taKes  the  children  on  his  knee, 

And  winds  their  curls  about  his  Iiand. 

He  plays  with  thr(*ads,  he  beats  his 
chair 
For  pastime,  dn'aming  f)f  the  sky  : 
His  inner  dav  nin  never  die. 

His  night  of  Iosh  is  always  there. 

LXVII 

When  on  my  Ink!  the  moonlifrht  falls 
1  know  tliat  in  thy  pliiro  of  nst 
By  that  broa<l  watrr  of  \hv  \v»  ^t 
j  There  comes  a  ^lory  on  thr  wjilN: 

Thv  marble  bright  in  dark  ap|K'jir?*. 
As  slowly  steals  a  silvrr  tlaiiir 
Alon^  the  Ifttrrs  of  thy  nanu*. 

And  o'er  the  nunil)er  of  thv  wixrn. 

The  mystic  glory  swims  away. 
From  off  my  bcil  thv  mtHjnlight  dies ; 
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And  closing  eaves  of  weaned  eyes 
I  sleep  till  dusk  is  dipt  in  gray ; 

And  then  I  know  the  mist  is  drawn 
A  lucid  veil  from  coast  to  coast. 
And  in  the  dark  church  like  a  ghost 

Thy  tablet  glimmers  in  the  dawn. 

LXVIII 

When  in  the  down  I  sink  my  head, 
Sleep,  Death's  twin-brother,  times 
my  breath ; 
-    Sleep,  Death's  twin-brother,  knows 
*  not  Death, 

Nor  can  I  dream  of  thee  as  dead. 

I  walk  as  ere  I  walk'd  forlorn, 
When  all  our  path  was  fresh  with 

dew, 
And  all  the  bugle  breezes  blew 

Keveillee  to  the  breaking  mom. 

But  what  is  this  ?    I  turn  about, 
I  find  a  trouble  in  thine  eye, 
Which  makes  me  sad  I  know  not 
why, 

Nor  can  my  dream  resolve  the  doubt : 

But  ere  the  lark  hath  left  the  lea 
I  wake,  and  I  discern  tlie  truth  : 
It  is  the  trouble  of  mv  youth 

That  foolish  sk-ep  transfers  to  tln-e. 

LXIX 

X  dream'd  there  would  be  Spring  no 
more. 
That  Nature's  ancient  power  was 

lost ; 
The  streets  were  black  with  smoke 
and  frost. 
They  chatter'd  trifles  at  the  door : 

I  wander'd  from  the  noisy  town. 

I  foinid  a  wofKi  with  thorny  boughs ; 

I  took  the  thorns  to  bind  my  brows, 
I  wore  them  like  a  civic  crown : 

J  met  with  scoffs,  I  met  with  scorns 
From  j'outh  and  babe  and  hoary 

hairs : 
They  «iird  me  in  tlie  public  squares 

The  fiijl  that  wears  a  crown  of  thorns. 

Tliey  call'd  nie  fool,  they  call'd  me 
child : 
I  found  an  angel  of  the  night ; 


The  voice  was  low,  the 
bright ; 
He  look'd  upon  my  crown  & 

He  reach'd  the  glory  of  a  ha 
That  seem'd  to  touch  it  it 
The  voice  was  not  the 
grief. 

The  words  were  hard  to  unc 


I  cannot  see  the  features  rig 
When   on   the  gloom  I 

paint 
The  face  I  know ;  the  hue 

And  mix  with  hollow  masks 

Cloud-towers    by    ghostly 
wrought, 
A  gulf  that  ever  shuts  sue 
A  hand  that  points,  and  pal 

In  shadowy  thoroughfares  oi 

And  crowds  that  stream  fron 
doors, 
And  shoals  of  pucker'd  fa 
Dark  bulks  that  tumble  h 

And  lazy  lengths  on  boundlc 

Till  all  at  on(^  beyond  the  1 
I  hear  a  wizard  music  roU 
And  thro*  a  lattice  on  the 

Looks  thy  fair  face  and  mal 

LXXI 

Sleep,   kinsman    thou    to  ( 
trance 
And  madness,  thou  hast 

last 
A  night  long  present  of  tl: 
In    which    we    went    thio' 
France. 

Hadst    thou    such   credit 
soul? 
Then  bring  an  opiate  treb 
Drug  down   the  blindfok 
wrong, 
That  so  my  pleasure  may  be 

While  now  we  talk  as  once  ^ 
Of    men  and    minds,   the 

change. 
The  days  that   grow  to  1 
strange, 
In  walking  as  of  old  we  wal 
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flkuliiii);    frum     the 
Uclng  (HI  tlir  hisrii. 
1^X11 

■  ibmi  tliu*.  dim  daivn.  H|ra<n, 
ti  h(>irlnl.  iMuinir  oul  of  uljiUt, 
U  14ut*   Umt    blow  IJir  |H>pliir 

•KbUC 

I  hih   Willi  «onu  Uiit  ■Irpomin^ 


Anil    lihirr'il    the   apm 


li"  miKlilsl  liave  hiaivnl  4  wIu(ll<.iiH 
Up  the  dtft-p  East,  or,  whMtxn^iag, 
nrirk     ut    bciun    Idd 


«38 


IN   MEMORIAM 


As  wan,  as  chill,  as  wild  as  now ; 
Day,  mark'd  as  with  some  hideous 

crime. 
When  the  dark  hand  struck  down 
thro*  time, 
And  canceird  nature's  best :  but  thou, 

Lift   as   thou  mayst   thy  burthcn'd 
brows 
Thro*  clouds  that  drench  the  room- 
ing star, 
And  whirl  the  ungamer*d  sheaf  afar, 
And  sow  the  sky  with  flying  boughs, 

And  up  thy  vault  with  roaring  sound 
Climb  thy  thick  noon,   disastrous 

day; 
Touch  thy  dull  goal  of  joyless  gray, 
And    hide   thy    Siamc    beneath    the 
ground. 

Lxxni 

So  many  worlds,  so  much  to  do. 
So  little  done,  such  things  to  be, 
How  know  1  what  had  need  of  thee. 

For  thou  wert  strong  as  thou  wert 
true? 

The  fame  is  quench'd  that  I  foresaw. 
The  head  hath  miss'd  an  earthly 

wreath : 
I  curse  not  Nature,  no,  nor  Death ; 

For  nothing  is  that  errs  from  law. 

We  pass ;  the  path  that  each  man  tnxl 
Is  dim.  or  will  be  dim,  with  weeds. 
What  fame  is  left  for  human  deeds 

In  endless  age  ?    It  rests  with  God. 

O  hollow  wraith  of  dying  fame. 
Fade  whoUv,  while  the  soul  exults, 
And  self-intolds  the  large  results 

Of   force  that  would  have  forged  a 
name. 

LXXIV 

As  sometimes  in  a  dead  man's  face. 

To  those   that  watch  it  more  and 
more. 

A  likeness,  hardly  seen  before. 
Comes  out  —  to  some  one  of  his  nice ; 

So,  dearest,  now  thy  brows  are  cold, 
I  see  thee  what  thou  art,  and  know 
Thy  likeness  to  the  wise  below. 

Thy  kindred  with  the  great  of  old. 


But  there  is  more  than  I  can  si 
And  what  I  see  I  leave  unsa 
Nor  speak  it,  knowing  De 
made 

His  darkness  beautiful  with  tk 

LXXY 

I  leave  thy  praises  unexpress** 
In  verse  that  brings  myself 
And  by  the  measure  oi  my  | 

I  leave  thy  greatness  to  be  gu* 

What  practice  howsoe'er  expe 
In  fitting  aptest  words  to  tli 
Or  voice  the  richest-ton< 
sings, 

Hath  power  to  give  thee  as  the 

I  care  not  in  these  fading  day 
To  raise  a  cry  that  lasts  not 
And  round  thee  wiUi  the  I 
son^ 

To  stir  a  little  dust  of  praise. 

Thy  leaf  has  perish'd  in  the  g 
And.  while  we  breathe  ben< 

sun. 
The  world  which  credits 
done 
Is  cold  to  all  that  might  have 

So  here  shall  silence  guard  th 
But  somewhere,  out  of  himi 
Whate'er  thy  hands  are  set 

Is  wrought  with  tumult  of  ac 

LXXVI 

Take  wings  of  fancy,  and  aac 
And  in  a  moment  set  thy  ffl 
When*  all  the  starry  heavens 

Are  sharpen'd  to  a  needle's  en 

Take  wings  of  foresight;  ligh 
Tlu'  secular  abyss  to  come. 
And  In,  thy  deepest  lays  ar 

Before  the  mouldering  of  a  y< 

And  if  the  matin  songs,  that 
The  darkness  of  our  planet, 
Thine  own  shall  wither  in  t 

Ere  half  the  lifetime  of  an  oa 

Ere  these  have  clothed  their 
bowers 
With    fifty    Mays,   thy   sc 
vain; 
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•  !•  here  [or  modem  rlij-me 
'w1m>  turns  b  miulnji  eye 

'  '     'i,  and  llTea,  liuit 


Mai  Hmx  T  My  (iMktin'd  ways 
I  itac  wtLh  inuBk  aU  the  hbiiw  : 
hniAa  my  Ina  1*  mom  thnn 

V  Idn  Bton  twwt  tban  pnte. 

did  we  wHiTo 
nmad     tlie   Cliriattna* 


nia-dog  aiMrUed  keen  nltb 

bwt. 

vtaS  of  wind  the  region  nrepl, 

ens  in  lUng*  broodior  slept 

rfMi^Ha  ot  aomethlng  lost 

ito  wtaAen  left  bdiind. 
to  asmetent  gamea  bad  place, 
^■fa  |rfctnni>  breathing  mux. 
laan  aad  lonit  and  hoodman- 

feaw'd  a  tok«D  or  digtreas  1 
la^  taw.  w>  mark  of  pain  — 
009,  tbcn  oui  mrmw  waat  T 
(  MB  pier  be  cbang«d  tolmol 

■oK,  rwrvt  can  die  t 

.1^0   mth    aU    tfalR   ntyilic 

iNS  MlstkMto  ant  the  ame. 
tt  HOf  Me  t»«r  toan  an  dry. 


'  Moi«  tb&n  my  brntbenare  lo  nx;,'  — 
Let  Ibis  not  vex  tliee.  noble  litrart  I 
I  know  thee  of  what  force  thou  art 

To  hold  the  cosllieat  love  in  fuc. 

But  Vhou  iinii  I  un-  one  in  kind, 
As  muiild«d  likn  In  Nature'*  mint ; 
And  hill  sud  wood  and  Held  did  print 

The  eame  sweet  forma  in  either  miniL 

For  us  the  same  cold  streamlet  ciirt'd 
Tlmi'  all  his  eddying  i^oves.  the  Mine 
All  winds  tliat  muh  ilic  twilight 

III  whlspen  of  the  beaut«ou8  world. 

At  onn  dnnr  kow)  we  protTrT'd  tows. 
One  learan  froni  one  book  we  leam'd. 
Ere  childhMMl'a  Oaxuii  ringlet  tum'd 

To  black  and  brown  on  kiitdred  biowa 

And  so  my  wealth  rcaemblea  tfafno. 
But  be  was  rich  where  I  was  poor. 
And  be  supplied  my  want  the  more 

Ab  bis  iintikenees  llttud  mine. 


ir  any  Taeue  derire  should  rise, 
That  holy  Death  ere  Arthur  died 
Had  moved  me  kindly  from  bis  side, 

And  dropt  the  dust  on  tearless  eyes ; 

Then  fancy  ehapea.  aa  rancy  can, 
The    grief   my    loss   in    him    had 

wrought, 
A  grief  as  deep  as  lire  or  thought. 

But  May'd  In  peace  with  God  and  man. 

I  make  a  picture  In  the  br^n ; 

I  bear  tlie  sentence  that  be  speaks ; 

He  bears  the  burthen  or  the  wa-ks. 
But  turns  bis  burthen  Into  gain. 


Could  I  have  said  while  ha  was  here, 
'  My  love  shall  now  no  further  lanjie ; 
Tlient  cannot  come  a  mellower 
change. 

For  now  Is  love  matota  Vn  ou '  1 


h~  -    • 
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LoTe.  then,  had  hope  of  richer  store : 
What  end  is  here  to  my  complaint  ? 
This  haunting  whisper  makes  mc 
faint, 
'More  years  had  made  me  love  thee 
more.' 

But  Death  returns  an  answer  sweet : 
*  My  sudden  frost  was  sudden  gain 
And  ffave  all  ripeness  to  the  grain, 

It   might   have   drawn    from    after- 
heat' 

LXXXII 

I  wage  not  any  feud  with  Death 
For  changes  wrought  on  form  and 

face; 
No  lower  life  that  earth's  embrace 
•May  breed  with  him  can  fright  my 
faith. 

Eternal  process  moving  on. 
From  state  to  state  the  spirit  walks : 
And  these  are    but   the   shnttcr'd 
stalks. 

Or  ruin'd  chrysalis  of  one. 

Nor  blame  I  Death,  lK?caiist?  lie  bare 
The  use  of  virtue  out  of  earth  ; 
I  know  transplanted  human  worth 

Will  bloom  to  profit,  otherwhere. 

For  this  alone  on  Death  I  wreak 
The  wrath  that  juraniers  in  my  hi*art : 
He  put  our  lives  so  far  apart 

We  cannot  hear  each  other  speak. 

LXXXIII 

Dip  down  upon  the  northern  shore, 
()  sweet  new-year  delaying  lonp ; 
Thou  do<*8t  exp<'ctant  Nat  un*  wronp : 

Delaying  long,  delay  no  more. 

What    stavs  thee   from   the   elouded 

m 

noons, 
Thy  sweetnes.s  from  its  proper  place? 
Can  trouble  live  with  April  days. 
Or  sadness  in  the  summer  moons  ? 

Bring  orchis,  bring  the  fo.xglove  spire. 
The  little  spewl well's  darling  blue, 
Deep  tulips  dash'd  with  fieri'  dew, 

laburnums,  dropping-wells  ot  fire. 

0  thou,  new-year,  delaving  long. 
Delay  est  the  sorrow  in  my  blood, 


That  longs  to  burst  a  frasei 
And  flood  a  fresher  throat  wil 

LXXXIY 

When  I  contemplate  all  alone 

The  life  that  had  been  thin 

And  fix  my  thoughts  on 

glow 

To  which  thy  cresceDt  wov 

grown, 

I  see  thee  sitting  crown'd  wit 
A  central  warmth  diffusing 
In  glance  and  smile,  and  c 
kiss. 

On  all  the  branches  of  thy  bU 

Thy  blood,  my  friend,  and  pari 
l^^or  now  the  day  was  draw: 
When  thou  shouldst  link 
with  one 

Of  mine  own  house,  and  boys 

Had  babbled  *  Uncle '  on  my  1 
But  that  remorseless  iron  h> 
^lade  cyprt*ss  of  her  orange 

Despair  of  hope,  and  earth  of 

I  st»em  to  meet  their  least  des 
To  t?lap  their  cheeks,  to  c 

mine. 
I  see  their  unborn  faces  shi 

Beside  the  never-lighted  fire. 

I  see  myself  an  honor'd  guest 
Thy  piu*tner  in  the  flowerv 
Of  letters,  genial  table- tallk 

Or  deep  dispute,  and  gracefu 

Whih'  now  thy  prosp<»rou8  la 
Tht»  lips  of  men  with  hone; 
And  sun  by  sun  the  happy 

Descend  Ik*1ow  the  golden  hi) 

With  promise  of  a  morn  as  fn 
And    all    the    train    of    b 

hours 
Conduct,    by    paths    of 
powers, 
To  reverence  and  the  silver  h 

Till  slowly  worn  her  earthly 
Her  lavish  mission  richly  \^ 
Lfiivinir  frrcat  U\£racies  of  t 

Thy  spirit  should   fail  from 
globe ; 
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le  inbMi  nKo  mieht  a]so  aen, 

*d  with  ttaiuc  in  love  nod  fat«. 

■orerfn^  o'er    ibu    dolorous 

nit 

hn  ibort,  involvdl  in  l.bee. 


e  thai  died  tn  tloly  I. 
r«ttrb  at  oiii  Iho 

>  lu  u  ■  ulnglc  wmL 

d  was  Ihot  on  wUdi  I  leant  T. 
■ekwud    buoy,    wherEfure 


l^v _  . 

Mv  to  taftTC  loved  aorf  lost, 
i«r  to  hsTa  lorcd  >tW  — 

I  wofil,  and  trini  in  deed, 
mUhk.  an  u>  bring  relluf 
I  wUchli  -  -        - 


ltd  of  life  U  that  I  lead  : 

iher  trust  la  thtnfpi  alioTc 
tn'd  of  •oTTUw,  ur  xuataiu'd ; 
rivthir  Idtb  for   him    have 


i)  nnlo  Kindt;  kwL 
I  an  «Ten  tenor  kept. 


nge  akoTo  uiir  mortal  ttaic. 
le  roond  the  blencd  gate. 
landgaTekini  welcome  tliere ; 


Itut  I  reuiiiin'd.  wtiou  hopes  vera  ilim, 
WluHU.'  life,  wlioso  thcnigbia  vrcra 

lllUo  worth. 
To  wonder  ou  H  darkeo"!!  earth, 
Wliun:  nil  things  round  inc  breathed 
of  hini, 


Olxnrt,  with klndflrat motion  wonn, 

0  sacred  rsaence.  other  (onu, 
O  tulvnin  ghoit,  O  uruwnvd  loul ! 

Yet  none  contd  bettor  know  tlian  I. 
How  much  of  act  at  buinan  haJida 
The  ttsnae  of  huuiun  will  demands 

B7  whfcb  we  dare  to  Uve  or  dfa. 

Whaterer  way  my  d«rit  dccHui, 

1  felt  and  feel,  tho*  loft  alone. 


A  llfD  that  an  the  Miacs  deck'd 
With  gifts  of  gnurc,  that  might  rx 

AII-comprchcDsIve  tenderacea. 
All  subtlli/.inf^  Intvllcct : 

And  BO  mr  passion  hath  not  Hwcrvrd 
To  nutka  of  weaknese.  but  1  flnd 
An  fmage  comforting  the  mind. 

Awl  iu  my  grief  a  strength  reserrotl. 

LI  lie  wise  the  itnaglnatlTe  woe. 
That  loved  to  handle  Bplritual  strife, 
Diffiiaed  the  shock  thro'  all  my  Ufft, 

But  in  the  present  broku  the  blow. 


other  frfends  tliat  once  I  met : 
Nor  can  it  anil  me  lo  form-t 
The  mighty  hope*  Uiat  moke  us  men 

I  woo  your  tovo :  I  count  it  crime 
To  monm  for  any  overmuch ; 
t.  the  divided  half  of  such 

A  friendship  as  bad  mastcr'd  Time. 

Which  masters  Time  Indeed,  and  l> 
Eternal,  neparati;  from  fears. 
The  sIl-aaBumlnK  months  and  years 

Can  taki^  mi  [mrt  nnny  (mm  thin ; 

But  Bummer  on  the  iteumine  fliKxi-i. 
And  Spring  that  swalU  m  narrow 
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And  Autumn,  with  a  noise  of  rooks. 
That  gather  in  the  waning  woods. 

And  every  pulse  of  wind  iind  wave 
Recalls,  in  change  of  Ifghtorglbom, 
My  old  affection  of  the, tomb, 

And  my  prime  passion  in  the  grave. 

My  old  affection  of  the  tomb, 
A  part  of  stillness,  3'eams  to  speak : 
'  Arise,  and  get  thee  forth  and  seek 

A  friendship  for  the  years  to  come. 

'  I  watch  thee  from  the  quiet  sliore ; 

Thy  spirit  up  to  mine  can  reach ; 

But  in  dear  words  of  human  speedi 
We  two  communicate  no  more.* 

And  I,  '  Can  clouds  of  nature  stain 
The  starry  cleames:  of  the  free  ? 
How  is  it?    Canst  thou  feel  for  me 

Some  painless  sympathy  with  pain  ?  * 

And  lightly  does  the  whisper  fall : 
*'Tis  Imnl  for  thee  to  fathom  this ; 
T  triumph  in  conclusive  Miss, 

And  that  sereue  result  of  all.' 

So  hold  I  conimore^  with  the  dcjul  : 
Or   so    nu'thinks  the  dead  would 

say , 
Or  so  shall  pfwf  with  synil>ols  i)lay 

And  pining  life  be  fancy-fe<i. 

Now  looking  to  some  settletl  end. 
That  these  things  pass,  and  I  shall 

I)rove 
A  meeting  somewhere,   love  with 
love,  " 
I  crave  your  panlon,  ()  my  friend  ; 

If  not  so  fresh,  with  love  as  true. 
I,  elaspin*:  hrother-hands.  avrr 
I  could  not.  if  I  would,  tninsfer 

The  whole  1  felt  for  him  to  vou. 

For  whieh  be  they  that  hold  apart 
The  promise  of  the  jrohien  hours  V 
First  love,   first   friemlsliip,   equal 
powers. 

That  marry  with  the  virgin  heart. 

Still  mine,  that  cannot  but  deplore. 

That  beats  within  a  lonely  place. 

That  yet  n^memlxTs  his  emlirace. 
But  at  his  footstep  leaps  no  more, 


My  heart,   iho'  wMoir'd,  a 

rest 

Quite  in  the  kire  of  wtalli 

But   seeks  to  beat  In  Ifa 

one 

That  warms  another  UTliiglv 

AJi,  take  the  imperfect  gill  X! 

/Knowing  the  primraea  yatJ 

W  The  primrose  of  the  later,  n 

!As  not  unlike  to  that  of  ^m 

Lxzxn 

Sweet  after  showerSk  amlmrii 
That   roUest   from    the    | 

gloom 
Of  evening  over  brake  and 

And  meadow,  slowly  breathii 

The  round  of  space,  and  rapt 
Thro*  all  the  dewy  tasselrd 
And  shadowing  down  the 
flood 

In  ripples,  fan  my  brows  and 

The  fever  from  my  cheek,  anc 
The  full  new  life  that  fe 

bnvith 
Throughout  my  frame,  till 
and  Heath. 
Ill  brethren,  let  the  fancv  flv 

From  iK'lt  to  Wt  of  crimson  » 
On  leagues  of  odor  streamir 
To  where  in  yonder  orient  s 

A  hundred  spirits  whisper  *  Pi 

LXXXVII 

I  past  beside  the  reverend  wal 
In  whieh  of  old  I  wore  the  . 
I  rovetl  at  random  thro'  the 

And  saw  the  tumult  of  the  ha 

And    heard    once    more    in 
fanes 
The  storm  their  high-buill 

make, 
And  thunder-music,  rolling, 
The  proi>het  blazon'd  on  the  i 

And   eauL'ht  once  more   the 

shout. 

The  measured  pulse  of  racii 

Among    the    willows;    pa 

shores 

And  many  a  bridge,  and  all  a 
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m  Iki'  Miiip :  ami  tiwt 
f  milh  o(  nmra  I  pojit 
Nnm  In  wblcb  hn  dwpit 

I;  kH  within  iTa*  nnlsc 
,  aad  clapping  tiBji<l>,  und 

gfauH  AttH  bnt  the 


."jn 


til  last  Ih*  nnuter-tMwnnfl.  lid, 
Woulil  dpavn  the  nmrk.     A  willlt^ 

t  him.     Win  hut  hung  t 

Tho :     "^^ 

Pn>m  puint  to  point,  nitb  powef  » 

And  niiisk-  In  tbit  lnun<t>  nf  taw. 

To  tboir  rnnrlimi'in*  w 

Thn  Go!  wlihin  hini  lljthl  hU  face, 

And  soetn  tu  lift  tin-  rurm,  nod  ([iow 
111  amirc  orhits  hraTi<nlv  wJm; 
And  omr  Ihuaei  Mti«rral  ovh 

T)u!  Iwi-  of  Mlrhael  Angdo  f 

t-xxxvni 

Wild  binl.wli.)*-  WBTlilr.  n<iUld  n 

Itinp  Edi-n  ibm'  llir  l>uitd<-dqu{ 

1),  IHI  iiir  »hrn-  ihf  wnMn)  mix 

U,  tell  IDU  Vhert)  the  pauiona  mwC 


'     -   - 
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Whence  ratliatc  :  fierce  extremes  em- 
ploy 
Thy  spirits  in  the  darkening  leaf, 
And  in  the  midmost  heart  of  grief 

Thy  passion  clasps  a  secret  joy  ; 

And  I — my  har[>  would  prelude  woe  — 
I  cannot  all  command  tlui  strings  ; 
The  glory  of  the  sum  of  things 

fVill  flash  along  the  chords  and  go. 

LXXXIX 

Witch-elms    that  counterchange  the 
floor 
Of  this  flat  hiwn  with  dusk  and 

bright ; 
And  thou,  with  all  thy  breadth  and 
height 
Of  foliage,  towering  sycamore  ; 

How  often,  hither  wandering  down. 
My  Arthur  found  your  shadows  fair, 
And  sh(M>k  to  all  the  libend  air 

The  dust  and  din  and  steam  of  town  I 

He  bn)ught  an  <?ye  for  all  hr  sjiw  : 
He  mixt  in  all  our  simple  sports  : 
Thry  pk*as<*d  him,  frrsli  from  brawl- 
iiiir  courts 

And  dusty  purliiMis  of  tin*  law. 

O  iov  to  him  in  tlii"^  rrtnat. 

IminantliHl  in  ambrosial  dark. 

To  drink  the  (.'«.N)lcr  air.  and  mark 
Thi*     lan(l<ca])r     winkinir    thru*     tlu* 
heat  : 

O  s<">\nid  to  rout  \\io  bnx^l  of  carcs. 

The  swiM'p  nf  s«yih('  in  inorninir 
d»w. 

The  irust  tliat  rnunil  the  irardeii  llew. 
Anil  tunibli'd  half  the  mellow  iiii:  j>ear>i  I 

•>  blivs.  when  all  in  eirele  drawn 
About  him.  liearl  and  ear  were  fjtl 
To  liear  him.  a--  hi-  lay  and  r«ad 

The  Tuscan  poets  on  t]»e  bn\n  ! 

Or  in  the  all  iroldcn  afternoon 
A  irue>t.  or  liappy  sistrr.  sunir. 
C)r  hen.'  sin*  brouirlit  the  har[>  and 
llunir 

A  ballad  t<>  tin*  bn'Lrhtein'nir  moon. 

N'or  le>s  if  plra^i'd  in  livili<T  mo'uls. 
Bevond  the  boundinir  hill  to  stray. 


And   break   the  livdoDg  suinm 
day 
With  banquet  in  the  distant  woods; 

AVhereat  we  gUmced  urom  theme  i 
theme, 
Discuss'd  the  books  to  love  or  hat 
Or  touch'd  the  changes  of  the  sttt 

Or  threaded  some  Socratic  dream : 

But  if  I  praised  the  busy  town. 
He  IovchI  to  rail  against  it  stOl, 
For  '  ground  in  yonder  social  mOl 

W'e  rub  eiich  otber^s  angles  down, 

'  And  merge,'  lie  said,  *  in  form  u 

gloss 

The  picturesque  of  man  and  man. 

W^e  ta1k*d:  the  stream  beneath  \ 

ran, 

The  wine-flask  lying  couch'd  in  hum 

Or  c<x>rd  within  the  glooming  ware 
And  last,  returning  fn>m  afar. 
Before  the  crimson-circled  star 

Had  fallen  into  her  father's  grave, 

And  brushing  anklo-decj)  in  flowers 
We  heanl  behind  the  w(K>ilbint'  v( 
The  milk  that  bubbkii  in  the  pail 

And  buzziiiiTS  of  the  honeved  hours 

xc 

He  tasted  love  with  half  his  mind. 

Nor  ever  dnink  the  inviolate  spri; 

Where   niirhest    heaven,   who  fi: 
e<»nld  llini? 
Thih  bitt^-T  seeil  amoni:  mankind: 

That   ctMild    the   dead,    wlios*.*   dvi 
eyes 
Were  <1os<m1  with  wail,  ri'sume  th 

life. 
They  wuuld  but  find  in  child  a 
wife 
An  iron  welcome  when  they  rise. 

I  'T  w:is  well.  inde(.'<l,  when  warm  w 
I  wine. 

I      T«»  ])le<lLre  them  with  a  kindly  te 
I      To   talk   them  o'er,   to  wish  th 
here. 
To  count  their  memories  half  divin 

!  But  if  they  came  who  past  away. 
Bt  hold  their  brides  in  other  hiun] 
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Mir  itAdes  about  their 

field  them  for  a  day. 

80D8  were  none  of  these, 
fi  yeMored  aire  would 

iroree  than  death,  and 

domestic  peace. 

come  thou  back  to  me  1 

diange  the  years  have 

t. 

It  one  lonely  thought 

inat  my  wish  for  tnee. 

xci 

imelets  tuft  the  larch, 
ipes  the  mounted  thrush, 
kth  the  barren  bush 
»-blue  bird  of  March ; 

e  form  by  which  I  know 
1  time  among  thy  peem ; 
unacconipIishV!  ycurs 
iicul  rouixi  thy  brow. 

er's    hourly  -  mellowing 

.  with  many  rostMt  swoet, 
ousand  wavins  of  wheat 
uud  the  lowly  grange, 

watches  of  the  night. 
the  Bunl>eam  bnxKleth 

ooiia  in  tliine  after  form, 
■r  light  in  light. 

XCII 

•hoiild  reveal 
4.  I  might  count  it  vain 
-anker  of  the  brain : 
«ike  and  made  appeal 

lore  our  lots  wen»  cast 
the  days  l>eliinfl. 
say.  I  hear  a  wind 
urmuring  the  ptiHt. 

nke  an<l  barc^l  to  view 
in  tlie  cominjr  year : 
moiitlifl.  ivvolvin^neMr. 
the  phantom  w urn  in  i; 


They  might  not  seem  thy  pn^ilieolBi^ 
But  spnritual  presenUmeiita> 
And  such  refnction  of  eTenta 

As  of  tmi  rises  ere  they  rise. 

xcnx 

I  shall  not  see  thee.    Dare  I  say^ 
No  sphrit  ever  brake  the  band 
That  stays  him  from  the  native  land 

Where  first  he  walk'd  when  daapl  in 
chiyT 

No  visual  shade  of  some  one  lost. 
But  he,  the  Spirit  himself,  may  come 
Where  all  the  nerve  o^sense  Is  numb. 

Spirit  to  Sphrit,  Ohost  to  Ohost 

O,  therefore  from  thy  sightless  range 
With  gods  in  unoonjectured  bliss^ 
O,  from  the  distance  of  the  abjas 

Of  tenfokl-complicated  change, 

Descend,  and  touch,  and  enter;  hear 
The  wish  too  strong  for  words  to 

name, 
That  in  this  blindness  of  the  frame 
My  Ghost  may  feel  that  thine  is  near. 

xciv 

How  pure  at  lutart  and  aound  in  head. 
With  what  divine  affections  bold 
Should  be  Uie  man  whose  thought 
would  hold 

An  hour's  communion  with  the  dead. 

In  vain  shalt  thou,  or  any.  call 
The  HpiritH  from  their  golden  day. 
Exeept.  like  them.  Uiou  too  canst 

say. 
My  Hpirit  is  at  peace  with  all. 

They  haunt  the  silen(H>  of  the  breast, 
ImaginatiouH  calm  and  fair. 
The  memory  like  a  cloudlewt  air, 

Tb«?  con«cience  aH  a  sea  at  n*st; 

Hut  when  the  heart  Ih  full  of  din. 
And  doubt  lx>si(Ie  the  iM)rtal  waitH, 
They  e»in  but  listen  at  the  pit«»H. 

And  hear  the  h()us(.>hold  jar  within. 

\i'y 

Hy  ni^lit  we  linir<T'<l  on  tlic  lawn. 

For  un(li'rf(M>t  the  herb  waa  <lry  ; 

And  p'liial  wannth  :  and  o'er  the  Hk\ 
The  silvery  haxe  of  summcT  dtaiww-/ 
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And  calm  that  let  the  tapers  burn 
Unwavering :  not  a  cricket  chirr'd ; 
The  brook  alone  far-off  was  heard. 

And  on  the  board  the  fluttering  urn. 

And  bats  went  round  in  f  ragnint  skies. 
And  wheel'd  or  lit  the  tilmy  shapes 
That  haunt  the  dusk,  with  ermine 
capes 

And  woolly  breasts  and  l»eaded  eyes : 

While  now  we  sang  old  songs  thai 
peai'd 
From  knoll  to  knoll,  where,  couch'd 

at  ease. 
The  white  kinc  glimmer'd,  and  the 
trees 
Laid  their  dark  arms  about  the  field. 

But  when  those  others,  one  l.)y  one. 

Withdrew  themselves  from  me  and 
night. 

And  in  the  house  light  after  light 
Went  out,  and  1  was  all  alone. 

A  hunger  sei/.ni  my  heart :  I  read 
Of  that  glad  year  which  once  had 

been, 
Tn  those  falU-n  leavrs  which  ki'pt 
their  green. 
The  noble  letters  of  tin*  dead. 

And  strauL'cly  on  the  silence  brnko 
The    silent  -  sfH\iking    wnnls,     an«i 

slrani:e 
Was  love's  dumb  crv  defvinir  chan  ire 

To  test  his  worth  ;  and  strangr-ly  s]i<)ke 

The  faith,  the  viiror,  boM  to  dwell 
On  doubts   that   drive  the  eowanl 

back. 
And  keen  thro*  wordv  snares  tn  track 

Suirge«ition  to  her  innmst  cell. 

So  wonl  by  word,  and  line  by  line. 

The  dead  man  toiich'd  me  from  the 
past. 

And  all  at  nnce  it  si'emM  at  last 
The  livini:  soul  was  tlasliM  on  mine. 

And   mine   in   this   was   wnnnd.   Miid 
whlrl"il 
About  eniinTi-al  h»'iirliT'i  of  tin «ul:)i1. 
And   came   nn    that   whieli    \<.   anil 
caiiL'lit 
The  deep  pul^atiojis  of  the  worM, 


^Eonian  music  measuring  oiiit 
The  steps  of  Time  —  the  shocks  < 

Chance  — 
The   blows  of  Death.    At  lengt 
my  trance 
Was   eanceU'd,    stricken    thro'   wil 
doubt. 

Vague  wonls !   but  ah.  bow  haxd  I 
frame 
Tn  matter- mouldcil  forms  of  speed 
Or  even  for  intellect  to  reach 

Thro*  memory  that  which  I  became; 

Till  now  the  doubtful  dusk  reveaVd 
The  knolls  once  more  where,  couch' 

at  ease. 
The  white  kine  glimmer'd.  and  tl 
trees 
Laid  their  dark  arms  about  the  field: 

And  suek'd  from  out  the  distant  gloa 
A  breeze  bepm  to  tremble  o'er 
The  liirge  leaves  of  the  sycamore. 

And  fluctuate  all  the  still  perfume, 

And  gathering  freshlier  overhead, 
I      Kock'd  the  full- foliaged  elms,  ai 
swung 
The  heavy-folded  rose,  and  flung 
The  lilies  to  and  fro,  and  said, 

'  The  dawn,  the  dawn.'  and  diet)  awa] 
And    East    and    West,    without 

bri\ath. 
Mixt  their  dim  lights,  like  life  ai 
death. 
T«>  broaden  into  boundless  dav. 

XCVI 

Y«>u  .•jay.  but  with  no  touch  of  scon 
Swiet  heart etl,    you,    whose    ligl 

blue  eves 
An'  ti-nder  over  drowning  flies, 

ViHi  tl  11  nn'.  doubt  is  Devil-bom. 

1  know  not :  one  indeed  I  knew 
In  many  a  "i'lbile  question  versed 
Who  touehd  a  iarrinsr  Ivre  at  fin 

Ibil  ever  stri>ve  to  make  it  true  : 

Pir|«l"X{  in  faith,  but  pure  in  deeds 
Af  ]:\<t  In;  beat  his  music  out. 
Then*   livis   mure   faith    in   hon 

,  U<lif'\e  }]]r.  than  in  half  the  creedSt 
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aght  his  doobU  and  gAtfaer'd 

would  not  suke  bit  Jiidgiiient 

bHadL 

Eftoed  tbe  iMCtnt  of  the  mind 

lUthon;  tlius  lie  gum  at  length 

d  a  atroDgei  faith  his  own, 

I  Power  was  with  him  in  the 

Biflit. 

the  darimeai  and  tlie 


NvSusi 


not  hi  the  lighl  aloiie, 

I  tte  dariinfsi  and  the  docid, 
9var  SfaaTa  peaks  of  old. 
Be  lamel  made  their  gods  of  gold, 
'  tta  trampet  blew  so  loud. 

xcm 
talkrd  with  TQukM  and 


on  misty  moontain-ground 
own  ▼astahaaow  glorj-crown'd ; 
es  himself  in  sll  he  sees. 

[lartnen  of  a  married  life  — 
ok*d  on  these  and  thought  of  thee 
rsstneas  and  in  mystery, 
if  my  spirit  as  of  a  wiffi^^-  — 

two — they  dwelt  with  eye  on 
eye. 

ir  hearts  of  old  have  beat  in 
tune, 

Ir   meetings    made    December 
June, 
cTery  parting  wss  to  die. 

lore  haa  never  past  away  ; 
'  days  she  never  can  forget 
earnest  that  be  loves  heir  yet, 
e'er  the  faithless  people  say. 

fe  is  looe»  he  sits  apart ; 
lofcs  tier  yet.  she  will  not  weep. 
f  mpi  in  matters  dark  and  deep 
to  alight  her  simple  heart. 


rida  the  labyrinth  of  the  mind, 
the  secret  of  the  Mar. 
so  near  and  yet  so  far. 
oka  so  coU :  alie  thinks  him  kind. 

Xttie  gift  of  yean  l>eCore, 
r'd¥ioletisher2iJ!/s9; 


She  knows  not  what  his  groat >,» 

Fdrthat^  for  all,  ahe  loves  mm  more. 

For  him  she  playa»  to  him  she  sings 
Of  early  fatth  voA  plighted  vowa; 
She  knows  but  matters  of  the  housSi 

And  he,  he  knows  a  thousand  things. 

Her  faith  is  flxt  and  cannot  move, 
She  darkly  f  oela  him  great  and  wiae. 
She  dwells  on  him  wiui  faithful  eyes 

'  I  cannot  understand ;  I  love.' 

xcmz 

You  leave  ua:  you  will  see  flie  Rhine. 

And  thoae  hit  hills  I  saU'd  below. 

When  I  waa  there  with  him ;  and  go 
By  summer  belts  of  wheat  and  vine  ' 

To  where  he  breathed  his  latest  breath. 
That  city*  All  her  rolendor  seema 
No  livelier  than  the  wisp  that  gleams 

On  Lethe  in  the  eyes  of  Death. 

Let  her  groat  Danube  rolling  fair 
Enwi^  her  isles,  unmark'd  of  me ; 
I  have  not  seen.  I  will  not  sec 

Vienna ;  rather  dream  that  there, 

A  treble  darkness.  Evil  haunts 
The  birth,  the  bridal ;  friend  from 

friend 
Is  oftener  parted,  fothers  bend 

Above  more  graves,  a  thousand  wants 

Gnarr  at  the  heels  of  men,  and  prey 
By  each  cold  hearth,  and  ndiieis 

flings 
Her  shadow  on  the  blaze  of  kin^ 

And  yet  mys(;lf  have  heard  him  say. 

That  not  in  any  mother  town 
With  statelier  pn>>rre!w  to  and  fro 
The  double  tides  of  chariot  8  flow 

By  park  and  suburb  under  bn>wn 

Of  lustier  leaves :  nor  nion*  content, 
He  told  me,  lives  in  any  cr«)wd, 
'When  all  is  piy  with  laiiips,  and  loud 

With  si>ort  and  swrn^.  in  lMM»th  and  tent, 

Impt'rial  hulls,  or  open  plain ; 
And  wheels  the  cin'l('«i  dance,  and 

breaks 
The  rocket  molten  into  f^Viwe% 
/  Of  crimson  or  in  emertAd  Ta\ii. 
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XCIX 

Eisest  thou  thus,  dim  dawn,  a^in, 
So  loud  with  voices  of  the  birds. 
So  thick  with  lowings  of  the  herds, 

Day,  when  I  lost  the  flower  of  men ; 

Who  tremblest  thro'  thy  darkling  red 
On  yon  swollen  brook  that  bubbles 

fast 
By  meadows  breathing  of  the  past, 

And  woodlands  holy  to  the  dead  ; 

Who  murmurest  in  the  foliaged  eaves 
A  song    that   slights   the    coming 

care. 
And  Autumn  laying  here  and  there 

A  fiery  finger  on  Uie  leaves ; 

Who  wakenest  with  thy  balmy  breath 
To  myriads  on  the  genial  earth. 
Memories  of  bridal,  or  of  birth. 

And  unto  myriads  more,  of  death. 

O,  wheresoever  those  may  be, 
Betwixt  the  8himl)er  of  the  poles. 
To-day  they  count  as  kindred  souls ; 

They  know  me  not,  but  mourn  with 
me. 


I  climb  the  hill :  from  end  to  end 
Of  all  the  landscape  underneath . 
I  find  no  place  that  dtu'snot  breathe 

Some  gracious  memory  of  my  friend  ; 

No  gray  old  p:Tin£rt\  or  lonely  fohl. 
Or    low    morass    and    whisi^erinsr 

rei'd, 
Or  simple  stile  from  mead  to  mend. 

Or  slieepwalk  up  the  windy  wold  ; 

Nor  hoiiry  knc^ll  of  ash  and  haw 
That  ht'ars  the  latest  linnet  trill. 
Nor  quarry  trench'd  alonsr  the  hill 

And  haunted  bv  the  wrauc:iinir  daw  ; 

Nor  runlet  tinkling  from  the  n^k  : 
Nor  pastoral  rivulet  that  swerv«-s 
To  left  and  right  thro*   meadowy 
curves, 

That  fewl  the  mothers  of  the  flock  ; 

But  each  has  pleased  a  kindred  eye, 
And  each  n»flects  a  kindlier  day  : 
And,  leiiviuc  these,  to  pass  away, 

/  think  once  more  he  seems  to  die. 


CI 

Unwatch'd,  the  garden  bough 
sway. 
The  tender  blossom  flutter  da 
Unloved,   that   beech    will   j 
brown. 
This  maple  bum  itself  away ; 

Unloved,  the  sunflower,  shining: 
Ray  round  with  flames  her  c 

seed. 
And  many  a  rose-carnation  fe 

With  sunmier  spice  the  humroin 

Unloved,  by  many  a  sandy  bar. 

The  brook  shall  babble  do^r 
plain. 

At  noon  or  when  the  liCsser  'S 
Is  twisting  round  the  polar  star 

Uncared  for,  gird  the  windy  gn 
And  flood  the  haunts  of  hei 

crake, 
Or  into  silver  arrows  break 

The  Sidling  moon  in  creek  and  < 

Till  from  the  garden  and  the  wi 
A  frt^h  association  blow. 
And  year  by    year  the  Ian 
grow 

Familiar  to  the  stranger's  child 

As  year  by  year  the  laborer  ^i 
His  wonted  glebe,  or  lops  the  j 
And  year  by  year  our  memory 

From  all  the  circle  of  the  hill& 

CII 

We  leave 'the  well-beloved  plao 
AVhere  first  we  gazed  upon  th 
The  roofs  that  heard  our  earU 

Will  shelter  one  of  stranger  rac 

We  £ro,  but  ere  we  go  from  hoc 
As  down  the  garden- walks  I 
Two  spirits  of  a  diverse  love 

Conteud  for  loving  masterdom. 

One    whispers.    '  Here    thy  b< 
sung 
Long  since  its  matin  song,  and 
The  low  love-language  of  the 

In  native  hazels  tassel-hung.* 

The  other  answt.Ts.  '  Yea,  but  fa 
Thy  feet  have  stray'd  in  aftei 
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-h   :liy   lo-'i    rri<'ii<l    iiniinig  tin- 

•hi-  )i:.tiiiii:i<1i-llii'iu  tr>'t>ly  lUiir.' 

■  T'Aoh.iv.'slrivi'Uliulf  l)i<'<lii,v. 
1 1  -lu  li  {•^'(l'^^•  liU  <4-]Hiriiti-  cliiiiii. 

will  ii..i  yifhl  fiu'Ti  Mlliir  wi>>'. 


I-  i>ur<'  fuuifn'  iif  ri'Kri-i. 


.M>-tli(iiiLrUt  1  lUvHt  within  :i  hull, 
Anil  inikiih-iiH  willi  me :  ilUliiiit  IiiIIh 
Fnitii  liiilili'ii  suimiiils  fill  nllli  rilU 


Tlti-lmll  wtllitiikr|>!iMil<'!in>1i 
Thi'V  NiIIU  iir  wilul  in  wisi'  :il 
Aitif  ;;nKi-ftil.     In  tlxMi-ntr 

A  Hliiuu-  Vi'ilM.  to  whk'li  thry 


>ll!l|<i'or  llitii  I  I'lVnI.  -.mi  \< 
<'VtT.      TIk'Ii  r1r«-inii<l'<v<' 

lrc<u^'llIasllllInl1ln^-r^llnutll'  s 
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And  on  by  many  a  level  mead. 
And  shadowing  bhiff  that  made  the 

banks. 
We  glided  winding  under  ranks 

Of  iris  and  the  golden  reed ; 

And  still  as  vaster  grew  the  shore 
And  roU'd  the  floods    in  grander 

space, 
The  maidens  gather'd  strength  and 
grace 
And  presence,  lordlier  than  before ; 

And  I  myself,  who  sat  apart 
And  watch'd  them,  wax'd  in  every 

limb ; 
I  felt  the  thews  of  Anakim, 

The  pulses  of  a  Titan's  heart ; 

As  one  would  sing  the  death  of  war. 
And  one  would  chant  the  history 
Of,  that  great  race  which  is  to  be. 

And  one  the  shaping  of  a  star ; 

Until  the  forward-creeping  tides 
Began  to  foam,  and  we  to  draw 
From  deep  to  deep,  towhere  wesjiw 

A  great  sliip  lift  her  shining  sides. 

The  man  we  loved  was  there  on  deck. 
But  thrice  as  large  as  man  he  bent 
To  greet  ua.     Up  the  side  I  went, 

And  fell  in  silence  on  his  neck  ; 

Whereat  those  maidens  with  one  mind 
Bewail'd    their   lot ;    1    did    them 

wrong : 
*We  served  thee  here,'  they  said, 
•so  loner. 
And  wilt  thou  leave  us  now  behind  ? ' 

So  rapt  I  was.  they  could  not  win 
An  answer  from  my  lips,  but  he 
Keplyin;r.  *  Kutrr  likewise  ye 

And  go  with  us ; '  they  entiT* d  in. 

And  while  the  wind  beiran  to  sweep 
A  music  out  of  sheet  and  shroud. 
We  steer'd  her  toward  a  crimson 
cloud 

That  landlike  slept  along  the  deep. 

CIV 

The  time    draws   near  the  birth   of 
Christ : 
The  moon  is  hid.  the  night  is  still  ; 


A  single  church  below  the  hill 
Is  pealing,  folded  in  the  mist 

A  single  peal  of  bells  below. 
That  wakens  at  this  hour  of  rest 
A  single  murmur  in  the  breast. 

That  these  are  not  the  bells  I  know. 

Like  strangers*  voices  here  they  sooii 
In  lands  where  not  a  memory  strai 
Nor  landmark  breathes  of  on 
days. 

But  all  is  new  unhallow'd  ground. 

cv 

To-night  ungather^d  let  us  leave 
This  laurd,  let  this  holly  stand  : 
We  live  within  the  stranger's  Insnt 

And  strangely  falls  our    Christnu 
eve. 

Our  father's  dust  is  left  alone 
And  silent  under  other  snows: 
There   in  due  time  the  woodbi 
blows, 

The  violet  comes,  but  we  are  gone. 

No  more  shall  wayward  grief  abuse 
The  genial  hour    with  mask  ai 

mime; 
For  change  of  place,  like  growth 
time. 
Has  broke  the  bond  of  dying  use. 

Let  cares  that  petty  shadows  cast 
By    which   our"  lives   are   chie 

proveii, 
A  little  spare  the  night  I  loved, 

And  hold  it  solemn  to  the  past 

But  let  no  footstep  beat  the  floor. 
Nor  l)owl  of  wassail  mantle  warn 
For  who    would  keep  an  anei 
form 
Thro'   which  the  spirit  breathes 
more  ? 

Be  neither  song,  nor  game,  nor  fea 
Nor  harp  be   touch'd,  nor  flute 

blown : 
No  dance,  no  motion,  save  alone 

What  lightens  in  the  lucid  East 

Of  rising  worlds  by  yonder  wood. 
Lonir    sleeps    the    summer   in 
seed : 


^  vfld  bdiv,  to  Um  wild  ak;. 


iDBawind  ttK*, 
■  riahlnn^ 

idt^tolhawlldi-,. 

rtaf  dOBd,  tiw  tm*r  Itgbt: 
Mr bdTfu  In  llu  nlcht ; 
Ik  vlia  1%  and  iMUm  die. 

ft  Ai  oM,  ilmg  til  tbe  new, 
kuv  hIK  aorou  the  mow ; 
W»  jobc.  M  him  ^o : 
•  Ifea  fib^  ring  in  Uie  true. 


■onlaBt  Hn  wa  He  BO  tnon! ; 
Hft  tta  land  ot  rich  uid  poor, 
aina  to  an  nunUnd. 


rpMtrat 

lodw  of  li 
purer  kwa. 


It  tta  want,  the  euro,  the  sin, 

rftttaaa  n>ldDi.-n  of  the  tlmts : 

<Ml,  ring  out  id;  mnumtiil 

tfmtm. 

t  iba  foller  mlnUiet  in. 

t  &la«  prMc  In  ptutiMid  btonl, 
|t|c  drador  ani  tbe  ipilu : 
in  tke  love  of  truth  and  right. 
tha  CTXBBnai  Iovd  of  good. 

t  old  ahaoca  of  foul  dl«eu« : 
lustof  Eolil ; 
w»r8  ofold. 
years  of  pence. 

Ike  valiant  man  and  free, 
wprhearl  Iheklodlli^rhand : 
DM  tbe  tlarkiieai  of  tbe  lead, 
tfat  Cbrbt  thai  U  in  be. 


daT  whan  he  wm  bom, 
•r  a»J  thai  r%r\f  aaiik 
i  •  pvrplo-frorty  bank 
t,  ha  <  111!  niftit  (orlom. 

aateHa  itot  flower*  or  leaves 

Attaf 

lialoC 

hggW)  at  the  abaiTieji'tf  ea  re^ 


Aii'l  brlBlle^  utl  tiie  brukea  Hod  iLurus 
To  yun  bard  orescent,  aa  abe  bangs 
Above  tht!  wood  whiiji  grides  and 

lis  leatlcsa  ribs  and  iron  boru» 

ToKether.  In  the  drifla  that  paaa 
To  darken  on  tlie  rolling  brino 
That  breaku  the  coaM.     But  fcU-h 
the  wine, 

Amoge  the  board  and  brim  the  glut ; 


We  keep  the  da;.  With  fbatd  <Aa«; 
With  books  and  muidc,  wrdr  wc 
Will  drisk  to  him.  whata'ar  be  to^ 

And  atng  tbe  aoaga  he  loved  to  bear. 

cvm 
I  wti!  not  shut  me  from  m;  kind. 

And,  lest  I  stiffen  Into  ■tone. 

I  will  not  eat  mv  heart  alone. 
Nor  feed  with  oigha  a  paaaing  wind: 

What  profit  Ilea  In  barren  faith. 
And    vai^anl    yearning,   tho'   with 

ToBCAle  the  heaven's higlieet  height. 
Or  illve  below  tlie  welU  of  death  ! 

What  find  I  in  the  blgheet  place. 
But   mino  own   phanuuu  I'luiutJng 

hymns  T 
And  on  the  depUu  of  death  tben 

The  reflex  of  a  human  face. 

I'll  rather  take  what  fruit  niay  be 
Of  sorrow  under  bunun  akles : 
'T  is  held  that  mrmw  makea  us  wise 

Whatever  wladom  sleep  with  thee. 
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Impassiou'd  logic,  wliidi  outran         | 
The  hearer  in  its  lierv  course ; 

High  nature  amorous  of  the  good. 
But  touched  with  no  ascetic  gloom  ; 
And  passion  pure  in  snowy  bloom 

Thro*  all  the  years  of  April  blood ; 

A  love  of  freedom  rarely  felt. 
Of  freedom  in  her  regal  S(«t 
Of  England ;  not  the  schoolboy  heat, 

The  blind  hysterics  of  the  Celt ; 

And  manhood  fused  with  female  grace 
In  such  a  sort,  the  chil<i  would  twine 
A  trustful  hand,  uuask'd.  in  thine, 

And  find  his  comfort  in  thy  face  ; 

All  these  have  been,  and  thee  mine  eyes 
Have  look'd  on :   if  they  look'd*  in 

vain. 
My  shame  is  c:reater  who  remain, 

Nor  let  thy  wistlom  make  me  wise. 

ex 

Thv  converse  drew  us  with  delight, 
I'he  men  of  rathe  and  riper  years : 
The  feeble  soul,  a  haunt  of  U'i\r>, 

Forgot  his  weakness  in  thy  sight. 

On  thee  the  loyal -hearted  hunsr, 

Tht^    proud    was   half   dis:irmM   of 

pride. 
Nor  cared  the  s«.T]MMit  at  thy  side 

To  flicker  with  his  double  tongue. 

The  stern  were  mild  when  thou  wert 
by. 
The  flippant  put  hinis«'lf  to  seh<H>l 
An<l  heard  thee,  and  the  l>ra/.«'n  fool 

Was  soften'd.  and  he  knew  not  why  ; 

While  T.  thy  nearest.  SJit  apart. 
And  felt  thy  tnumph  was  as  niinr: 
And   h)ved    them   more,   that    they 
were  thine. 

Thf  graceful  tact,  the  Christian  art  : 

Xor  mine  th<'  sweetness  or  th«'  skill. 

Hut  mine  the  love  that  will  imt  tire. 

A?i«l.  born  of  lov<*.  the  vague  desir«- 
That  spurs  an  imitative  will. 

«  xi 

The  churl  in  ^ipirit.  up  or  down 
AJonir  the  scale  of  ranks,  thro*  all. 


To  him  who  grasps  a  golden  ball. 
By  bhxKl  a  king,  at  heart  a  clown. - 

llie  churl  in  spirit,  howe'er  be  veil 
1  lis  want  in  forms  for  fashion*8  adb 
AVill  let  his  coUiah  nature  break 

At  seasons  thro'  the  gilded  pale ; 

For  who  can  always  act  ?  but  he. 
To  whom  a  thousand  memories  ctl 
Not  being  less  but  more  tlian  all 

The  gentleness  he  seem'd  to  be. 

Best  seem'd  the  thing  he  was,  and  joii^ 
Each  office  of  the  social  hour 
To  noble  manners,  as  the  flower 

And  native  growth  of  noble  mind ; 

Nor  ever  narrowness  or  spite. 
Or  villain  fancy  fleeting  by, 
Drew  in  the  expression  of  an  eye 

Where  God  and  Nature  met  in  light 

And  thus  he  l»ore  without  abuse 
The  grand  old  name  of  gi-nllemaB 
l>efanied  by  every  charlatan. 

And  soil'd  with  all  ignoble  use. 

rxii 

Iliirh  wi.<tlom  holds  my  wi»lom  less 
That  1.  who  gaze  with  tempen 

eyes 
On  glorious  insufliciencies, 

Set  light  by  narrower  perfectness. 

Hut  thou,  that  flllest  all  the  room 
( H  all  m\  love,  art  rt*ason  why 
I  SI 'en  I  ti»  east  a  cjireless  eye 

On  souls,  the  lesser  lonis  of  doom. 

F<  »r  w  hat  wert  thou  ?  s«")me  novel  po^ 
.•sprang  up  for  ever  at  a  touch. 
Ami    ]ioi»c   could    never   hope  1 
mueli. 

In  watching  thee  from  hour  to  hou 

Karirr  rUrnents  in  onler  brought. 

And  tracts  of  adm  from  temp 
made. 

And  wurlil-wi(h"  fluctuation  swa^ 
In  vassal  tides  that  followed  thougl 

ex  I  IT 

'T  is  In  Id  that  si^rrow  makes  us  wii 
Yet  how  much  wi.sdom  sleeps  v 
thee 
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I  ilouht.  who  knew  thee  ketn 
lilWt,  with  Toru:  ani]  skill 
JTc,  to  fwdiiuu,  Id  fulfil  — 
not  whAt  Uiou  woiiUl»t  lisvc 


I  civic  artJon  waim, 
I  «■  UgtitMi  mtwion  MTOt, 
It  nm  ol  Parliiunrnt. 
It  Ib  tlio  SoriD, 


il  boklncNi  ffnUiur  fnrci', 
■hi;,  wbon  the  tlmo  biu  birth, 
«r  U>  uplirt  the  cutJi 
1  h  in  utntbcr  county 


IW  not    Knowtnlgf !    Who 


ti  I  Lrt  hrr  work  preratl. 

Wr  ffinibnul  i^U  a  Itiv : 
Nt  bOT  rorwMil  rouiili'niuiCG 
M|H  hitn  Itw  riitUTC  chiuii't^. 
thf  atl  Ihtngn  to  dcslrn. 

mrn  ■*  Tel.  a  chllil,  aud  vain  — 
■bimk  ffyht  tlip  f«ir  (if  (Irath 
biifap,  mlfromloTiriinillftllli. 
ic  Willi  tUbH  fmiii  the  brain 


rhaod  mwt  mabv  ht^r  mild. 

hi  Dot  In  Tain,  and  pMp 

I,  morlnir  ride  by  ulilr 
'"x  th?  foiinptr  ehllil ; 


[  would  the  gmtl  world  grew  Uln| 
tbee. 
Wlio  ^rowesl  not  aloiit-  iu  poww 
Aud  Knowled(;(\  but  by  jnur  a  ' 

III  revereuce  and  In  diarlty. 

Now  fmlM  the  lut  Ion;  Areak  i 


tliick 
By  ashuu  roola  thu  violets  blow. 

Nuw  rlngH  the  womllunil  loud  jmdjt 

The  diniuu-c  tiikun  b  loi-olivr  hue. 
And  ilrown'd  In  jimdor  llviiis  blus  ' 
'Vhe  lark  becoiura  a  slghtlcw  song. 

Nnw  diuirn   thu  Hghto  ihi   luwn  auA 


Tbi-  llodks  aro  wbller  down  the  vala 
And  inilkior  cvtry  milky  luil 
[i  winding  stream  or  dUtant  sea  ; 


Whi-r*'  now  the  u-ninuw  pipca,  or  di»c» 
III  yonder  Krciniing  giMra.  and  Hy 
The  hnppy  binlB,  thiit  lUian)^-  thelf 
■ky 

To  build  and  bruod,  that  llvo  iheir 


from  land  l«  land  :  aod  In  my  breaat 
Spring  wakHiiit  bxi,  and  my  rf  gmt 
BwMimpn  an  April  violrt, 

Aud  buda  and  bluesoms  like  the  rott, 


In  it.  tbcn.  r^iirvt  lor  buriwl  tlmt- 
Tlinl  kn'nilpr  fn  iwrict  April  waJcM, 
Ami  mri^  Vbt-  yi«r,  and  glvM  and    | 

Tlie  t-olors  of  Oit  cruneut  prime  T 

Ndt  all ;  thr  iwinpi.  the  nllrHnit  air. 

Ilie  lifr  rp  ori^it  out  ot  dioit. 

Cry  Ilini'  tliF  Bcnar  to  bfarb-n  tnut 
In  tluit  wbirh  modi!  tbc  worlil  «a  talK 

Nrit  nil  n'irn'l :  Uic  fiir»  will  shina 
Upon  nil',  while  I  moH  ainoe. 
And  liiat  dear  roicf,   I   onrB  han 

awn  Njicuk  Ut  mn  oI  mv  utA  tnnwi. 


p^. 
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Yet  leas  of  sorrow  lives  in  me 
For  days  of  happy  commune  dead, 
Less  yearning  for  the  friendship  fled 

Than  some  strong  bond  which  is  to  be. 

cxvu 

O  days  and  hours,  your  work  is  this. 
To  hold  me  from  my  proper  place, 
A  little  while  from  his  embrace, 

For  fuller  gain  of  after  bliss ; 

That  out  of  distance  might  ensue 
Desire  of  nearness  doubly  sweet. 
And  unto  meeting,  when  we  meet. 

Delight  a  hundredfold  accrue, 

For  every  grain  of  sand  that  runs. 
And  every  span  of  shade  that  steals, 
And  every  kiss  of  toothed  wheels. 

And  all  the  courses  of  the  suu& 

CXVIII 

Contemplate  all  this  work  of  Time, 
The  giant  laboring  in  his  youth  ; 
Xor  dream  of  human  love  and  truth. 

As  dying  Nature's  earth  and  lime  ; 

But  trust  that  those  we  call  the  dead 
Are  breathers  of  an  ampler  day 
For  ever  nobh^r  ends.     They  say, 

The  solid  earth  when*ou  we  tread' 

In  tracts  of  fluent  heat  began, 
And  grew  to  set-miii^-randoin  forms, 
The  seeming  prey  of  cyclic  storms. 

Till  at  the  hist  arose  the  man ; 

Wlio  throve  and  brnnchM  from  clime 
to  clime, 

The  herald  of  a  hiirhcr  nice. 

And  of  himself  in  hiirhcr  place, 
If  so  he  type  this  work  of  time 

Within  himsf^lf.  from  more  to  more  : 
Or.  crown'd  with  attributes  of  wo«^ 
Like  glories,  movt*  his  course,  and 
show 

That  life  is  not  as  idle  ore. 

But  iron  dug  from  central  gloom. 

And  heated  hot  with  burning  fears. 

And  dipt  in  baths  of  hissing  tears. 
And  batter'd  with  the  shocks  of  doom 

To  shape  and  use.     Arise  and  fly 
The  reeling  Faun,  the  sensual  feast ; 


Doors,  where  mj  hant  'WM 


•. 


Move   upward,  wortJng  di 
beast^ 
And  let  the  ape  and  tiger  dio. 

"  a 

beat  J 

So  quickly,  not  as  one  teMl 

I  come  once  more ;  the  ciiy  j|l 

I  smell  the  meadow  in  the  iMii 

I  hear  a  chirp  of  bhnda ;  I 
Betwixt  the  black  fronte 

drawn 
A  light-blue  lane  of  eailj  dM 

And  think  of  early  days  wad  Ihl 

And    bless  thee,    for  thy   ]l| 
bland. 
And  bright  the  friendahip  ol 

eve; 
And  in  my  thoughts  with  ae 
sigh 
I  take  the  pressure  of  thine  ham 

cxx 

I  trust  I  have  not  wasted  breatt 
I  think  we  are  not  wholly  bra 
Magnetic  mockeries :  not  in  v 

Like  Paul  with  beasts,  I  fougb 
Death ; 

Not  only  cunning  casts  in  clay  : 
Let  Science  prove  we  are.  am 
What  matters  Science  unto  m 

At  h^ast  to  me  ?    I  would  not  st 

liCt  him.  the  wiser  man  who  spi 
Hereafter,  up  from  childhood 
His  action  like  the  greater  ap 

But  I  was  l»orn  to  other  things. 

cxxi 

Sad  Ilesper  o'er  the  burietl  sun 
And  ready,  thou,  to  die  with 
Tlmu  watchest  all  things  evei 

And  dimmer,  and  a  glory  done. 

The  team  is  loosen'd  from  the  ix 
The  bout  is  dmwn  upon  the  s 
Thou  listenest  to  the  closing  i 

And  life  is  darken'd  in  the  bran 

Bright  Phosphor,  fresher  for  the 
By  thee  the  world's  great  w 
heard 
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■  tbe  noTitiK  ol  tlic  taun. 
IM  U  one,  Uk  Qnt.  Uw  Ittft, 
E>  h  duuipod  :  thou  wt  the 


)^  up  ajniiutt  inv  doom, 
v'd  la   Inini    itu-  fitldii] 


|IW*n«l  )>*>*« 


Divliic  u*  nrit.  Ik  wilh  mt         .    , 
Ami  rriU>r  In  iiC  brivit  ami  brow,  ' 
1'ill  all  my  UuchI,  a  taller  wavfi, 

Uc  i]tilrkpn'd  with  a  livelier  tircallirfl 
Aud  llhi'  ail  iiKunslilrnilr  boj. 
As  iu  Uip  fonuur  Unib  of  joy. 

I  alip  llin  Ui<mRhU  if  lift!  uul  ilualhfl 

Anil  all  thi?  lirwxe  i>f  Faucy  blowa.  I 
And  ovory  drwdrop  ptiinta  a  '"'wj 
Tbo  wljianl  UxhtnlngK  ilcoplj:  irloir 

And  every  tbou^bt  brdaksouta    " 


Tluffo  rolls  the  ilccp  wlwrn  g 
tree. 
0   rnrth,  whol  changea  haat  I 

There  wlitni  [li"   long;  atrfM  r 
bath  Um;d 
Th<<  otillDroi  of  tlir  ccnlral  >n. 


.>.  ^^sr . 
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They  melt  like  mist,  the  solid  lands, 
Like  clouds  they   shape  themselves 
andga 

But  in  my  spirit  will  I  dwell, 
And  dream  my  dream,  and  hold  it 

true; 
For  tho'  my  lips  may  breathe  adieu, 

I  cannot  think  the  thing  farewell. 

cxxiv 

That  which  we  dare  invoke  to  bless ; 
Our  dearest  faith;  our  ghastliest 

doubt ; 
He,  They.  One,  All ;  within,  with- 
out; 
The    Power  in  darkness  whom  we 
guess, — 

I  found  Him  not  in  world  or  sun, 
Or  eagle's  wing,  or  insect's  eye. 
Nor  Siro'  the  questions  men  may 

try. 

The  p4?tty  trobwcbs  wt*  have  spun. 

If  e'er  when  faith  had  fallen  aslcf'p. 
I  iH^anl  a  voire.  *brli«.*vein)  niori.'.' 
And  hranl  an  evcr-brvakiii;;  ?\\otv 

That  tumbled  in  the  GotlU^ss  deej), 

A   warmth   within  tlie  breast  would 
melt 
The  freezinur  n^as<^n's  colder  part, 
And  like  a  man  in  wnitli  the  heart 

Sto<Kl  up  and  answerd.  *  I  have  felt.' 

No,  like  a  child  in  doubt  and  fear: 
But  that  blind  clamor  made  me  wise : 
Then  was  I  as  a  (?hild  that  cries. 

But,  crying,  knows  his  father  near; 

And  what  I  am  Indield  again 
What  is.  and  ni>  man  understands ; 
And  out  of  darkness  came  the  hands 

That  reach  thro'  nature,  moulding  men. 

ex  XV 

Whatever  I  have  said  or  sunpr, 
Some  bitter  notes  my  harp  would 

;:ive. 
Yea.  tho'  there  often  seem'd  to  live 

X  contradiction  on  the  tongue, 

Yet  Hope  had  never  lost  her  youth. 
She  did  but  look  thnnijjh*  dimmer 
eyes ;  I 


Or  LoYC  but  play'd  with 
lies. 
Because  he  fdt  so  flz'd  in  tml 

And  if  the  song  were  full  of  c 
He  breathed  the  spirit  of  th 
And  if  the  words  were  svi 
strong   . 

He  set  his  royal  signet  there ; 

Abiding  with  me  till  I  sail 
To  seek  thee  on  the  mystic 
And  this  electric  force,  that 

A  thousand  pulses  dandng,  ft 

CXXVI 

Love  is  and  was  my  lord  and  1 
And  in  his  presence  I  atten 
To  hear  the  tidings  of  my  f 

AVhich  every  hour  his  counen 

Love  is  and  was  my  king  and 
And  will  be,  tho  as  yet  I  k 
AYithin  the  court  on  earth,  a 

Encompass'd  by  his  faithful  ^ 

And  hear  at  times  a  sentinel 
Who  moves  about  from   ; 

I>lace, 
And  whispers  to  the  worlds  < 

In  the  deep  night,  that  all  is  1 

CXXVII 

And  all  is  well,  tho'  faith  and 
Be  siuider'd  in  the  night  of 
Well  roiirs  the  storm  to  th 
hear 

A  deeper  voice  acrois  the  stoi 

Proclaiming  social  trutli  shall 
And  justice,  even  tho'  thrie 
The  rnl  fool-furv  of  the  Sci 

Should  pile  her  barricades  wit 

lint  ill  for  him  that  wetirs  a  ci 
And  him.  the  lazar.  in  liis  r 
They  tn-mble,  the  susUiiniu 

The  spires  of  ice  are  toppled  c 

And  molten  up.  and  nwr  in  !l 
The  fortress  crashes  from  01 
The  brute  earth  lightens  to 

Anti  the  great  -Kon  sinks  in  b 

And  compass'd  by  the  fires  of 
While  thou,  dtir  spirit,  hap 
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look*!!  the  tumult  fhxn  Birnt, 
■itat^  knpwiiig  all  is  well. 

cxzTin 

ve  tbat  roee  on  etrouger  wings, 
sided  when  he  met  with  Desth, 
iHwIe  of  the  lesser  fiith 
seu  the  course  of  huoisii  things. 

sht  vast  eddies  in  the  flood 
nwMd  time  shell  yet  he  made, 
throned  noes  may  degnde ; 
t  je  mysteries  of  good, 

Bonn  that  fly  with  Bope  and 


1  your  olBce  had  to  do 
k  old  icsulta  that  look  like  new — 
wime  all  your  mission  here, 

m,  to  riieathe  a  usdess  sword, 
odl  tte  crowd  with  glorious  lies, 
deaTc  a  creed  in  sects  and  cries, 
mge  the  bearing  of  a  word, 

ft  an  artiitrary  power, 
Tmmp  the  student  at  his  (U'sk, 
sake  old  bareness  pictiirt'8(|iie 
aft  with  grass  a  feudal  tower, 

then  my  scorn  might  well  dc- 


?ou  and  vours.  I  ace  in  part 
it  all.  as  In  some  piece  of  art, 
ooOperant  to  an  end. 

CXXIX 

friend,  far  off,  roj  lo^t  desire, 
!sr,  so  near  in  wo<>  an<l  weal. 
\fftd  the  most,  whtm  niont  I  feel 
is  a  lower  and  a  higher ; 

B  snd  unknown,  human,  divint' ; 
«t  human  haml  and  lipfl  ami  rye ; 
r  heaTenly  friend  that  canut  not 
die. 

^  for  ever,  ever  mine . 


*t  friend,  punt,  pn^sent,  and  to  l)e: 
Bd  deeplier,  darklier  understood  ; 
aid,  I  dmm  a  drram  of  f^rxnl, 
ifaigle  all  the  world  with  ttiiH*. 


liee  Is  on  the  rolling  air ; 

where  the  waters  run ; 


Thou  staadest  in  the  rfshiff  sun. 
And  in  the  setting  thou  art  mlr. 

What  art  thou  then  T  I  cannot  guess; 
But  tho'  I  seem  in  star  and  flower 
To  feel  thee  some  dlffuslTe  power, 

I  do  not  therefore  Iotc  thee  less. 

My  loTe  involves  the  love  before; 

fSj  love  is  vaster  passion  now ; 

Tho'  miz'd  with  God  and  Nature 
thou, 
I  seem  to  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Far  off  thou  art,  but  ever  nigh  *, 
I  have  thee  still,  and  I  rejokus ; 
I  prosper,  circled  with  thy  voice ; 

I  shall  not  lose  thee  thoT  I  die. 

GXXZf 

O  livfaig  will  that  Shalt  endure 
When  all  that  seems  shall  suffer 

shock, 
Rise  in  the  spiritual  rock, 
Flow  thro'  our  deeds  and  make  them 
pure. 

That  we  may  lift  from  out  of  dust 
A  voice  as  unto  him  that  hears, 
A  cry  al)ove  tlie  conquer'd  years 

To   one    that   with    us   works,   and 
trust. 

With  faith  that  comes  of  self-control. 
The  truths  tliat  neviT  can  Ik*  proved 
Until  we  close  with  all  we  lovwi, 

And  all  we  flow  from,  soul  in  soul. 


()  true  and  tricMl.  so  well  and  lon^, 
IK'niand  not  thou  a  nianriap*  lay ; 
In  that  it  is  thy  niarria^  (lay 

Is  music  more  than  any  son^.  * 

Nor  have  I  f«'!t  so  much  of  bliss 
Sinc<r  first  he  told  me  that  lir  Invi**! 
A  daughter  of  our  ln»us<'.  nor  pniVfti 

Sinre  that  dark  day  a  dav  Hk(>  this; 

Tho'  I  siiKT  tlirii  liHVf  nunilM-r'tl  oVr 
Som<*  tiiriri*  tiin-**  yurs  ;  tln-y  went 

and  raiiu*. 
Remade  the  hUxnl  ami  chan>^*<l  the 
frani**, 
Antl  yet  is  love  not  less,  hut  mw^  -. 
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No  longer  caring  to  embalm 
In  dving  songs  a  dead  regret, 
But  like  a  statue  solid-set. 

And  moulded  in  colossal  calm. 

Regret  is  dead,  but  love  is  more 
Than  in  the  summers  that  are  flown , 
For  I  myself  with  these  have  grown 

To  something  greater  than  before ; 

Which  makes  appear  the  songs  I  made 
As  echoes  out  of  weaker  times. 
As  half  but  idle  brawling  rhymes, 

The  sport  of  random  sun  and  shade. 

But  where  is  she,  the  bridal  flower, 
That  must  be  made  a  wife  ere  noon  ? 
8he  enters,  glowing  like  the  moon 

Of  Eden  on  its  bridal  bower. 

On  me  she  bends  her  blissful  eyes 
And  then  on  thee ;  they  meet  thy  look 
And  brighten  like  the  star  that  shook 

Betwixt  the  palms  of  Paradise. 

O,  when  her  life  was  yet  in  bud, 
lie  too  foretold  the  perfect  rose. 
For  thee  she  grew,  for  thee  she  grows 

For  ever,  and  as  fair  as  good. 

And  thou  art  worthy,  full  of  power ; 
As  gentle ;  liberal -miudiHi,  great, 
Consistent;  wearing  all  that  weight 

Of  learning  lightly  like  a  flower. 

But  now  set  out :  the  noon  is  near, 
And  I  miLst  give  away  the  bride ; 
She  fears  not,  or  with  thee  beside 

And  me  behind  her,  will  not  fear. 

For  I  that  danced  her  on  my  knee. 
That  watch'd  her  on  her  nurs(»'s  ann, 
That  shielded  all  her  life  from  harm. 

At  last  must  part  with  her  to  thee ; 

Xow  waiting  to  be  made  a  wife. 
Her  feet,  my  darling,  on  the  <lead  : 
Their  pensive  tablets  round  her  head. 

And  the  most  living  words  of  life 

Breathed  in  her  ear.     The  rinsr  is  on. 
The   -Wilt  thou?*    answerd.   ami 

agjiin 
The  'Wilt  thou  ? '  ask'd,  till  out  of 
twain 
Her  sweet  *  I  will '  has  made  you  one. 


Now  sign  your  names,  wh; 

lead, 

.  Mute  symbols  of  a  Joyfu 

By  village  eyes  as  yet  ui 

The  names  are  sign'd,  <uid 

Begins  the  clash  and  clang 
The  joy  to  every  wander 
The  blind  waif  rocks,  i 
trees 

The  dead  leaf  trembles  to  1 

O  happy  hour,  and  happiei 
Await  them.  Many  a  m 
Salutes  them — maxlens( 

That  pelt  us  in  the  porch  w 

0  happy  hour,  behold  the  ^ 
With  him  to  whom  her  h 
They  leave  the  porch,  th 

'grave 
That  has  to-day  its  simny  i 

To-day  the  grave  is  bright 
For  them  the  light  of  lif 
Who  stay  to  share  tlie  mo 

Who  rest  to-night  beside  tl 

Let  all  my  genial  spirits  ac 
To  meet  and  greet  a  whi 
My  dnwping  memory  w 

The  foaming  grape  of  east 

It  circles  round,  and  fancy 
And   hearts  are  warm'd 

l)Ux")m, 
As    drinking   health   to 

We  wish  them  store  of  hai 

Nor  coinit  me  all  to  blame 
Conjecture  of  a  stiller  g 
Perchance,   perchance, 
rest. 

And.  tho'  in  silence,  wishii 

Hut  they  must  go.  the  tim' 
Ami    those    white -favc 

wait : 
They  ri*i<'.  but  linger  ;  i1 

Farewell,  we  ki.ss,  and  the 

A  shade  falls  on  us  like  th 
From  littli'  cloudlets  on 
But  sweeps  awav  as  out 

1  To  range  the  woods,  to  rot 
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DC  liow  their  ooarUhip  grew, 

Jk  of  othefs  thftt  are  wed, 

low  she  look'd,  and  what  he 

Id, 

k  we  come  at  fall  of  dew. 

le  feast,  the  speech,  the  glee, 

bade  of  paasfaig  thought^  the 

eakh 

nls  and  wlt^  the  douUe  health, 

wning  cap,  the  three-thnes- 

iiee, 

.  the  dance ;  — till  I  retire. 

'  la  that  tower  which  spalce  so 

od. 

ilgh  in  heaTen  the  streaming 

oud. 

the  downs  a  rising  fire: 

;  O  moon,  from  yonder  down, 
rer  down  and  orer  dale 
{fat  the  shinlnff  vapor  sail 
t  the  silent-lifted  town, 

ite- faced  halls,  the  glancing 

atch  at  eTeiy  mountain  head, 

er  the  f rithn  that  branch  and 

tread 

seping  silver  thro*  the  hills ; 

(di  with  Hhadc  the  bridal  <loor8, 
t^wler  gloom  the  roof,  the 
all- 


And  breaking  let  the  splendor  fall 
To  spangle  all  the  happ j  shorsa 

By  which  they  rest,  and  ocean  sounds, 
And,  star  and  system  rolling  past, 
A  soul  shall  draw  from  out  the  vast 

And  strike  his  being  Into  bounds, 

And,  mored  thro^  Ufa  of  lower  phase, 
Result  In  man,  be  bom  and  think, 
And  act  and  lore,  a  doasr  link 

Betwixt  us  and  the  crowning  race 


Ofthoae  that,  eye  to  eye,  riiall  look 

;  under 
mand 


On  knowledge ;  under  whose  com* 


Is  Barth  and  Earth's,  and  hi  their 

No  longer  half-aUn  to  brute. 
For  all  we  thouglht  and  loved  and 

dM, 
And  hoped,  and  suffer'd.  Is  but  seed 

Of  what  in  them  is  flower  and  fruit ; 

Whereof  the  man  that  with  me  trod 
This  planet  was  a  noble  type 
Appearing  ere  the  times  weri>  ripe. 

That  friend  of  mine  who  lives  in  God. 

That  €rod,  which  ever  lives  ami  loves, 
One  God,  one  law,  one  element. 
And  one  far-off  divine  event. 

To  which  the  whole  creation  moves. 
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A    MONonUAMA 


I  HATE  Uin  drrndfiil  IioHdw  beliiml 
Uie  liitle  wood ; 
s  in  ihp  lii'ld  nboTc  ore  duWik-d 
with  lilood  n-d  liraith, 
Thf  ml  rit.liM  1,^lir.*drip  wil.ha  sllci.t 
r  ..f  1jK*h1, 
,  -iAilEdiuUicic,  whutrrrritatk'illior, 


Fur  tlicre  lu  Uic  (fhftslly  pit  loog  « 

II  holly  WHS  tuund. 
iUn  V.  ijtiliiul  (EiToiinii-  )it«  —0  t»U 

O  (kxl!  waait  wiitif— 
Mnn^lrcl,  and  Oittten'd.  and  eras 

auci  dinUfl  into  Hie  ground ; 
Tlifrt  r-^t  lies  tbe  Mck  tint  !«n  i 

him  when  be  felL 

III 
Dili    hr    flini;   binuelf  dnwnT    ' 
knowH  T  for  a 
Imd  fMit'il. 


vut^m^ 
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ri  eicr  ke  mntteiM  and  aiiddeii'd, 
•ndemwMui'dwtttidaqMtr,  10 

rioQt  be  wilk^  wlm  the  wind  like 
a  brakn  woridling  mXVd, 

d  tke  flrfag  gold  of  the  nrin'd  wood- 
kadt  £m  thro^  the  air. 

IT 

HMMbvlhetee.  for  the  roota  of 

wf  hair  won  ■tin'd 
a  dloflod  ■lq^  I7  a  dead  weight 

tndrd.  hf  a  whiflpei'd  fright, 
d  Mjf  mdaaa  doaed  their  gates  with 

a  ino^  00  a^j  heart  aa  I  heard 
e  dvlU-adgBd  Ailek  of  a  mother 

divide  tta  Juddering  idght 


i 


I 


T 

I    WhOM? 

▼lUafaMaU. 
iMiieilMNild  at  least 


One 


now  lord  of  the 
and  the  Hall, 
opt  off  gorged  from  a  scheme  tliat 
had  left  uaflacdd  and  drain'd 


ao 


VI 

bj  do  they  prate  of  tbo  blomin^TA  of 

peace?  we  have  miulc  tlivm  » 

curse, 
rkporkets.  each  hand  ItiAting  for  all 

that  is  not  its  own : 
mI  lust  of  gain,  in  th«  spirit  of  Cain, 

h  it  better  or  worse 
■a  the  heart  of  thf*  citizen  hisflin^ 

in  war  on  his  own  hearthstone  ? 

TII 

Bt  tbMP  are  the  days  of  ailvanc^e.  the 

wivks  of  the  men  of  miml,  I 

Wn  who  hut  a  fool  wotihi  have  faitli  - 

in  a  tradesman's   ware  or  his 

woffdr 
ll  peace  or  war  ?    Civil  war.  as  I 

think,  and  that  i>f  a  kind 
m  Tiler,  as  underhand,  not  openly 

bearing  the  sword. 

VIII 

Mir  or  later  I  too  may  paf^^ively 

take  the  print 
the  tffMen  age —  why  not  ?   I  have* 

neither  hope  nor  trust ;  3^' 

f  wmkm  mj  heart  as  a  millstone,  set . 

my  face  as  a  flint,  I 


Cheat  and  he  cheated,  and  die— who 
knows  T  we  are  ashes  and  doit 

iz 

Peace  sitting  under  her  olive,  and 
slurring  the  days  gone  hy. 

When  the  poor  are  hovell'd  and  hus- 
tled together,  each  sex,  like 
■whie, 

When  only  the  ledger  lives,  and  when 
onl  V  not  all  men  lie ; 

Peace  In  her  vineyard— yes  1 — hat  a 
company  forges  the  wine. 


And  the  vitriol  madness  flushes  up  fn 

the  ruiflan's  bead. 
Till  the  fllthy  hy-hme  rincs  to  the  yell 

of  the  trampled  wife. 
And  chalk  and  alum  and  plaster  are 

sold  to  the  poor  for  bread. 
And  the  spirit  of  murder  works  in  the 

very  means  of  life,  40 

XI 

Ami  Sleep  must  lie  down  arm'd,  for 

tlie  villttinouH  (X'ntn'-bits 
Grind  on  the  wakeful  (?ar  in  th(>  hush 

of  the  nioonlem  nights, 
Wliil<r  anotlier  is  (*heHtin>;  the  8ick  of 

a  few  last  ^TUKps.  as  li«'  sits 
To  pestle  a  poison'd  |HiiM>n  behind  his 

crimson  lighta 

XII 

When  a  Mammon ite  mother  kills  h(T 

babe  for  a  burial  f<»e. 
And  Timour-Mammon  >rrins  on  a  pile 

of  ehildn'n's  IxHies, 
la  It  penre  «)r  war  ?  Iietter.  war!  loud 

war  t>v  land  and  by  scmi. 
War  with  a  tliousand  Imttlrs,  ami  shak 

ing  a  humlnil  thnmes! 

Mil 

For  1  tnist  if  an  i-nrniy's  tl(»<'t  eame 

yonder  ntuinl  by  th<*  hill. 
And  thr  rushiiiL'  b:iTrl«'-lM>lt  san^  from 

th<*    thn't'drrkf-r    out   of    the 

foiiin.  ;;<» 

That    thi-    <nuHith-farMl.    snub  nosifi 

ntLTUf    would     leap    fnuu    his 

c'otnitcr  and  till. 
And  strike,  if  h<'  cfudd.  wm-  it  but 

with   his    cheating    yaniwand, 

home.  — 


262 


MAUD  AND  OTHER   POEMS 


XIV 

What  I  am  I  raging  alone  as  my  father 

raged  in  his  mood  ? 
Must  /  too  creep  to  the  hollow  and 

dash  myself  down  and  die 
Rather  than  hold  by  the  law  that  I 

made,  nevermore  to  brood 
On  a  horror  of  shattered  limbs  and  a 

wretched  swindler's  lie  ? 

XV 

Would  there  be  sorrow  for  mef  there 

was  lote  in  the  passionate  shriek. 
Love  for  the  silent  thing  that  had  made 

false  haste  to  the  grave  — 
Wrapt  in  a  cloak,  as  I  saw  him,  and 

thought  he  would  rise  and  speak 
And  rave  at  the  lie  and  the  liar,  uh 

God,  as  he  used  to  rave.  60 

XVI 

I  am  sick  of  the  Hall  and  the  hill. 

I  am  sick  of  the  moor  and  the 

main. 
Why  should   I  stay?    can  a  sweettT 

chance  ever  come  to  me  here  ? 
O,   liaviuiT  the   nerves  of  motion  as 

well  as  the  nerves  of  pain. 
Were  it  not  wise  if   I  fled  from  the 

place  and  the  pit  and  the  fear  ? 

XVII 

Workmen  up  at  the  Hall  I  —  they  are 

c<»niiiiir  back  from  abrojui ; 
The  dark  olil  place  will  be  L'ilt  by  the 

touch  of  a  millionaire. 
I  have  board,  1  know  not  whence,  of 

the  sinjiular  In^auty  of  Maud  : 
I  play'd  with  the  irirl  when  a  child  : 

she  promis(.*(l  then  to  be  fair. 

XVIII 

Maud,  with  her  venturous  elin\binir< 

and    tumbk"^   and   cliiliiisli    <'s- 

capH\^. 
Maud,  the  deliirht  of  the  villaire.  the 

riiiiriiiir  joy  of  the  Hall.  70 

Maud,    with    her   sweet    purs<' mouth 

when    niv   fathiT  daiiirlnl   tin- 

L^rapes. 
Maud,  the  lu'loved  of  my  mother,  the 

nKM>n  faeed  darlinir  of  all.  — 

XIX 

What  is  she  now  ?   My  dreams  are  bad. 
She  niav  brintr  me  a  curse. 


No,  there  is  fatter  game  on  the 

she  will  let  me  alone. 
Thanks;    for   the   fiend  best  1 

whether  woman  or  man  1 

worse. 
I  will  bury  myself  in  myself,  ai 

Devil  may  pipe  to  his  ow 


II 


Long    have    I    sigh'd    for   a 

God   grant   I   may  find 

last! 
It  will  never  be  broken  by  Man< 

has  neither  savor  nor  salt. 
But  a  cold  and  clear-cut  face 

found  when  her  carriage 
Perfectly  beautiful ;  let  it  be  g 

her ;  where  is  the  fault  ? 
All  that  I  saw — for  her  eyes 

downcast,  not  to  be  seen  - 
Faidtily  faultless,  icily  regular, 

didlv  null, 
Dead   perfection,   no  more;  n» 

more,  if  it  had  not  been 
P'or  a  chance  of  travel,  a  palen< 

hour's  defect  of  the  rose. 
Or  an  underlip,  you  may  call  it : 

too  ripe,  too  full. 
Or  the    least  little  delicate   ac 

curve  in  a  sensitive  nose. 
From  which  1  escaped  heart -fre< 

the  least  little  touch  of  sj 


III 

Cold  and  clear-cut  face,  why  coi 

so  cruel Iv  meek. 
Breaking     a    slumlnT    in    whi 

spleenful  folly  was  drowi 
Pah*  with  the  golden  beam  of  a 

la<h  dead  on  the  cheek. 
Passionless,  pale,  cold  face,  star 

on  a  gl<M>ni  profound  : 
Womanlike,   taking  revenge  to 

for  a  tninaient  wrong 
Don**  but  in  thought  to  your  b 

and  ever  as  pale  as  befon 
Growinir    and    fading    and   gi 

upon  me  without  a  soum 
Luminous,  gemlike,  ghostlike, 

like,  half  the  night  long 
Growinir  and  fading  and  growii 

I  could  bear  it  no  more. 


t,  Hid  all  \tj  mywlf  In  mj 
n  (brk  gurdcn  grounil. 
WW  lu  lh«  tide  in  lu  hrmul- 
■  abipwrpokiu;,-  niHT, 
t  «cnam  »(  a  miulili-n't) 
I    ilngg'd    clown    hy  Uio 

nrd  in  a  vrintry  wind  by  n  ghnstlj 
j^lnmor.  and  foiimj 
;  daffodil  de» ' 
n  hi*  grave. 


M  lb«fV-off  nil  U  lilown  by  Uw 

bn«s«'  o(  a  softvr  clinif , 
If-fca*  In  the  liquid  uiuro  bloom  of 


k>«  mc^  tbnv.  ix  thr'  villntr*'.  aiid 
looksMw  <|iili't  and  Ntiiikll  ! 

d  frt  bnbUa  <>'rr  lilu'  ri  dty.  wftli 
CMrip,  flranditl.  uxiil  itpih' : 

ri  Jadl  od  hilt  ale-buuw  beu^li  )uu 
••  Buny  Ha  lu  »  {'kut  ;  im 

■1  hvta  m  tin  lanilwani  sld(^. 
>   nd   rock,   glimmi^ni   tlii' 


'in- 


hf  ny  IcadlBg  star '. 


^    __.—  -.■€  brother  1  baw'd  : 
■Villi bb  bdy-sblor  m  «h«  rndii 

|BA>  An  of  a  fociliah  nridc  Oiuih'il 

L      vnThMbMUtlfulfM-r. 

■Ml  yaq  wrong  your  bpftuly.  b«- 


t  kMp  but  a  man  and  a  inaid.  pve 

rr:iuly  to  Blonder  and  BlenI  ;     ii^ 
I  know  it.  and  smjlr-  a  liard-sct  omile, 

like  a  stoip.  or  like 
A  wianr  epicurean,  and  l«  Ihc  world 

have  ii8  way 
For  nature  Is  one  wIlU  nplae.  a  harm 

no  prcwclicr  can  heal ; 
The  Mayfly  In  Wm  by  Uir  swallow, 

th^    aparrow    HpCMir'd    by    tlic 

And  th"  whnlp  littlf  wood  whern  I  cll 
U  a  world  ot  plunder  an')  prey. 


We  are  ouppets,  Man  iu  htfi  prld«, 

mill  Beauty  fair  in  her  Aiiwlt; 
Do  wn  moTo  oiireelTCA,  or  arc  matvA 

by  an  imaeen  hand  at  a  leaDie 
That  puidin  lu  off  from  thv  Inon], 

and  othnrs  btw  riuusmhI  I 
Ah  yt'l,  we  cannol  bu  klud  to  i-acb 

nlhrr  hi-rr  fur  an  hour ; 
Wp  whfjiper,  and  hint,  and  churkir', 

ana  Briu  at  a  bnither'n  shumi' : 
Howcrrr  we  hnivf  it  mil.  wr  mi-n  atv 

a  littld  br^cd,  ■)> 


wait  of  old  y\w  \isri 

and  muDtfr  nf  mrth, 
For  liitn  did  IiIh  ht^  sun  flume,  and 

bia  river  billonrinc  ran. 
Anil  he  felt  hinwplf  In  hi*  fonv  to  be 

Naliirp'a  crowniufc  rant. 
Ah  nine  moiithfl  go  to  thp  shaping  an 

Infant  ripe  fur  hta  birih. 
Sn  many  n  mllUnn  of  agm  have  f^nnn 

>>>  the  niakinif  nf  man  : 
lb-  tiiiw  ia  Un.t.  but  ia  ht-  the  Inal  T  If 


yir 
The  man  of  Kciencc  himiu-lf  la  fondi-i 

of  i^ory,  and  Tain. 
An  vyv   well  [imrtWil    in   tialiirp,   a 

spirit  linundfii  uud  pi«>r  : 
The    pi>"wiimiiti-  l|f«rt    of    Uie   pnrt  i« 


..  f.-ilv 


rid  V 


1  would  ni>1  iniirvi'l  nl  cilhrr.  but  kuep 

For  not  lo  dcalru  or  Hi)mln>.  If  a  man 
ouuld  learn  It.  were  more 

Than  to  walk  all  day  like  the  aultan 
of  oM  la  a  garaen  ot  «\tVc«. 
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VIII 

For  the  drtft  of  the  Maker  is  dark,  an 

Isis  hid  by  the  veil. 
Who  knows  the  wavs  of  the  world, 

how    God     will     bring    them 

about? 
Our  planet  is  one,  the  suns  are  many, 

the  world  is  wide. 
Shall  I  weep  if  a  Poland  fall  ?  shall  I 

shriek  if  a  Hungary  fail  ? 
Or  an  infant  civilization  l)e  ruled  with 

rod  or  with  knout  ? 
/  have  not  made  the  world,  and  He 

that  made  it  will  guide. 

IX 

Be  mine  a  philos()pher's  life  in  the 

quiet  wcKxiland  ways,  150 

Where  if  I  ctmnot  be  gay  let  a  pj\s- 

sionless  peace  be  niv  lot. 
Far-off  from  the  clamor  ot  liars  beli(*d 

in  the  hubbub  of  lies : 
From  the  long-neck'd  geos<^  of    the 

world  that  aiv  evt-r  hissinL'  (lis- 

praise 
Because  th<*ir  luiturt'S  are  little,  and. 

wlu'tlior  he  heed  it  or  not, 
Where  each  man  walks  witli  liis  licad 

iu  a  elovul  of  poisonous  liies. 

X 

And  most  of  all  would  1  tire  from  the 

cruel  madness  <if  love, 
The  liiMiev  of   poison-tloweis  and  all 

the  m<"asurcless  ill. 
Ah.  Mau«l.  you  milk-wliite  fawn,  you 

are  all  unmeet  for  a  wife. 
Your  mother  is  nuite  in  her  grave  as 

her  imai^e  in  marble  above  : 
Your  father   is  ever  in  London.   v«tu 

wander  about  at  yonr  will :    i^> 
You   havr   but    fe<l  on  the  r(.»ses  and 

lain  in  tlie  lilies  of  life. 


V 


A  voice  by  the  cedar  tree 

In  the  nu'iidow  uniler  the  Hall  I 

She  is>inixinL'  an  air  that  is  known  to 

nil'. 
A  passionate  ballad  L'allant  and  L'ay. 
A  martial  sonL'  liki*  a  Jnnnp»'i's  call  ! 
Singing:  alone  in  tin'  morning  of  life. 
In  the  happy  nxjruing  of  life  and  of 

May,  * 


Singing  of  men  that  in  battle  airsf, 
lieaily  m  heart  and  ready  io  hand,  1 
March  with  banner  and  bugle  ai 

life 
To  the  death,  for  their  natiTe  land. 

n 

Maud  with  her  exquisite  face. 
And  wild  voice  pealing  up  to  tl 

sunny  sky, 
And  feet  like  sunny  gems  on  an  £n 

lish  green, 
Maud  in  the  light  of  her  youth  ai 

her  grace, 
Singing  of  Death,  and  of  Honor  th 

cannot  die. 
Till  I  well  could  weep  for  a  time 

sonlid  and  mean. 
And  myself  so  languid  and  base. 

Ill 

Silence,  beautiful  voice  !  1 

Be   still,  for   you   only   trouble  t 

mind 
With  a  joy  in  which  I  cannot  rejoi< 
A  glory  I  shall  not  find. 
Still :     I  will  hear  vou  no  more. 
.  For  vour  sweetness  ban  11  v  leaves  i 
a  choice 
But  to  move  to  the  mead(^w  and  fi 
liefore 

I  Her  feet   on  the  meadow  grass,  ai 
I  adon*. 

I  Not   her.  who  is  neither  courtly  n 
kind. 
Not  luT.  not  her,  but  a  voice. 
I 

;  VI 


.  MorniuL'  arises  stormy  and  pale,       1 
No  sun.  but  a  wannish  glare 
In  fold  ui»on  fold  of  hueless  cloud  : 
And  the  buihied  peaks  of  the  wo< 

aR*  lK)w'd. 
Cauirht.  an<l  culTd  by  the  gale: 
I  had  fancieil  it  would  be  fair. 

II 

Whom  but  Maud  should  I  mtvt 
I,a>t  niirht,  when  the  .sunset  burn'd 
On  ill*'  blossom'd  uable-ends 
At  the  lu'ad  of  the  village  street. 
Whom  but  Maud  should  1  meet  ? 

I  And  she  touch'd  my  hand  with  a  sm 

i  St)  sweet, 


MAUD 


•6s 


dlTlne  ftmendi 
Domto^  not  reluni'd. 


ni 


kna  «  deUcBte  qpuk 
nrliur  and  growing  light 
the  UTdong  boon  of  the  dark 
itaelf  wann  In  the  heart  of  my 


to  bunt  hi  a  colored  flame; 
laat,  when  the  momhig  came 
iood,  ft  faded,  andaeema 
-gray  delight 


aio 


IT 

if  with  her  aunny  hair, 
bUb  aa  aunny  aa  cold, 
eaat  to  weave  me  a  anare 
ae  oognettiah  deodti 
ita-luceaaof  old  - 
bangle  me  when  we  met, 
re  her  Hon  roll  In  a  allken  net 
bwn  at  a  Tictoc^s  feet 


hat  shall  I  be  at  fifty  jso 

I  Nature  keep  me  alive, 
nI  the  world  so  bitter 
I  am  but  twenty -five  ? 
f  Abe  were  not  a  cheat, 
id  were  all  that  slie  seem'tl. 
rr  ftmilc  were  all  that  1  dn'am'd, 
the  world  were  not  so  bitu*r 
■nile  could  make  it  sweet 

VI 

if.  tho'  her  eye  flcem'd  full 
Ind  intent  to* me,  ajo 

if  that  dandy-despot,  be, 
fweird  mass  of  millinery, 
lil'd  and  cnri'd  Assyrian  bull 
flg  of  musk  and  of  insolence, 
Mhrr,    from    whom    I    keep 
aloof. 

ranta  the  finer  politic  senst* 
A,  tho*  but  in  bis  own  iH'hoof, 
i  iriaasy  amile  his  brutal  K'oni  — 
if  he  had  told  her  yestennom 
prKtily    for    his    own    sweet 
mke    '  240 

of  t^axlemc'ss mij;ht  Im'  foi^nil. 
aniat  mira^  in  de»(>rt  eyes. 
to,   when    the  rotten   hiistin^^s 


..w  month  to  his  bruzen  lies. 
ithed  TOte  may  be  gaiu'd  7 


▼n 


For  a  imren  erer   enmkM,   at  my 

■ide. 
Keep  watdi  and  ward,  keep  watch 

and  waid. 
Or  thou  wilt  prove  their  tool 
Tea»  too,  myaelf  from  myaelf  I  suaid, 
For  often  a  man'a  own  angry  pnde  sfo 
la  cap  and  bella  for  a  f ooL 


Perhapa  the  amile  and  tender  tone 
Came  out  c^  her  pitying  womanhood. 
For  am  I  not,  am  I  not,  here  alone 
80  ipany  a  aommer  afaioe  she  died. 
My  mother,  who  waa  ao  gentle  and 

good? 
Living  alone  In  an  empty  hoiiae. 
Here  half-hid  In  the  gtsuning  wood, 
Where  I  hear  the  dead  at  midday 

moan. 
And  the  ahrieking  rush  of  the  wain- 
soot  mouse,  afo 
And  my  own  sad  name  in  comers 

cried. 
When  the  shiver  of  dancing  leaves  is 

thrown 
Al)o\it  its  echoing  chnmbc^rs  wide. 
Till  a  niorbi<l  Imte  and  horror  have 

l^rown 
Of  H  world  in  which  I  have  hardly 

mixt. 
And  a  morbid  eatinp:  lichen  flxt 
On  a  heart  half-turu'd  to  stone. 

IX 

0  heart  of  stone,  an^  you  flesh,  and 

caught 
By  that  you  swon»  to  w^ithstaml  ? 
For    what    was    it    else    within    me 

wrou|;ht  37a 

But,  I  fear,  the  new  stron^^  wine  of 

love. 
That  made  my  tonfi^ue  to  stammer  ancl 

trip 
When  I  saw  the  tn'OHunHl  splendor, 

her  hand. 
Come  Klidini;  out  of  her  sacretl  jrlove. 
And  the  sunlight  broke  fnmi  her  lipT 

X 

1  have     pluyM    \%itl)     her    when    a 

rhiM  ; 
She  remembers  it  now  we  meet. 
Ah,  well,  well,  well,  I  tmiif  Ix;  bt'guiled 
By  some  cu(|ucttish  decell. 
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Yet,  if  she  were  not  a  cheat,  280 

If  Maud  were  all  that  she  seem'd, 
And  her  smile  had  all  that  I  dream'd, 
Then  the  world  were  not  so  bitter 
But  a  smile  could  make  it  sweet. 

vn 

I 

Did  I  hear  it  half  in  a  doze 
LoDK  since,  I  know  not  where  ? 

Did  I  dream  it  an  hour  ago. 
When  asleep  in  this  arm-chair  7 

II 

Men  were  drinking  together, 
Drinking  and  talking  of  me :     290 

*  Well,  if  it  prove  a  girl,  the  lx)y 
Will  have  plenty ;  so  let  it  be.' 

Ill 

Is  it  an  echo  of  something 
Head  with  a  boy's  delight, 

Viziers  nodding  t'ogethor 
In  some  ^Vnibiau  night  ? 

IV 

Strange,  that  I  hoar  two  men, 
Somewhere,  talking  of  mc: 

'Well,  if  it  prove  a  girl,  my  boy 
Will  have  plenty ;  so  let  it  b(r.'  300 

VIII 

She  came  to  the  village  church, 
And  sat  by  a  pillar  alone ; 
An  angel  watching  an  urn 
Wept  over  her.  carved  in  stone  : 
And  once,  but  once,  slie   lifted  hor 

eyes. 
And    suddenly,     sweetly,    strangely 

blush'il 
To  find  they  were  met  by  my  own  : 
And  suddenlv.  sweetlv,  inv  heart  beat 

stronger 
And  thicker,  until  I  hearrl  no  longer 
The  snowy -banded,  dilettante.         310 
Delicate-handed  priest  intone : 
And  thought,  is  it  pride  ?  and  mused 

and  si  gird. 
*No  surely,  now  it  cannot  be  pride.* 

IX 

I  was  walking  a  mile, 

Mon;  than  a  mile  from  the  shore. 


The  sun  look'd  out  with  a  ami 
Betwixt  the  cloud  and  the  mo 
And  ridine  at  set  of  day 
Over  the  dark  moor  land. 
Rapidly  riding  far  away. 
She  w*aved  to  me  with  her  hai 
There  were  two  at  lier  aide. 
Something  flash'd  in  the  aim, 
Down  by  the  hUl  I  aaw  tliem  1 
In  a  moment  the}*  were  gone ; 
Like  a  sudden  spark 
Struck  vainly  in  the  night. 
Then  returns  the  darii 
With  no  more  hope  <rf  Ugbft. 


Sick,  am  I  luck  of  a  Jealooa  dren 
Was  not  one  of  the  two  at  her  sii 
This  new-made  lord,  whose  spl( 

plucks 
The  slavish  liat  from  the  yilli 

head  ? 
Whose  old  grandfather  has  lately 
Gone  to  a  blacker  pit,  for  whom 
Grimy  nakedness  oragging  liis  tx 
Ami  laying  his  trams  in  a  poi 

gloom 
Wrought,  till  he  crept  from  a  g 

mine 
Master  of  half  a  servile  shire. 
And  left  his  coal  all  turn'd  into  f. 
To  a  grandson,  first  of  his  noble 
Rich  in  the  grace  all  women  desi 
Strong   in  the  i>ower  that   all 

adore. 
And  simper  and  set  their  voices  1< 
And  soften  as  if  to  a  girl,  and  ht 
A  wo  stricken  breaths  at  a  work  di 
Seeing  his  gewgaw  castle  shine. 
New  as  his  title,  built  last  year. 
There  amid  perky  larches  and  pi 
And  over  the  sullen-purple  moor 
LiMik  at  it  —  pricking  a  cot.'kney 

II 

What,  has  he  found  my  jewel  01 
For  one  of  the  two  that'rode  at  he 
Hound   for  the  Hall,  I  am  sun 

lie: 
Bound  for  the  Hall,  and  I  think 

bride. 
Blithe  would  her  brother's  acccp 

be. 
Maud  could  be  gracious  too,  nod 


fe  wy»lf  Mil  B  irrpi<'lii->l 
Uie  Imrt  uf  lite,  nm  1. 


Tim'  Iliv  •tat'  ha«  Anne  It  ■oil  thriot 

w  wHI. 
Tbin  bOKul  lMriipin'<l   luwkvT  of  hulf 

tllltIKH,  »> 

WtiiMH  L-nr  In  ijvmin'il  wItlilitocoUcn. 

•till  riniri 
Rvrn  Id  dmunK  tn  thn  i-hink  of  lik 


TliliiliucilutiTiiuldoi 


Whether  vtnt  In- 
put ildwii  ihr  iitminniUiiit  makea 

li.-ll  t 
IViwn  with  umbltlrm.  ti»arlrc.  prlil". 
Jt'iilonir.  ilown  1  cut  i>(T  f njin  ibf  inlu 


.  prlrt". 
Ibf  inluJ 
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Down  too,  down  at  your  own  fireside. 
With  the  evil  tongue  and  the  evil 
ear,  sSo 

For  each  is  at  war  with  mankind  I 

rv 

I  wish  I  could  hear  again 

The  chivalrous  battle-song 

That  she  warbled  alone  in  her  Joy  I 

I  might  persuade  mvself  then 

She  woidd  not  do  herself  this  great 

wrong, 
To  take  a  wanton  dissolute  boy 
For  a  man  and  leader  of  men. 


Ah  Qod,  for  a  man  with  heart,  head, 

hand. 
Like  some  of  the  simple  great  ones 

gone  390 

For  ever  and  ever  by. 
One  still  strong  man  in  a  blatant  land, 
SYhatever  they  call  him — what  care 

It- 
Aristocrat,  democrat,  autocrat  —  one 
Who  can  rule  and  dare  not  lie  ! 

^  VI 

And  ah  for  a  man  to  arise  in  me, 
That  the  man  I  am  may  cease  to  be ! 

XI 

I 

O,  let  the  solid  ground 
Not  fail  beneath  my  feet 

Before  my  life  has  found  400 

What  some  have  found  so  sweet ! 

Then  let  come  what  come  may, 

What  matter  if  I  go  mad, 

I  shall  have  had  my  day. 

II 

Let  the  sweet  heavens  endure, 
Not  close  and  darken  above  me 

Before  I  am  quite  quite  sure 
That  there  is  one  to  love  me ! 

Then  let  come  what  come  may 

To  a  life  that  has  been  so  sad,       4x0 

I  shall  have  had  mv  dav. 

XII 

I 

Birds  in  the  higli  Hall  garden 
When  twilight  was  falling. 


Maud,  Maud,  Maud,  Maud, 
They  were  crying  and  calliu 


II 

Where  was  Maud  ?  in  our  wo( 
And  I  —  who  else? — was 
her, 

Gathering  woodland  lilies. 
Myriads  blow  together. 

in 

Birds  in  our  wood  sanr 
Ringing  thro'  the  T^leySk 

Maud  Is  here,  here,  here 
In  among  the  lilies. 

rv 

I  kiss*d  her  slender  hand, 
She  took  the  kiss  sedately ; 

^laud  is  not  seventeen. 
But  she  is  tall  and  stately. 


I  to  cry  out  on  pride 

Who  have  won  her  favor ! 
O,  Maud  were  sure  of  heaven 

If  lowliness  could  save  her ! 

VI 

I  know  the  way  she  went 
Home  with  her  maiden  posy 

For  her  feet  have  touched  the 
dows 
And  left  the  daisies  rosv. 

VII 

Birds  in  the  high  Hall-garden 
Were  crying  and  calling  to  ] 

Where  is  Maud,  Maud.  Maud 
One  is  come  to  woo  her. 

vin 

Look,  a  horse  at  the  door. 

And  little   King   Charley 
ing! 
Go  back,  my  lord,  across  the  i 

You  are  not  her  darling. 

XIII 


Scom'd,  to  be  scom*d  by  one 

scorn. 
Is  that  a  matter  to  make  me  fret 
That  a  calamity  hard  to  be  lx>ni 
Well,  he  may  live  to  hate  me  yc 


ifm,  I  WM  croailng  bis  lands ; 
d  oa  tin  p«U>  a  little  aside :  ,y, 
1,  M I  gnnt.  In  B^iUt  of  apite. 
— -■  •-• 1 s,  rod  and 


to. 


•  w»B  hamming  a 


i  tfan  witti  ■  riding-whip 
?y  a^rplDf  a  giomj  boot. 
tt1ii(  k  ooutamelioiu  lip, 
ilicd  me  f  rum  head  to  foot 
■tonjr  Britlah  >tan!. 

ui 
ta  ho  iMttt  in  bU  fathc^R  chair  I 
d  ■■■■  iMTcr  comes  to  his  plac« ; 

1   to  be 


Ij  oaee.  In  the  Tillage  streat. 
*r.  I  cKu^l  a  glimpse  ot  bis 

OM  wolf  aod  a  lean. 
y.  Bov.  -would  I  call  bim  a 

m,  peftapi,  aa  a  child  of  deceit, 
Igbt  bj  a  true  desmot  be  ud- 

lud  ia  ■#  tma  aa  Uaud  Is  sweet, 
tMOf  ber  •wwUeaa  onlr  due 
MMlar  btood  bj  ibe  other  aide : 
■fevkw  boeo  a  thing  complete. 
V*Be«Mlobe«>ami>(r 
Irvllkoiil,  fUthful  within.  4^° 
■  btaa  la  nothing  akin. 


wafai 
IMS* 


V  antic  grace 
iTttaschMof  b 


bw  mother, 


Jyth        _ 

U0  whole  inherited  idn 
I  hog*  scapegoat  of  the  race. 
apoa  lb*  bratfaer. 


iK£i£^:: 


Mnnd  has  a  cnidcn  of  mam 

A.Dd  lilies  fur  ou  h  lawn ;  «* 

There  shu  wallc*  iu  ber  mate 

And  tends  upon  bed  and  bow«r. 

And  thither  1  cllmb'd  at  dawn 

And  stood  b;  her  garden-gate. 

A  lion  ramps  at  the  top, 

He  ia  olaspt  bj  a  pawion-flower. 

II 

Maud's  own  little  onkroom— 
Which  Uaud.  like  a  precious  atona 
Bet  in  the  heart  of  the  cnrTcn  gloom. 
Lights  with  herself,  when  (ilono      pm 
6be  sita  by  tier  mutilc  ami  books 
And  her  brother  lingers  late 
With  a  roistering  coratMor— looks 
Upon  Uaud'a  own  gaiden-galo: 
And  I  thought  as  I  stood,  if  ahand,  aa 

while 
As  oceoii-foam  in  the  mooc,  were  laid 
Od  tho  hanp  of  tho  window,  aod  tay 

Delight 
Hod  a  sudden  d(.-sire,  like  a  glorious 

ghost,  to  glide. 
Like  a  beam  ot  the  seventh  heaven, 

down  to  mj  side, 
Thera  were  but  a  alep  to  be  mode,  jta 

ni 


I  I  thought  that  she  cared  for 


I  beard  no  sound  where  1  stood 
But  the  rivulet  on  from  ihe  lawn 
Running  down  to  mv  own  ilnrk  w™«l. 
Ur  the  Tolcp  of  the  loug  sea-waTii  at 

it  sweli'd 
Now  aiKl  then  in  tbr  illm-Kmy  ilnwn  ; 
But  I  look'd.  and  round,  all  round  tho 

bouse  I  tielield  jii 

Tho  death-white  rurlaiii  drawn, 
Felt  a  horror  ovit  me  cni-p, 
Prickle  mf  skin  and  catch  my  broiih 
Knew  that  the  death-wbtte  curtain 

meant  hut  sleep. 
Tet  I  ahudder'd  and  thought  UV,d  a 

f  od  of  the  ileep  ot  ^xtHn. 
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XV 

So  dark  a  mind  within  me  dwells. 

And  I  make  myself  such  evil  cheer. 
That  if  /  be  dear  to  some  one  else. 
Then  some  one  else  may  have  much 
to  fear ;  530 

But  if  /be  dear  to  some  one  else. 
Then  I  should  be  to  myself  more 
dear. 
Shall  I  not  take  care  of  all  that  I 

think. 
Yea,  even  of  wretched  meat  and  drink, 
If  1  be  dear, 
If  I  be  dear  to  some  one  else  ? 

« 

XVI 

I 

This  lump  of  earth  has  left  his  estate 
The  lighter  by  the  loss  of  his  weight ; 
And  so  that  he  find  what  he  went  to 

seek. 
And  fulsome  pleasure  clog  him,  and 

drown  540 

His  heart  in  the  gross  mud-honey  of 

town, 
He  may  stay  for  a  year  who  has  gone 

for  a  week. 
But    this  is  tlie   day   when   I   must 

sp<*ak. 
And  I  st^e  my  Oroad  coming  down, 
O.  this  is  tli<"  day  ! 

0  beautiful  creature,  what  am  I 
That  I  dare  to  look  her  way  ? 
Think  I  may  hold  dominion  sweet, 
LoRi  of  the  pulse  that  is  lord  of  her 

breast. 
And  dream  of  her  beauty  with  tender 

dread.  55° 

From  tlie  delicate  Arab  arch  of  her 

fi>et 
To  the  irrace  that,  bright  and  light  as 

tiie  cn.'st 
Of  a  peaco<^'k.  sits  on  her  shining  head. 
And   she  knows   it    not — O,    if   she 

knew  it. 
To  know  her  beautv  might  half  undo 

it! 

1  know  it  the  one  bright  thing  to 

save 
My  yet  young  life  in  the  wilds  of 

Time. 
Perhaps  from  madness,  perhaps  from 

crime. 
Perhaps  from  a  selfish  grave. 


n 

What,  if  she  be  fasten'd  to  tib 

lord. 
Dare  I  bid  her  abide  by  her  wo 
Should  I  love  her  so  well  if  she 
Had  given  her  word  to  a  thing  s 
Shall  I  love  her  as  well  if  she 
Can  break  her  woid  were  it  e^ 

me? 
I  trust  that  it  is  not  so. 

Ill 

Catch  not  my  breath,  O  chu 

heart. 
Let  not  my  tongue  be  a  thrall 

eye. 
For  I  must  tell  her  before  we  p 
I  must  tell  her,  or  die. 

XVII 

Gro  not,  happy  day. 

From  the  shining  fields, 
Go  not,  happy  day. 

Till  the  maiden  yields. 
Rosy  is  the  West, 

Rosy  is  the  South, 
Roses  are  her  cheeks, 

And  a  rose  her  mouth. 
When  the  happy  Yes 

Falters  from  her  lips. 
Pass  and  blush  the  news 

Over  glowing  sliips; 
Over  blowing  seas. 

Over  seas  at  rest. 
Pass  the  happv  news. 

Blush  it  thro"  the  West; 
Till  the  red  man  dunce 

By  his  re<l  cedar-tree, 
Aiui  the  hmI  man's  babe 

Leap,  beyond  the  sea. 
Blush  from  West  to  East. 

Blush  from  East  to  West 
Till  the  West  is  East. 

Blush  it  thro*  the  West 
Rosy  is  the  West, 

R<>sv  is  the  South, 
Roses  are  her  cheeks. 

And  a  rose  her  mouth. 

XVIII 

I 

I   have  led  her  home,  my  lo 

only  friend. 
There  is  none  like  her,  none. 


MAUD 
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cr  jet  lo  warmly  isn  my 

Kid 

itXft  on  and  on 

itaelf  to  the  long-wiah'd-for 

i, 

be  banka^  doae  on  the  pro- 
sed good. 

n 

i  her,  none. 

thediT-tonraed  Uurel^  pat- 
tDfftaik 

er  ucht  foot  along  the  garden 
Ilk. 

ok  mj  heart  to  think  she 
inea  onoe  more. 
I  thai  I  heard  her  cloee  the 
or: 

ga  of  heaven  are  closed,  and 
e  ia  gone.  610 

III 

none  like  her,  none, 

he  when  our  summers  ha  re 


ou  sighiDGT  for  I^cbanon 

Dg  breeze  that  streams  to  thy 

licious  East, 

for  Lebanon, 

lar,  tho*  tliy  limbs  liave  here 


Mstoral  slope  as  fair, 
kini?  to  the  South  and  fed 
ley'd  rain  and  deli(»te  air. 
nifd  by  the  starry  head      6ao 
rliQee  gentle  will  has  changed 
r  fate; 

de  my  life  a  perfumed  altar- 
one: 

(T  whom  thy  darkness  must 
iTe  spread 

rh  delight  as  theirs  of  old,  thy 
vat 
lert  of  the  Uiomless  ganlen. 


ing  the  snow-limb'd  Eve  from 
bom  she  came? 

IV 

ill   I   lie,   while    these    long 

naehes  sway, 

I  fair  stars  that  crown  a  happv 

n  out  as  if  at  merry  play, 
I  ao  more  so  all  forlorn        630 
I  it  aeem'd  far  better  to  be  born 


To  labor   and  the  mattock-harden'd 

hand 
Than  nursed  at  ease  and  brought  to 

understand 
A  sad  astrology,  the  boundless  plan 
That  makes  you  tyrants  in  your  iron 

skies. 
Innumerable,  pitiless,  passionless  eyes. 
Cold  fires,  yet  with  power  to  bum  and 

brand 
Hia  nothingness  into  man. 


But  now  shine  on,  and  what  care  I, 
Who  in  this  stormy  gulf  have  found 

a  pearl  640 

Theoounterdiarmof  space  and  hollow 

sky. 
And  do  accept  my  madness,  and  would 

die 
To  save  from  some  slight  shame  one 

simple  girl?—*- 

VI 

Would  die,  for  sullen-seeming  Death 

may  give 
More    life  to   Love  than   ia  or  ever 

was 
In  our  low  world,  wliere  yc?t  *t  is  sweet 

to  live. 
Let  no  one  ask  me  how  it  came  to 

pass: 
It  seems  that  I  am  happy,  that  to 

mc 
A  livelier    emeniUl    twinkles  in   the 

grass,  649 

A  purer  sapphire  melts  into  the  sea. 

VII 

Not   die,    but   live   a    life  of    truest 

breath. 
And  t4>a('h  true  life  to  fight  with  mur 

till  wnmtrs. 
(),    why   sli<>uhl    Love,    like  men   in 

(Irinkini:  s<>iiir>«. 
Spice  his  fair  huiuiuct  with  the  dust 

of  death  ? 
Make  answer.  Maud  my  blis<. 
Maud   made   mv  Maud  hv  that  long 

lovinir  kiss. 
Life  uf  mv  life,  wilt  thou  not  answer 

this? 
'  Tlie  dusky  strand  of  IVath  inwoven 

hi're 
With  dear   Love's  tie,   makes   Love 

himself  more  dear.* 
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vin 

Is  that  enchanted  moan  only  the  swell 
Of  the  long  waves  that  roll  in  yonder 

bay?  66i 

And  hark  the  clock  within,  the  silver 

knell 
Of  twelve  sweet  hours  that  past  in 

bridal  white. 
And  died  to  live,  long  as  my  pulses 

play; 
But  now  by  this  my  love  has  closed 

her  sight 
And  given  false  death  her  hand,  and 

stolen  away 
To  dreamful   wastes  where    footless 

fancies  dwell 
Among  the  fragments  of  the  golden 

day. 

May  nothing  there  her  maiden  grace 

affright ! 
Dear  heart,  I  feel  with  thee  the  drowsy 

spell.  670 

My  bride  to  be,  my  evermore  delight, 
My  own  heart's  heart,  my  ownestown, 

farewell ; 
It  is  but  for  a  little  space  I  go. 
And  ye  meanwhile  far  over  moor  and 

fell 
Beat  to  the  noiseless  music  of  the  night  I 
Has  our  whole  earth  gone  nearer  to 

the  glow 
Of  your  soft  splendors  that  you  look 

so  bright  ? 
/  have   climb'd  nearer  out  of  lonelv 

hell. 
Beat,  happy  stars,  timing  with  things 

below, 
Beat  with  my  heart  more  blest  than 

heart  can  tell,  680 

Blest,  but  for  some  dark  undercurrent 

woe 
That  seems  to  dmw  —  but  it  shall  not 

be  so; 
Let  all  be  well,  be  well. 

XIX 


Her  brother  is  cominir  back  to-night. 
Breaking  up  my  dream  of  delight. 

II 

My  dream  ?  do  I  dn-am  of  blis.*;  ? 
1  have  walk'd  awake  with  Truth. 
O,  when  did  a  morning  shine 
So  rich  in  atonement  as  this 


For  my  dark-dawning  youth,  i| 

Darkened  watching  a  mother  dedine 
And  that  dead  man  at  her  heart  n 

mine; 
For  who  was  left  to  watch  her  but  I 
Yet  80  did  I  let  my  freshness  die. 

m 

I  trust  that  I  did  not  talk 

To  gentle  Maud  in  our  walk  — 

For  often  in  lonely  wanderings 

I  have  cursed  him  even  to  lifela 

things — 
But  I  trust  that  I  did  not  talk, 
Not  touch  on  her  father's  sin.  jt 

I  am  sure  I  did  but  speak 
Of  my  mother's  faded  cheek 
When  it  slowly  grew  so  thin 
That  I  felt  she  was  slowly  dyinff 
Yext  with  lawyers  and  liarass'a  wit 

debt; 
For  how  often  I  caught  her  with  ejt 

all  wet, 
Shaking  her  bead  at  her  son  and  sigl 

ing 
A  world  of  trouble  within ! 

IV 

And  Maud  too,  Maud  was  moved 
To  speak  of  the  mother  she  loved    71 
As  one  scarce  less  forlorn. 
Dying  abroad  and  it  seems  apart 
From  him  who  had  ceased  to  shai 

her  heart, 
And  ever  mourning  over  the  feud. 
The  household  Fury  sprinkled  wit 

blood 
By  which  our  houses  are  torn. 
How  stmnge  was  what  she  said. 
When  only  ^Inud  and  the  brother 
Hung  over  her  dying  bed  — 
That  Maud's  dark  father  and  mine  71 
Had  hound  us  one  to  the  other. 
Betrothed  us  over  their  wine. 
On  the  day  when  Maud  was  bom ; 
Stml'd  her  mine  from  her  first  8we€ 

breath  I 
Mine,  mine  bv  a  right,  from  birth  ti' 

death :" 
Mine,  mine  —  our  fathers  have  sworn 

V 

Rut  the  true  blood  spilt  had  in  it  ahet 
To  dissolve  tlie  precious  seal  on  a  bon< 
That,  if  left  uncancell'd,  had  been  i 
sweet ; 
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A>i  H'  tne  ^jf  us  thought  of  a  something 

lnymnl.  730 

A  d*<^ir«.'  Tluit  uwuke  in  the  heart  of 

the  « hil<l, 

^    Ai   it    Wire    a   duty    douc    to    the 

7    '  »■  friiMids  for  her  sake,  to  be  rcc- 

■  kZiciliMl : 
K:/:    I    w:ls   ruriiing   them   and    my 

di^im, 
\-  i  It  tMiii;  :i  dangerous  thought  run 

•^:.!:     '.ficn  ahro:id  in   tJic   fnigraiit 

;:l(Mtni 
•  ••  f.  p  i::n  <-hurrhi"5 —  I  sim*  Ikt  thiTr. 
:    -Ttii  Kiiirlisli  lily,  bn-aihingaprayrr 
!■■  it-  frit-ndi*.  to  Ix*  nTOUriled  I 


\ 


i 


VI 

R/.  Thi.-ri  what  a  flint  i»<  h^!  74" 

A*Mi.l.  :it  Florein-*'.  at  Konir. 
!    lr.:i{  uhf'iicvcr  shi*  lourh'd  on  me 
T:.!-  ]•:'■: hiT  had  lauirh'd  her  down. 
Ai.  1  ;T  li-t.  \vh<'n  (-arh  ranir  h<inir, 
:!■  :..v'.  •hirkm'd  IiiTd  a  fmwn. 
.  :.■  r.  :iiid  f«irbid  Iht  !•»  spi-uk 
:.i-      li»  r    tii'!id  nf  thi-   years  bo- 

.■■  :  'ii.^  w:»>  whii*  had  reihli-nM  Iht 

■  i.fi  k 
■\  .■ :;  1  li.  .-A  •!  U)  Iht  on  iln-  iiiimr, 

VM 

y  ■  M.i  =  :d     illli'i'  ii-»f  bllti'l  ::  . 

':.•   r'.i'.il:^  '.t  liis  li.  ;iM  ;ind  niinil. 
-  •  ■  -ijf  i;i!i*i'iT  Iput  li»M-  iiirii. 
■  -.I.'*  hi-  in  piiiL'li  liii*  kin«I. 
■\  i-}i«  —  im-  t'l  :i|ipriiv«-  iiiin, 
••  il-.  IIP-,  u  Inn  -h"  lay 
"    -.    -'ji -■.  'A  iMi  a  fi- ii"  «»t"  uiT"^-. 
.    i'   I.--  !•  !T   lii<.  win--  :inil  Ii«ir-i-  :iii'! 

j.l.iv. 
" ."   ■■'.  •'!   Ij- r.  re,»il  i(.  InT.   iiiu'ht   a:i'i 

'l.r. 
\  ■!  •<  :.:«■!  li'T  lik«-  a  risii-* . 

vni 

K"  -i  '  >•■;•  Mif  d-a'h  1-i  1  d'-ip- 
-■.  .f     :  '■>  thi-  h'ir  ••!  lh<    '.:.ir 
;     .  _'li     i:'  kiiiij  •  \  •  •  I  k:i'i\s 
'•     .  I-  ;■"  >'*.'A  a  J  ti:.-'  in*    i':  '  lii>. 
.  ..  i*  il-    ;■'•»•<  aL::i:i.-'  in--  ■>•  =  .' 
.-;     ■!  •  '  >I  1  id  V  thif  -A'  :•■  r  ■■■  :i:ii  =  -- 
A-ii.  :     .jh  but  ki:-l  :   w  iiy,  li  :  i"    :■ 

r'-.'f  bhull  t.o'.  Maud  liiiVf  Ikt  will  '.' 


IX 

For.  Maud,  so  tender  and  true. 
As  long  as  my  life  endures 
I  leel  1  shall  owe  vou  a  tlebt 
That  I  never  can  hoju*  to  pay  ; 
And  if  ever  I  shouhl  forget 
That  I  owe  this  debt  lo  vou 
And  for  your  sweet  sake  to  yours. 
(),  then,  \vhat  then  shall  1  say  ?  — 
If  ever  I  fi/fuhl  forget, 
,May  (.i«kI  make  m**  more  wit'tt-hwl 
Than  ever  1  have  been  yet ! 

X 

So  now  T  liave  sworn  to  bury 

All  this  dead  Ixxlv  of  hate, 

1  feel  so  free  an<l  so  elear 

Mv  the  loss  of  that  <lead  weight. 

That    I   should  grow   liglit-heiide< 

f«*ar. 
Fantasti<'ally  merry. 
Hut    that    h(  r  brother  eomes.  lik 

blii:ht 
<  >n  my  fre-^h  hope,  to  the  Hall  t<vni^ 

XX 


Strati !•■••.  thai  I  f<ll  so  iray. 
Miaii::t'.  iliat  /  trii  il  lu  day 
'I'lj  In  jiiil*-  Iht  iih  lainlmly  : 
Til-    Mlll;in.  a**  \M'  !i:i!lir  llill)  — 

sin-  iliij  Mi»f  w  i>li  li»  M:i!iH"  him -- 
IJiil  111-  \i\1  Iht  ami  |M:pl<\i  Iht 
Willi  hi^  wi.rMh   i:i!k  iiml  f.illv. 

• 

W.i-*  it  !!•  !itlc  ti>  n  pr"'\  1-  Iht 
K"  ■!•  -:*  .iliriLT  «'u:  ••!  \  i<  w 
I-'r-  -ni  :i  lit 'li-  l:t/\   l'i\  I  r 
Wli.i  III.'  I  iMii:,-  \\'  ••  :.-  hi-  ilii."  V 
<  h-  !i-r  I  l,ill;:i.   hi-.  1  i»-  -  .  ^ 

15'.     ?l|i-   •■!   i-l-  I--  .  .'■   ||.   '     !■:!.'!'  r-. 

N.i\  .  I  !.'■  I'!  :i:  1  '  >-  I  ■!  1 1'  r  -i'  -  -"m  - 
N-.w    I   k I  ..■.'.    ||.  !   |.  .•  ::•.  ■  \... 

I'  ■■•■    ^li-:.'.;  .-'.  ....  '•  =  .  ■'..  . 
Til'-  I.:.'-  •    I  .:    ..■.-:  ■     • 
i  'r  !!i-    ':■■  ;.  :i-  ■:     :: 

{:■  'ii-   ■■.■■■.'■,.    ■ 

)■■■■:   :  ■■•■    ■       ■   ,■    ■  ■     ■    ' 

'n.  il-  :i.  ■:.  ':■  ■    M  .•:■:    ■       ":,■  r 


li-r  •■■  :■.••■■    •  .  ■■:    .'  •    ■  • 
M:..-  1.  .;    :   .    -..  ,  ,    ...    ■. 

.\   .!  .■    !   !        •  ■   .    .:      ■  ■  ; 
'I'm  hai:  'il'   -'i  ;!i'  .iiiL-  :■■  .ir 
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And  Maud  will  wear  her  jewels, 
And  the  bird  of  prey  will  hover, 
And  the  titmouse  hope  to  win  her 
With  his  chirrup  at  her  ear. 

in 

A  grand  political  dinner 

To  the  men  of  many  acres, 

A  ^thering  of  the  Tory, 

A  dinner  and  then  a  dance  820 

For  the  maids  and  marriage-makers, 

And  ever}'  eye  but  mine  will  glance 

At  Maud  in  all  her  glory. 

IV 

For  I  am  not  invited. 

But,  with  the  Sultan's  pardon, 

I  am  all  as  well  delighted, 

For  I  know  her  own  rose-garden, 

And  mean  to  linger  in  it 

Till  the  dancing  will  be  over ; 

And  then,  O,  then,  come  out  to  me  830 

For  a  minute,  but  for  a  minute, 

Come  out  to  your  own  true  lover, 

That  vour  true  lover  mav  see 

Your  glory  also,  and  render 

All  homage  to  his  own  darling. 

Queen  Maud  in  all  her  splendor. 

XXI 

Rivulet  crossing  my  ground. 

And    bringing    me    down    from    the 

Hall 
This  gardon-rose  that  I  found, 
Forgetful  of  Maud  and  me.  840 

And  last  in  trouble  and  moving  round 
Here  at  the  head  of  a  tinkling  fall. 
And  trying  to  pass  to  tlie  sea  ; 
O  rivulet.  l)orn  at  thn  Hall, 
!My  Maud  has  sent  it  by  tlioe  — 
Ifl  reail  herswci^t  will  right  — 
On  a  blushing  mission  to  me. 
Saying  in  odor  antl  color,  'All.  be 
Among  the  roses  to-night.' 

XXII 


Come  into  the  garden.  Maud,  850 

For  the  black  bat.  niirht,  has  flown. 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone  ; 

A.nd  the  wo<Mibine  spices  are  wafte<l 
abroad, 
And  the  musk  of  the  rose  is  blown. 


II 

For  a  breeze  of  morning  move 
And  the  planet  of  Love  is  01 
Beginning  to  faint  in  the  lig 
she  loves 
On  a  bed  of  daffodil  sky. 
To  faint  in  the  light  of  the  1 
loves. 
To  faint  in  his  light,  and  to  • 

m 

All  night  have  the  roses  heard 
The  flute,  violin,  bassoon ; 

All  night  has  the  casement  jei 
stirr*d 
To  the  dancers  dancing  in  ti 

Till  a  silence  fell  with  the  wakii 
And  a  hush  with  the  setting 

IV 

I  said  to  the  lily.  'There  is  bui 
With  whom  she  has  heart 

When  will  the  dancers  leave  hei 
She  is  weary  of  dance  and  p 

Now  half  to  the  setting  moon  ai 
And  Imlf  to  the  rising  day ; 

Low  on  the  sand  and  loud  on  tl 
The  last  wheel  echoes  away. 


I  said  to  the  rose,  '  The  brief  nig 
In  babble  and  revel  and  win 
O  yoiuig  lord-lover,  what  sij 
those. 
For  one  that  will  never  be  tl 
But  mine,  but  mine,'  so  I  si 
the  rost\ 
*  For  ever  and  ever,  mine.' 

VI 

And  the  soul  of  the  rose  went 
bloixl. 
As  the  music  dash'd  in  the  1 
And  long  by  the  garden  lake  I 
For  I  heard  your  rivulet  fall 
From  the  lake  to  the  meadow 
to  the  wood. 
Our  w(X)d,  that  is  dearer  tha 

VII 

From  the  meadow  vour  wall 
;  left  so  swei»t 

'      That  whenever  a  March-win 

lie  sets  the  jt'wel-print  of  you 
In  violets  blue  as  your  eyes, 


'T--  -h<'  wood;  liDll'iwfl  in  nhich  we  I  ^^ 

ui'-i-i  I  T\u-n:  hnn  fiilli'ii  ii  M|>Ioiu)kl  tear 

AihI  itif  vulli'VH  i>(  I^tnulist:.  ^      Fniiu    llxr    jmshjoii  -  tluucr   at    tl 

^'"'  I  Sill-  in  iiiniiiiK.  iHV  ilnvi',  nij-  ilnir.  •, 

T»  -'..  ri.|.  r  a.-ii.i!i  wniiUi  mrt  slmkc  ««■  in  ifiiiiliifr.  wv  liti-.  iiiv  fine. 

••i.-  ',-'i>^'niilkl>l<«>iii<m  tli.-tnv:  'Hii-  nil  n>si-  rriv*.   -She  h  iiiiir,  hI 
Tt-    Bititr  lukL'-t>](>KM>iii  fi-ll  iulo  lUc  UiivHn' 

Uki-  Ami  Ihc  wlilti-  nvd'  wii'itrt,    Shu 

'tl--  (linipi'nii'l  iliiKiil  cm  ilii-  Int:  l»ii':' 

!i>- ni-d- wiisuwuki' ull  uIkIiI  I"'  '^'"^    ltirks)>iir    listi-iiit,     'I     liciir, 
v.iirsuk.-.  iHiir;" 

A  Ins  yiiiir  iinmiiiH.-  In  iix' :  Ami  Ihc  lily  wIiIsihts,  '  I  witit' 

T^  ...i'-'  inn)  ril-H-S  WI'IVUII  HWItkl'.  v°<>  '■ 

■y  •JL.'hM  for  tin;  il:iwti  iiuit  llio'. 
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PART  n 


'The  fault  was  mine,  the  fault  was 

mine'  — 
Why  am  I  sitting  here  so  stunned  and 

still. 
Plucking  the  harmless  wild-flower  on 

the  hill?  — 
It  is  this  guilty  hand ! — 
And  there   rises   ever   a   passionate 

cry 
From  underneath  in   the  darkening 

land  — 
What  is  it.  that  has  been  done  ? 
O  dawn  of  Eden  bright  over  earth 

and  sky. 
The  fires  of  hell  brake  out  of  thy  ris- 
ing sun. 
The  flres  of  hell  and  of  hate ;  10 

For  she.  sweet  soul,  had  hardly  spoken 

a  word, 
When  her  brother  ran  in  Lis  rage  to 

the  gate. 
He  came  with  the  babe- faced  lord, 
Heap'd  on  her  terms  of  disgrace ; 
And  while  she  wept,  and  1  strove  to 

be  cool, 
He  fiercely  gave  me  the  lie, 
Till  I  with  as  fierce  an  anger  spoke, 
And  he  struck  me,  madman,  over  the 

face. 
Struck  me  before  the  languid  fool, 
Who  was  gaping  and  grinning  by ;  20 
Struck  for  himself  an  evil  stroke. 
Wrought  for  his  house  an  irredeem- 
able woe. 
For  front  to  front  in  an  hour  we  stmxl. 
And    a    million    horrible    bellowing 

echoes  broke 
From   the   re<l-ribb'd   hollow   behind 

the  wood, 
And   thunder'd  up  into  heaven   the 

Christless  co<le 
That  must  have  life  for  a  blow. 
Ever  and  ever  afresh  they  seem'd  to 

grow. 
Was  it  he  lay  there  with  a  fading 

eye? 
'The  fault  was  mine,'  he  whisperM. 

*fly!*  30 

Then  glided  out  of  the  joyous  wood 
The  ghastly  Wraith   of  one  that    I 

know, 


And  there  rang  on  a  sodden  a 

sionate  cry, 
A  cry  for  a  brother's  blood ; 
It  will  ring  in  my  heart  and  my  < 

tiU  Idie,  till  I  die. 

n 

Is  it  gone  ?  my  pulses  best — 
What  was  it  ?  a  lying  trick  of 

brahi? 
Yet  I  thought  I  saw  her  stand, 
A  shadow  Siere  at  my  feet. 
High  over  the  shadowy  land. 
It  Is  gone ;  and  the  heayens  fall 

gentle  rain. 
When  they  should  burst  and  dx 

with  deluging  storms 
The  feeble  yassSs  of  wine  and  s; 

and  lust, 
The  little  hearts  that  know  not 

to  forgive. 
Arise,  my  God,  and  strike,  for 

hold  Thee  just. 
Strike  dead  the  whole  weak  rac 

venomous  worms, 
That   sting  each  other  here  in 

dust; 
We  are  not  worthy  to  live. 

II 

I 

See  what  a  lovely  shell. 
Small  and  pure  as  a  pearl. 
Lying  close  to  my  foot, 
Fniil,  but  a  work  divine, 
Made  so  f airily  well 
With  delicate  spire  and  whorl. 
How  exquisitely  minute, 
A  miracle  of  design ! 

II 

What  is  it  ?  a  learned  man 
Could  give  it  a  clumsy  name. 
Let  him  name  it  who  can. 
The  beauty  would  be  the  same. 

Ill 

The  tiny  cell  is  forlorn. 
Void  of  the  little  living  will 
That  made  it  stir  on  the  shore. 
Did  he  stand  at  the  diamond  door 
Of  his  house  in  a  rainbow  frili  **. 
Did  he  push,  when  he  was  uncurl' 
A  golden  foot  or  a  fairy  horn 
Thro'  his  dim  water- world  ? 
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IT 

e  crush'd  with  a  tap 

sr-nail  on  the  sand,  70 

a  woi^  divine, 

»f  force  to  withstand, 

year,  the  shock 

'seas  that  snap 

.acker's  oaken  spine 

e  ledges  of  rock, 

*  Breton  strand  ! 


80 


Briton:  here 
wreck'd  man  on  a  coast 
fable  and  fear  — 
ith  a  flitting  to  and  fro, 
i  hard  mechanic  gliost 

came  from  on  high 
rose  from  Wow. 
moves    with    the    moving 

tg  the  land  and  the  main  — 
(lit  look  like  Maud? 
overawed 
cannot  but  know 
bom  of  the  l)niin? 


90 


have 


ICO 


VI 

the  Breton  coast, 
tmrOess  fear, 

•  «lark  jica  line 
thinking    of    all    I 

ir  vexes  rnv  ear, 
I^iiiK-t  h  is  miue 

vrr 

a  mejisurele<*s  ill. 
for  ever,  to  part  — 
If  wouhi  lovr  me  still 
iT,  i>  (J<Mi.  a*^  she 
in  of  lovr  ftr  nie, 

•  «l«)nbt,  no  il'>iibt, 
^'  in  niv  «iark  heart, 
■Tiiry.  a  sjuirk  of  will 
ranipleii  out. 


VI  n 

lat  the  mind,  when  fniu;:lit 
•*ion  S4>  intmsr 
think  that  it  wrll 
V  n  all  Wiv  in  tli<'  ryi-.  — 
tiouM.    by    iK'iiiLT   >><»   •»\.r- 
iirht,  ii>> 

irike  on  a  «harp«  r  srn^r 
,  or  a  flower,  littlr  thinirs 


Which  else  would  have  been  past  by' 

And  now  I  remember,  I, 

When  he  lay  dying  there, 

I  noticed  one  of  his  many  rings  — 

For  he  had  many,  poor  worm  —  and 

thought. 
It  is  his  mother's  hair. 

IX 

Who  knows  if  he  be  dead  ? 

Whether  I  need  have  fled  ?  » 

Am  I  guilty  of  blood  ? 

However  this  may  be, 

Comfort  her,  comfort  her,  all  things 

good, 
While  1  am  over  the  sea ! 
Let  me  and  my  passionate  love  go 

by, 
Hut  speak  to  her  all  things  holy  and 

high. 
Whatever  happen  to  me  ! 
Me  and  my  harmful  love  go  by ; 
But  come   to  her  waking,    find  her 

asU*ep. 
Powers  of  the  height,  Powers  of  the 

deep,  130 

Anil  com  tort  her  tho'  I  die  I 

III 

Conraire.  p(H)r  heart  of  stone! 

I  will  not  ask  thee  whv 

Thou  canst  not  understand 

That  thoM  art  left  for  ever  ah'nie  : 

Courairc.  ])oor  stu]>id  heart  of  stone  I  — 

Or  if  1  ask  thre  why. 

Care  not  thou  to  rei)ly : 

She  is  but  dead,  and   the   time  is  at 

hand 
When  thou  .shalt  more  than  die.        14c 


IV 


()  that  't  were  possihlr 

.\fter  lonir  L'^rief  and  pain 

To  tind  the  anus  •»!  my  true  love 

Hound  me  umt'  aLiain  I 

11 

\Vh»'n  I  wMs  Wont  to  meet  her 

In  th«-  sjlmt  w  Mixiy  pla<  •  s 

liy  the  h(»mi-  tli.it  is.wc  me  Mrth. 

We  sto<)<l  tranefd  in  lonir  embraces 

Mixt  \%ith  kiss«  s  swert'T,  sweeter 

TlMin  anything  on  earth  i^c 
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lU 

A  shadow  flits  before  me, 

Not  thou,  but  Hke  to  thee. 

Ah,  Christ,  that  it  were  possible 

For  one  short  hour  to  see 

The  souls  we  loved,  that  they  might 

tell  us 
What  and  where  they  be  I 

IV 

It  leads  me  forth  at  evening. 

It  lightly  winds  and  steals 

In  a  cold  white  robe  before  me. 

When  all  my  spirit  reels  160 

At  tlie  shouts,  the  leagues  of  lights, 

And  the  roaring  of  the  wheels. 


Half  the  night  I  waste  in  sighs, 
Half  in  dreams  I  sorrow  after 
The  delight  of  early  skies ; 
In  a  wakeful  doze  I  sorrow 
For  the  hand,  the  lips,  the  eyes. 
For  the  meeting  of  the  morrow. 
The  delight  of  Lappy  laughter. 
The  delight  of  low  R'j)lies.  170 

VI 

*T  is  a  morning  pure  and  sweet, 
And  a  dewy  splendor  falls 
On  the  little  tiower  that  clings 
To  the  turrets  and  the  walls : 
'Tis  a  morning  i)ure  and  sweet, 
Anil  the  light  and  shadow  fleet. 
She  is  walking  in  the  meadow. 
And  the  woodland  echo  rings  ; 
In  A  moment  we  shall  mwt. 
She  is  singing  in  the  meadow,  180 

And  the  rivulet  at  her  feet 
Ripples  on  in  liirht  and  shadow 
To  the  ballad  that  she  sings. 

vir 

Do  I  hear  her  sing  as  of  old, 
My  bird  with  the  shining  head. 
My  own  dove  with  the  t4'nder  eye  ? 
But  there  rings  on  a  suiiden  a  passion- 
ate erv. 
There  is  some  one  dvinir  or  dead, 
And  a  sullen  thunder  is  roll'd  ; 
For  a  tumult  sliakes  the  city.  i<y> 

An<l  I  wake,  my  dream  is  tied. 
In  the  shuddering  dawn,  behold. 
Without  knowledge,  without  pity. 
By  the  curtains  oif  my  bed 
That  abiding  plmntoin  cold  1 


vm 

Get  thee  hence,  nor  come  again. 
Mix  not  memoir  with  doubt. 
Pass,  thou  deathlike  type  of  pain. 
Pass  and  cease  to  move  about ! 
'T  is  the  blot  upon  the  brain 
That  mil  show  itself  without. 

IX 

Then  I  rise,  the  eave-drops  fall. 
And  the  yellow  vapors  choke 
The  great  city  sounding  wide ; 
The  day  comes,  a  dull  red  ball 
Wrapt  in  drifts  of  lurid  smoke 
On  the  misty  river-tide. 


Thro'  the  hubbub  of  the  market 
I  steal,  a  wasted  frame ; 
It  crosses  here,  it  crosses  there. 
Thro'  all  that  crowd  confused 

loud, 
The  shadow  still  the  same ; 
And  on  my  heavy  eyelids 
;  My  anguish  hangs  like  shame. 

XI 

Alas  for  her  that  met  me. 
That  heani  me  softly  call, 
Came  glimmering  thro'  the  laurel 
At  the  quiet  evenfall. 
In  the  garden  by  the  turrets 
Of  the  old  manorial  hall ! 

XII 

Would  the  happy  spirit  descend 
From  the  realms  of  light  and  son] 
In  the  chamber  or  the  street. 
As  she  hx^ks  among  the  blest, 
Sho\ild  I  fear  to  greet  my  friend 
Or  to  say  'Forgive  the  wrong.* 
Or  to  ask  her,  *  Take  me,  sweet, 
To  the  reirions  of  thv  rest '  ? 

XIH 

But  the  broad  light  glares  and  be 
j  And  the  shadow  flits  and  fleets 
!  And  will  not  let  me  be  ; 
I  And  I  loatlie  the  squares  and  stre 

And  the  faces  that  one  meets. 

Hearts  with  no  love  for  me. 

Always  I  long  to  creep 
I  Into  sc)me  still  cavern  deep. 

There    to     weep,    and     weep, 
weep 

My  whole  soul  out  to  thee. 
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1  a40 

ftj  hmt  li  a  handful  of  diut, 

be  vhecis  go  over  my  head, 

ay  bones  are  ahaken  with  pain, 

nto  a  ahallow  grare  they  are 

throaty 

a  yard  beneath  the  street, 

ttMB  hoofa  of  the  horBes  beat» 


oofa  of  the  horaea  beat, 
ato  my  acalp  and  my  brain, 
neTer  an  end  to  the  stream  of 

paaaingfeet, 

Bg,  honying,  marrying,  burying, 
V  and  mmole,  and  rmging  awl 

dataer «  951 

mn  beneath  it  is  all  as  bad. 
tboofbl  the  dead  had  peace,  but 

It  la  not  aa 
iTe  no  peace  in  the  grave,  is  that 

not  sad? 

ip  ami  clown  and  to  and  fro, 
about  mo  the  dead  men  fco  ; 
:ben  to  hour  a  dead  man  chatter 
>ugh  to  drive  one  mad. 

II 

chedest  age,  since  Time  Ix'gan, 
(mnnot  even  bury  a  man  ;        jf*o 
tho'    we  paid  our  tithes  in  the 

davs  that  are  gone, 
i  beil  was  rung,  not  a  prayer  was 

nad. 
hat  which  malccs  us  loud  in  tho 

world  of  the  dead ; 
*  is  none  that  does  his  work,  not 

one. 
uch  of  their  oflltxr  might  have 

sufBcred, 
the  churchmen   fain  would  kill 

their  cfaun*h. 
he    churches    have  kill'd  their 

Christ 

III 

Lhere  is  one  of  us  Robbing. 

mit  to  his  distrens : 

another,  a  loni  of   all   tbing^i, 

praying  270 

s  own  great  self,  as  I  gui«s ; 
another,  a  statesman  tlicrc,  be- 

tiaying 


His  party-secret^  fool,  to  the  press ; 
And  yonder  a  vile  physician,  blabbing 
The  case  of  his  patient  ~  all  for  whatl 
To  tickle  the  maggot  bom  in  an  emp^ 

head. 
And  wheedle  a  world  that  lovea  him 

not. 
For  it  is  but  a  world  of  the  dead. 

IV 

Nothing  but  idiot  gabble  1 

For  the  prophecy  given  of  old         «8c 

And  then  not  understood. 

Has  come  to  pass  as  foretold ; 

Not  let  any  man  think  for  the  public 

good, 
But  babble,  merely  for  babble. 
For  I  never  whisper'd  a  private  affair 
Within  the  hearing  of  cat  or  mouse. 
No,  not  to  myself  in  the  closet  alone. 
But  I  heard  it  shouted  at  once  from 

the  top  of  the  house  ; 
Kverythinff  came  to  be  known. 
Who  told  nim  we  were  there  T         990 


Not  that  pray  old  wolf,  for  he  came 

not  bark 
From  the  wihlerness.  full  of  wolves, 

where  he  us<-(l  to  lie ; 
He  has  gathered   the    bones  for  his 

o*erpt)wn  whelp  to  crack  — 
Crack  them  now    for  yourself,   and 

howl,  and  die. 

VI 

Pronhet,  curse  me  the  blabbini;  lip. 
Ami  curse  me  the  Hritish  vermin,  the 

rat; 
I  know  not  wlwther  he  came  in  the 

Hanover  ship. 
But  I  know  that  he  Mi's  and  listens 

mute 
In  an  ancient  mansion's  ermnii's  mu'. 

holes. 
Ars<*nic,  ars<'ni<'.  sure.  wmiM  iId  it,  3.. 
Kxeept  that,  now  we  |N>isun  our  bubes, 

p(M>r  souls  ! 
It  is  all  used  up  for  that. 

vir 

Tell  him  now  :  shf  is  starulinir  here  at 

my  beat  I ; 
Not  bmutiful  now.  not  even  kind  ; 
He  may  take  h«T  now  ;  for  slie  never 

speaks  her  mind. 
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But  Is  ever  the  oae  thing  silent  here. 

She  is  not  i^aa,  as  I  divine  ; 

Slie  comeB  from  another  stiller  vorld 

of  the  (lead. 
Stiller,  not  fairer  tban  mine. 


But  I  know  where  a  garden  grows,  jm 
Fiiirer  than  aught  in  the  world  btside, 
All  mode  up  of  the  lily  and  rose 
That  blow  by  night,  when  the  season 

is  good, 
To  the  sound  of  dancing  muwc  and 

It  Is  only  flowers,  they  had  no  fruits, 
And  I  almost  fear  they  are  not  roses, 

but  blood ; 
For  the  keeper  was  one,  so  full  of 

He  linkt  a  dead  man  there  to  a  speC' 

tral  bride  : 
For  he.  if  he  had  not  been  a  Sultan  of 

brutes. 
Would  he  have  that  hole  in  his  side  T 


But  what  will  the  old  man  say  T      an 

He  laid  a  cruel  snare  in  a  pit 

To  catch  a  friend  of  mine  one  stormy 

Yet  now  I  eould  even  weep  to  thitik 

of  it; 
For  what  will  the  old  man  say 
When  lie  comes  to  tlie  second  corpse 

in  the  pit  1 


Friend,  lo  be  struck  by  the  public  foe. 
Then  to  xtrike  hin)  and  lay  him  low. 
That  were  a  public  merit,  far. 
AVhatever    the    (juaker   holds,    from 

Hut   the  red   life   spilt  tor  a  privule 

blow  — 
I  swear  to  you,  lawfii)  and  lawless 

Are  scan-ely  even  akin. 


0  me.  wliv  have  lliev  not  buriiMi  in( 

divi>enough?' 
lit  it  kind  to  liuve  made  me  a  grave  si 

miigh. 
Me.  that  was  ni-ver  a  quiet  sleeper  V 
Maybe  Mill  I  am  but  Imlt-deaii ; 
Theu  I  cannot  b«  wholly  dumb. 


I  will  cry  to  the  steps  ^O" 

And   somebody,    surely,  MM 

heart  will  come 
To  bury  me.  buiy  me 
Deeper,  ever  bo  Uttle  deeps. 

PAST  m 


Thro'  ceils  of  madness,  bsuiu 

ror  and  fear. 
That  I  come  to  be  gratelal  B 

a  little  thing 
My  mood  is  changed,  for  it 

time  of  year 
When  the  face  of  ni^t  is  fii 

dewy  downs. 
And  the  shining  daffodil  did 

Charioteer 
And  starry  Gemini  hanglikt 

Over  Orion's  grave  low  do* 

That  like  a  silent  lightning 

She  seeni'd  to  divide  in  a  dr 

a  band  of  the  blest. 
And  spoke  of  a  hope  for  the 

the  coming  wars  — 
'  Aud  in  that    hope,  dear 

trouble  have  rest. 
Knowing  I  tarry  for  thee,'  ar 

to  Mars 
As  he  glow'd  like  a  ruddy 

the  Lion's  breast. 


And  it  was  but  a  dream,  yet 

a  dear  delight 
To  have  look'd,  dio'  but  in 

upon  eyes  so  fair. 
That  had  been  in  a  weary ' 

one  thing  bright ; 
And  it  was  hut  a  dream,  yi 

en'd  my  despair 
When  I  thought  that  a  v 

arise  in  defence  of  the 
That   an    iron    tyrKimy   nc 

bend  or  cease. 
The  glory  of  manhood  stsi 

ancient  height. 
Nor  Britain's  one  sole  Ood  b 

lionalre. 


THE   BROOK 


«  bv  nil  iu  ail. 
MdPMoe 
^  OB  ha  putml  lilllock  n  lan^util 

ri  *»tob   bcr  Itnrvest   ripeu.   but 

bml  inLTiwH', 
W  th*  raBDOD'bullet  riut  on  a  sloth' 

tuliAofA 
id  tlM  (MbwRb  worca  ftcnxa  tbo 

ctiuum'*  throat 
ril  *lMke  [l«  UinMided  Uan  Iii  Itie 


ll  m  mooUii  nn  on  and  rumor  »f 

t  li  tlow.  It  la  tlDM>,  O  paaaional^ 

hMrt.'  Mid  I.  —  ,9 

r  I  dMTvd  la  11  csuM  Chat  1  felt  to 

be  pur*  uid  true.  — 
t  to  Htus,  O  paaaiouat«  heitrt  uid 

nocMdejre, 
H   old    h?atcrl<xl    moclc-diMase 

riuolddic' 
id  I  itoad  on  a  punt  deck  and  tnirt 

mj  bmth 
kh  a  lojal  people  ihouting  a  battle- 

try. 
n  I  HW  the  drenr;  phaDtom  nrl»e 

r  b)U)  lite  Norlb,  and  battlu,  and 


r  aUy,  lo  1  wake  I 


the 


1  tt  to 

Ual 
ft  tua  tfaat  haa  lost  fur  a  little  her 

Inatofgold, 
i  k>*e  of  a  pcaco  that  wna  full  of 

wrou^  aind  shatnps.  ^a 

rribie.  hatdul.   umuuItdui.   nut  to 

\ieUM: 
i  hall  «uv  more  to  the  banner  of 

b«UlD  unroil'd  I 
f  manj  a  "f^^  ■'>""  darken,  and 

maar  ahatl  wrop 
'  tJhoae  Uiat  are  cruali'd  In  the  claah 

of  Jarring  clainu. 
1  Ood'a  Jtut  wrath  riiall  be  wreak'd 

OB  a  glaDt  Uar. 
1  manj  a  daikncia  Into  tlie  light 

^Ibap. 

iuild«n  making  of 


tboagfat  bo  freer  under  1Ih> 


whndkl 


Auii  ibi^  hcurt  of  a  people  beat  with 

For  tjic  pp,acc.  that  I  deemd  no  peace, 

iM  over  and  done,  ■■■ 

And  nuw  hy  tlii!  iidtr  uf  the  Black  and 

the  Rsltifi  deep, 
And  dtiatbriil-p-iDDiDg  moutha  ot  tlu 

fortress.  flameH 
The  bIcxidrRd  blossom  of  war  with  a 

heart  of  fire. 


Ixt  It  flame  or  fade,  and  Uie  war  roll 

down  like  a  wind. 
Wo  luTn  proved  wo  bare  heartt  fn  a 

catuc,  we  are  noble  Blill. 
And  myaelf  huve  awaked,  aa  it  seems. 

to  the  better  mind. 
It  U  bettor  to  Hgbt  for  the  good  than 

to  rail  at  the  111 : 
I  have  felt  wftb  m;  natlre  land,  I  am 

one  with  m7  kind. 
I  embrace  the  puipoae  of  QtA,  and 


Ihe  doom  asugo'd. 


THE  BROOK 

'  HeKB  bi^  this  brook  we  parted,  I  to 

the  East 
And  he  for  Italy— loo  late— too  Ute: 
One  whom  the  etrong  Botu  of  the 

world  deaplK: 


fore 


:  than  cent 


Nor  could  he  understand  Uow  muney 

Thought  it  a'dead  thing;  yet  hlnuelt 

rould  make 
Tlw  thing  that  la  not  as  the  thing  that 

ia. 
O,  had  he  lived  '.    Tn  otir  schoolbooks 

wetaj- 
or  thoM  that  held  their  heads  above 

the  CTowd.  Id 

They  flourish'd  then  or  then ;  but  life 

Could  srarce  be  said  to  Qouriih,  only 

touch'd 
On  inch  a  time  as  goee  before  the  leaf. 
Whnn  all  the  wood  standi  in  a  miat 

of  Kreen, 
And  Dothiug  perfect.     Yel  the  brook 

beloved. 


*»^.- 
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For  which,  in  branding  summers  of 

Bengal. 
Or  even  the  sweet  half-English  Neil- 

gherrj  air, 
I  panted,  seems,  as  I  re-listen  to  it, 
Prattling  the  primrose  fancies  of  the 

boy 
To  me  that  loved  him ;  for  '*  O  brook," 

he  says.  20 

"O  babbling  brook,"  says  Edmund 

in  his  rhyme. 
**  Whence  come  you  ?**  and  the  brook 

—  why  not  ?  —  replies : 

i  come  from  haants  of  coot  and  hern, 

I  make  a  sudden  sally. 
And  »parkle  out  among  the  fern, 

To  bicker  down  a  vallev. 

By  thirty  hills  I  hurrj-  down, 

Or  8lip  between  the'  ridges, 
By  twcntv  thorps,  a  little  town. 

And  half  a  hundred  bridges.  30 

Till  last  by  Philip^s  farm  I  flow 

To  join  the  brimming  river, 
For  men  may  come  and  hu'U  may  go, 

But  1  go  on  (or  ever. 

'Poor  lad.  he  died  at  Florence,  quite 
worn  out. 

Travelling  to  Naples.  There  is  Darn- 
ley  bridge, 

It  has  more  ivy  ;  there  the  river ;  and 
there 

Stands  Philip's  farm  where  brook  and 
river  meet. 

I  chattor  over  stony  ways 

In  littb'  sharps  and  trebles,  40 

I  bubble  into  eddying:  bays, 

1  babble  on  the  pebbles. 

With  many  a  curve  my  banks  I  fret 

llv  many  a  tiehl  and  falbiw, 
An<(  many  a  fairy  fi»reland  .-et 

With  willow-weed  and  mallow. 

I  chatter,  (hatter,  as  I  flow 

To  join  the  brimmin/j:  river. 
For  men  may  c«»me  and  men  may  go, 

But  I  go  ou  for  ever.  50 

•But  Philip  chatter'd  mure  than 
bn)ok  or  binl. 

Old  Philip:  all  about  the  fields  you 
eau.irht 

His  weary  daylong  chirping,  like  the 
dry 

High-elbow'd  grigs  that  leap  in  sum- 
mer grass. 


I  wind  about,  and  in  and  oat* 
With  here  a  blossom  sailing 

And  here  and  there  a  luaty  tn 
And  here  and  there  a  grajli 

And  here  and  there  a  foainj  fl 
Upon  me,  as  I  travel 

With  manv  a  silvery  watet4M 
Above  the  golden  gravely 

And  draw  them  all  aIon|b  foaA 
To  join  the  brimmiDs  nTer, 

For  men  may  come  and  men  1 
But  I  go  on  for  ever. 

'  O  darling  Katie  Willow 

child ! 
A  maiden  of  our  century, 

meek; 
A  daughter  of  our  meadow 

coarse; 
Straight,  but  as  lissome  m 

wand ; 
Iler  eyes  a  bashful  azure, 

luiir 
In  gloss  and  hue  the  chesti 

the  shell 
Divides  threefold   to  show 

within. 

*  Sweet  Katie,  once  I  did  I 

turn. 
Her  and  her  far-off  cousir 

frothed, 
James  Willows,  of  one  name 

with  her. 
For  here  I  came,  twenty  y 

—  the  week 
Before  I  jiarted  with  poor  E 

erost 
By   that  old    bridge   which 

ruins  then. 
Still  makes  a  hoary  eyebro 

gleam 
Bevond  it.  where  the  waters 

crost, 
Whistliui:  a  random   bar  ( 

Doon. 
And  piisird  at  Philip's  gai 

The  o"ate, 
Ilalf-partcii  from  a  weak  am 

hinge. 
Stuck;  and  he  clamor d  frc 

nient.  "Kun," 
To  Katie  somewhere  in  the 

low, 
"Run,  Katie!"  Katie  iaevei 

moved 


C  Unilt-r  Wiioilbllii.' 


Uy-mnuUi'd  phUaii- 
foeUiiK  fmm  bcr  nuM 


te.  81mi  Hnit  Janioi  bail 

U    Why? 

i  qnaml  T    Now,  ah* 


Hut   Kut)''  Hiiutrb'tl  ht 

from  mine, 
AiiilikrtrliliijiWiihtivriilmilerpuititfld 

to.ll 
t*iinii-  Oaun-  like  n  wUsnl  pirnln^mni 
On  ((tinliTii  frmvl.  IM  my  lywjy  \taMa 
Uiiclalm'd,  lu  fliultlng  wlencf.,  till  t 

uk'd 
If    Jninnt  won    coming.     "  Doming 

every  Amy," 
SUi!  rutiwcr'd,    "esir  iotiglag  to  fX- 

plain. 
Ukit  oviTiuor''  lirfT  [atlu'r  atme  acnt^ 
With sijmp lun^'  wliidn) uIji,  anil hrolw 

And  Jnnir«  d'-i>ane(l  tvni  wttb  hlmi 

aud  bur."  ire. 

How  cuuld  1  lii'lphcrT   "Woahl  1 — ■ 

WM  li  wrinji  1"  — 
Cl«!ipt  linniliBuil  tlul  (Ktltitaury  granw 

(Jf  (Wrrt  Hivrntcen   lubdutd  me   en 

«iir  cpi)ki'  — 

"U.  ttirald    [   Itiku  Lrr  faDi^  for  OM 


Mil)  l»t  btm  talk  U 


fi^ 


trr. 
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And  even  while  she  spoke,  I  saw  where 
James 

Made  toward  us,  like  a  wader  in  the 
surf. 

Beyond  the  brook,  waist-deep  in  mea- 
dow-sweet. 

•  O  Katie,  what  I  suffer  d  for  your 

sake! 
For  in  I  went,  and  call'd  old  Philip  out 
To  show  the  farm.    Full  willingly  he 

rose;  121 

He  led  me  thro'  the  short  sweet-smell- 
ing lanes 
Of  his  wheat-suburb,  babbling  as  he 

went. 
He  praised  his  land,  his  horses,  his 

machines ; 
He  praised  his  ploughs,  his  cows,  his 

hogs,  his  dogs ; 
He  praised  his  hens,  his  geese,  his 

guinea-hens. 
His  pigeons,  who  in  session  on  their 

roofs 
Approved  him,  bowing  at  theJr  own 

deserts. 
Then  from  tin*  plaintive  mother's  teat 

he  to(3k 
Her  blind   and   >hii(kloring  puppies. 

namini;  vuch,  130 

And   namin;^;   those,    liis   friends,   fi>r 

whmn  tliey  were ; 
Then  crost  the  coniuion  into  Darnlev 

chase 
To  show  Sir  Arthur's  deer.    In  eop^e 

and  fern 
Twinkled  the  innumerabh.'earund  tail. 
Then,  smted  on  a  serpent -rooted  In^erli. 
He  pointed  out  a  i)asturing  colt,  and 

s:iid, 
•*That  was  the   four-vear-oUi    I   sold 

the  Scpiire." 
And  there  he  told  a  lonir,  long-winded 

tale 
Of  how  the  S(iuire  had  stn^Mi  the  colt 

at  grass. 
And  how  it  was  the  thing  his  daugh- 
ter wish'd.  140 
And  how  he  sent   the  bailiff  to  the 

farm 
To  leani  the  price,  and  what  the  price 

he  ask'd. 
And  how  the  bailiff  swore  that  he  wa;> 

mad, 
But  he  stood  firm,  and  so  the  matter 

hung; 


He  gave  them  line ;  and  five  days  afte 

that 
He   met    the  bailiff  at    the  Goldei 

Fleece, 
Who  then  and  there  had  offered  some 

thing  more. 
But  he  sUxkI  firm,  and  so  the  matte 

hung; 
He  knew  the  man,   the  oolt  woak 

fetch  its  price ; 
He  gave    them  line;    and    how  b] 

chance  at  last —  15 

It  might  be  May  or  April,  he  fOTgot, 
The  last  of  April  or  the  first  of  May  - 
He  found  the  bailiff  riding  by  th( 

farm, 
And,  talking  from  the  point,  he  dreip 

him  in. 
And  there  he  mellow'd  all  his  hear 

with  ale. 
Until  they  closed  a  bargain,  hand  ii 

hand. 

'  Then,  while  I  breathed  in  sight  0 

haven,  he  — 
Poor  fellow,  could  he  help  it?  —  re 

eommeneed, 
And  ran  tliro'  all  the  coltish  chronick 
Wild  Will.  Black  Bess,  Tantivy,  Tal 

Ivho.  16 

Reform.  White  Rose,  Bellerophon,  th 

Jilt, 
Arbaees,  and  Phenomenon,  and  th 

rest. 
Till,  not  to  die  a  listener,  I  arose. 
And  with  nie  Philip,  talking  still ;  an< 

so 
We  turn'd  our  foreheads  from  the  fall 

ing  sun, 
And  f«)llowing  our  own  shadows  thrio 

as  Ions; 
As  when  they  follow *d  us  from  Philip' 

<loor, 
Arrived,  and  found  the  sun  of  swee 

content 
Re  risen  in  Katie's  eves,  and  all  thing 

well. 


I  ^t»■al  l»y  lawns  and  pras*y  plots, 

1  ^liilf  l»y  hazt'l  covers; 
I  iii"Vr  the  swoi-t  forpfet-mc-nots 

Tliat  gri'W  for  happy  lovers. 

I  «.Iip.  I  >li(lc.  I  fjloom,  I  tflance, 
Anionf:  my  ^k^nming  swallows; 

I  niak«.'  the  ni'ttcd  sunbtjani  dance 
A|;uiu3t  my  sandy  shallows. 


«3 


1 1.  mra  may  c 

Vj  p<nr.    My  ilt'ttrvflt  linitliiT,   Kil- 

miiuil.  i'ltriiit. 
N '.  t>r  th-  wvltkiMiwii  stn-uiii  hiiiI 

Piftli.-  »|iln-. 
:•':*  iiDdimiliur  Aniii.  iinil  tlii'  (Iniiii: 
Bninvlli-sclil.  !>lii-[>s  ill  pitK'c;  und 

).  of  oil  liiK  Invisli 

KisuirK  ttif  tnin  I*.  W.  <iti  liis  tonili 
t  ?(Tapiil  till-  liL-b<-n  fmii) 
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Waiting  to  pass.    In  much  amaze  he 

stared 
On  eyes  a  bashful  azure,  and  on  hair 
In  gloss  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when 

the  shell 
Divides  threefold  to  show  the  fruit 

within ; 
Then,  wondering,  ask'd  her,  'Are  you 

from  the  farm?' 
*Yea,'  answer 'd  she.     'Pray  stay  a 

little :  pardon  me,  210 

What  do  they  call   you?'    'Katie.' 

•  That  were  strange.  1 
What  surname?'   'Willowa'    'No!' 

'That  is  my  name.' 
'  Indeed  I '  and  here  he  look'd  so  self - 

perplext. 
That    Katie  laugh'd,  and    laughing 

blush'd,  till  he 
Laugh'd  also,  but  as  one  before  he 

wakes. 
Who  feels  a  glimmering  strangeness 

in  his  dream. 
Then  looking  at  her:    'Too  happy. 

fresh  and  fair. 
Too  fresh  and  fair  in  our  sad  world's 

best  bloom. 
To  be  the  ghost  of  one  who  bore  your 

name 
About  these  meadows,  twenty  years 

ago. '  220 

'Have  you  not  heanl  ?'  said  Katie, 

*  we  came  back. 

We  bought  the  farm  we  tenanted  be- 
fore. 

Am  I  so  like  her?  so  they  said  on 
l)oard. 

Sir,  if  you  knew  her  in  her  English 
days. 

My  mother,  as  it  seems  you  did,  the 
days 

That  most  she  loves  to  talk  of,  come 
with  me. 

M}'  brother  James  is  in  the  harvest- 
field  ; 

But  she  —  you  will  be  welcome  —  O, 
come  in ! ' 

THE  DAISY 

WRITTEN   AT   EDIXnUKGU 

0  LOVE,  what  hours  were  thine  and 

mine. 
In  lands  of  palm  and  southern  pine ; 


In  lands  of  palm,  or  orange-M' 
Of  olive,  aloe,  and  maize  and  vine ! 

What  Roman  strength  Turbla  ahow^ 
In  ruin,  by  the  mountain  road ; 

How  like  a  gem,  beneath,  the  city 
Of  little  Monaco,  basking,  glow'd  I 

How  richly  down  the  rocky  dell 
The  torrent  vineyard  streaming  fell  1 
To  meet  the  sun  and  sunny  waten 
That   only    heaved    with  a  summc 
swell  I 

What  slender  campanili  grew 
By  bays,  the  peacock's  neck  in  hue : 
"Where,  here  and  there,  on  sand; 
beaches 
A  milky-bell'd  amaryllis  blew ! 

How  young  Columbus  seem'd  torovi 
Yet  present  in  his  natal  grove, 
Now  watching  high  on  mountai: 

cornice. 
And  steering,   now,   from  a   purpl 

cove,  : 

Now  pacing  mute  by  ocean's  rim  ; 
Till,  in  a  narrow  street  and  dim. 

I  stay'd  the  wheels  at  Cogoletto. 
And  drank,  and  loyally  drank  tohira 

Nor  knew  we  well  what  pleased  i 

most : 
Not  the  dipt  palm  of    which  the 

boast, 
But  distant  color,  liappy  hamlet, 
A  moulder'd  citadel  on  the  coast. 

Or  tower,  or  high  hill -convent,  seen 
A  liicht  amid  its  olives  green ; 

Or  olive-hoary  cape  in  ocean ; 
Or  rosy  blossona  in  hot  ravine. 

Whore  oleanders  flushed  the  bed 
Of  silent  torrents,  gravel-spread ; 

And,  crossing,  oft  we  saw  the  glisU 
Of  ice,  far  up  on  a  mountain  head. 

Wc  loved  that  hall,  tho'  white  and  coV 
Those  niched  shapes  of  noble  mould 
A  princely  people's  awful  princes, 
The  grave,  severe  Genovese  of  old. 

At  Florence  too  what  golden  hours. 
In  those  long  galleries,  were  ouxb; 
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it  ddwm  about  the  fresh  Cm- 

iki  in  BoboU'8  ducal  bowen ! 

;ht  vignettes,  and  each  complete, 
rer  or  doomo,  sonny-sweet, 
■laee,  how  the  dty  glitter'd, 
LjiHcss  aTenneSi  at  our  feet  I 

hen  we  croet  the  Lombaid  plain 
nber  what  a  plague  of  rain  ;    50 
■in  at  Heggio,  rain  at  Pftrma, 
U  rain,  Fiacenza  rain. 

em  and  sad  ~  so  rare  the  smiles 
nHgfat  — look'd   the   Lombard 

pQw: 

'h-piUan  on  the  lion  resting, 

imDte,  old»  colonnaded  aisles. 

itt,  O  the  chanting  quires, 
ant  windows'  bte on'd  fires, 
lielght,  the  space,  the  gloom, 
the  glory  I 
mt  en  marble,  a  hundre<l  spires ! 

yd  the  roof«  at  break  of  day  ;  61 
litteu  Alps  be  fori*  me  lay.  ' 
•od  amon^  the  siU'Dt  statues, 
atued  pinnacles,  mute  as  they. 

faint ly-flush'd,  how  phantom- 
fair. 

[onte  Ro«a,  han^in^  there 
loiisand  sliaclowypenciU'd  val- 
leys 
10 wy  dells  in  a  frolden  air ! 

nber  bow  we  came  at  la^t  Aq 
no :  shower  and  storm  ami  blast 
blowB  the  lake  beyond  his  limit. 
Jl  was  flooded ;  and  how  we 
past 

C^omo.  when  the  li^ht  was  fi^ray, 
I  my  head,  for  half  the  day, 
rirli  Vir^ilian  rustic:  meiisiire 
iri  Maxume/  all  the  way, 

allad-burthen  music,  kept, 
the  Fjiriano  erept 
hat  fair  port  below  th(f  (ti^tl^^ 
»n  Thcodoiind.  where  wcsh'pt ; 

dly  slept,  but  wateh'd  awake  81 
reas  in  the  moonlight  shake. 


The  moonlii^t  touching  o^er  a  ter- 
race 
One  tall  agavd  abore  the  lake. 

What  more  ?  we  took  our  last  adieu. 
And  up  the  snowy  SplUgen  drew ; 
But  ere  we  reach'd  the  highest  sum- 
mit 
I  pluck'd  a  daisy,  I  gave  it  you. 

It  told  of  England  then  to  me, 

And  now  it  tells  of  Italy.  90 

O  love,  we  two  shall  go  no  longer 
To  lands  of  summer  across  the  sea, 

80  dear  a  life  your  arms  enfold 
Whose  crying  is  a  cry  for  gold ; 

Yet  here  to-night  in  this  dark  dtj, 
When  ill  and  weary,  alone  and  cold, 

I   found,   tho^  crush'd   to  hard  and 

dry. 
This  nursling  of  another  sky 

Still  in  the  little  book  you  lent  me. 
And  where  you  tenderly  laid  it  by ;  100 

An<l  I  forgot  the  clouded  Forth, 
The  gloom  that  saddens  heaven  and 
etirth, 
The  bitter  east,  the  misty  summer 
And  gray  m<*tro]X)lis  of  the  NortlL 

Perchance  to  lull  the  throbs  of  pain. 
Perchance  to  charm  a  vacant  brain. 
Perchance  to  dream  you  still  beside 
me, 
My  fancy  lied  to  the  South  again. 


i  TO  THE   REV.    F.   I>.    MAURICE 

I 

]  (^OME,  when  no  gniver  can-s  empli>y, 

Otxl father,  come  ami  see  your  boy  : 

Your  presence  will  K*  sun  in  win 

ter. 

Making  the  little  onr  leap  for  Joy. 

For.  iK'ing  of  that  honest  few 
Who  give  the  Ki«-nd  himsflf  his  dtie, 
ShouM    eiirhty    thousand     collegi*- 
cotmrils 
ThundtT  'Anathema,'  friend,  at  you. 

Should   all  tmr  chun-hmen   fuam   in 

spite 
At  you,  so  careful  of  the  right,         10 
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Yet  one  lay-hearth  would  give  you 
welcome  — 
Take   it  and  come  —  to  the  Isle  of 
Wight ; 

Where,  far  from  noise  and  smoke  of 

town, 
I  watch  the  twilight  falling  brown 

All  round  a  careless-order'd  garden 
Close  to  the  ridge  of  a  noble  down. 

You'll  have  no  scandal  while  you 

dine. 
But  honest  talk  and  wholesome  wine. 

And  only  hear  the  magpie  gossip 
Garrulous  under  a  roof  of  pine ;        20 

For  groves  of  pine  on  either  hand, 
To  break  the  blast  of  winter,  stand, 

And  further  on,  the  hoary  Channel 
Tumbles  a  billow  on  chalk  and  sand  ; 

Where,  if  below  tlie  milky  steep 
Some  ship  of  battle  slowly  creep. 
And   on   thro'    zones  of  light  and 
shadow 
Glimmer  away  to  the  lonely  deep, 

We  might  discuss  the  Northern  sin 
Which  made  a  selfish  war  Ik? gin,       30 
Dispute    the    claims,    arrange    the 
chances,  — 
Emperor,  Ottoman,  which  shall  win  : 

Or  whether  war's  avenging  rod 
Shall  lash  all  Eun^|>e  into  blood  : 
Till  you  should  turn  to  dearer  mat- 
ters. 
Dear  to  the  man  that  is  dear  to  God,  — 

ITow  best  to  help  the  slender  store. 
How  mend  the  dwellinirs.  of  the  poor. 

How  gain  in  life,  as  life  advances. 
Valor  and  charity  more  and  more.     40 

Conie.  Maurice,  come  :  the  lawn  as  yet  , 
Is  hoar  with  rime  or  spongy-wet. 
But  when  the  wn^ath  of  Marcfi  has 
blossoni'd,  — 
Crocus,  anemone,  violet.  — 

Or  later,  pay  one  visit  here. 

For  those  are  few  we  hold  as  dear; 

Xor  pay  but  one.  but  come  f(^rmany, 
Many  and  many  a  happy  year. 

January,  1854. 


WILL 


O,  WELL  for  him  whose  will  is  gtron 
He  suffers,  but  he  will  not  suffer  loo 
He  suffers,  but  he  cannot  suffer  wnx 
For  him  nor  moves  the  loud  woii 

random  mock. 
Nor  all  Calamity's  hugest  waves  cc 

found. 
Who  seems  a  promontory  of  rod^. 
That,  compass'd  round  with  turbule 

sound. 
In  middle  ocean  meets  the  surgii 

shock. 
Tempest-buffeted,  citadel-crown'd. 

II 

But  ill  for  him  who,  bettering  d 

with  time. 
Corrupts  the  strength  of  heaven^ 

scended  Will, 
And  ever  weaker  grows  thro*  act 

crime. 
Or  seeming- genial  venial  fault. 
Recurring  and  suggesting  still ! 
He  seems  as  one  whose  footsteps  ha! 
Toiling  in  immeasurable  sand, 
And  o'er  a  weary  sultry  land. 
Far  beneath  a  blazing  Vault, 
Sown  in  a  wrinkle  of  the  monstro 

hill. 
The  city  sparkles  like  a  grain  of  sal 

ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  TE 
DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON 


Bury  the  Great  Duke 

With  an  empire's  lamentation  ; 
I^et  us  bury  the  Great  Duke 

To  the  noise  of  the  mourning  oi 
mighty  nation  : 
Mourning  when  their  leaders  fall, 
Warriors  carry  the  warrior's  pall. 
And  sorrow  darkens  hamlet  and  ha 

II 

Where  shall  we  lay  the  man  whom 

deplore  ? 
Here,   in  .streaming  London's  cent 

roar. 
Let   the  sound  of  those  he  wrou^ 

for. 
And  the  feet  of  those  he  fought  foi 
Echo  round  his  bones  for  evermore 
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m 

lie  pageant :  sad  and  slow, 

univenalwoe, 

ig.  long  prooMsIon  go, 

e  aorrowing  crowd  about  it 

lie  mouniful  martial  music 

r; 

reat  Englishman  is  low. 

r  to  us  he  seems  the  last, 
ing  all  his  greatness  in  the 

I  so 

in  soldier  fashion  will  he 

!i 

id  hand  the  gazer  in  the 

et. 

,  our  chief  state-oracle   is 

el 

•the  man  of  long-enduring 

•d, 

Mman  -  warrior,    moderate, 

lute, 

tiimself.  a  common  good. 

'  the  man  of  amplest  influ- 

-  • 

»t  of  ambition fl  crimo, 

'St  yet  with  least  pn'teiUH*. 

juncii  ami  frn>at  in  war,     30  1 

captain  of  his  time, 

viiig  commoii-scnse, 

tf?  gn»ate8t  ouly  aiv, 

plirity  sublime. 

ly  hvHii  which  all  men  knew. 

rom  whicrh  their  oinms  all 

I  ilrew. 
ve  to  tnn'  occasion  true. 

at    length    that    tower   of  ! 
njTth 

Kjii   four-wjuare   to   all    the 
(Is  that  blew  ! 

be  whom  wt?  deplon*.  4..  ' 

i<flf-8acrifice  of  lifr  is  o'rr. 
:  WorM-vi«*tor's  victor  will 
een  no  more. 

V 

'  and  (lone. 

anks  to  the  (iiver, 

for  thv  son. 

II  be  toUd. 

anks  Ut  the  Ctivrr, 

T  him  to  the  mould. 

cross  of  ^old 

ss  over  city  imd  river,         50 


There  ha  shall  rest  for  ever 

Among  the  wise  and  the  bold. 

Let  the  beU  he  toll'd, 

And  a  reverent  people  behold 

The  towing  car,  the  sable  tteeda. 

Briffht  let  it  be  with  itoblaion'd  deeds. 

Dark  in  its  funeral  fold. 

Let  the  bell  be  toll'd. 

And  a  deeper  knell  hi  the  heart  be 

knoll'd ; 
And  the  sound  of  the  aorrowing  anthem 
roird  te 

Thro'  the  dome  of  the  golden  cross  ; 
And  the  vdleying  cannon  thunder  his 

loss; 
He  knew  their  voices  of  old 
For  many  a  time  in  many  a  dime 
His  captfun's-ear  has  heard  them  boom 
Bellowing  victory,  bellowing  doom. 
When   he   with    those  deep    voices 

wrought, 
Guarding   realms   and    kinga    from 

shame, 
With  those  deep  voices  onr  dead  cap- 
tain taught 
The  tyrant,  and  asserts  his  claim      70 
In  that  dread  sound  to  the  ^ijeat  name 
Which  he  has  worn  so  pure  of  blame, 
In  pmist;  and  in  dispmise  the  same, 
A  man  of  well-at tempered  frame. 
()  civi<r  mu.se,  to  such  a  name. 
To  such  a  name  for  ages  long 
To  such  a  name, 

PnMierve  a  broad  approach  of  fame, 
An<l  ever-echoing  avenues  of  song ! 

VI 

•  Who  is  he  that  cometh.  like  an  hon 

or'd  ^Uest.  Ho 

With   hanniT  and   with  music,  with 

soldier  and  with  pricit. 
With  a  nation  wecpinir.  and  breakin^r 

on  my  rest  ? '  — 
MiuMity  Sciunan.  this  is  he 
Whs  irreat  bv  land  a**  thou  bv  Mi-a. 
Thin*'   islaiul    loves   tlnr   well,    tin 

famous  man. 
The   irr«':it4'«it  s'iil«»r  sinee  (»ur   wi«ti« 

beiran. 
Now.  to  the  n»ll  of  niuMleil  drums 

To  tlUf  the  srreatest  soldier  eonies  : 

F'^r  this  is  he 

Was  irn-at  by  land  as  thou  by  sea.     '/■ 

His  foes  Were  thine  :    he  kept    Us  fpe 

O.  irive  him  wehonie.  this  is  he 
Worthy  of  our  gorge«)US  rites, 


--  • 
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And  worthy  to  be  laid  by  thee ; 
For  this  is  England's  greatest  son, 
He  that  gain'd  a  hundred  fights, 
Nor  ever  lost  an  English  gun  ; 
This  is  he  that  far  away 
Against  the  myriads  of  Assay e 
Clash'd  with  his  flery  few  and  won 
And  underneath  another  sun, 
Warring  on  a  later  day. 
Round  affrighted  Lisbon  drew 
The  treble  works,  the  vast  designs 
Of  his  labor'd  rampart -lines, 
Where  he  greatly  stood  at  bay, 
Whence  he  issued  forth  anew, 
And  ever  great  and  greater  grew, 
Beating  from  the  wasted  vines 
Back  to  France  her  banded  swarms,  no 
Back  to  France  with  countless  blows, 
Till  o'er  the  hills  her  eagles  flew 
Beyond  the  Pyrenean  pmes, 
Foilow'd  up  in  valley  and  glen 
With  blare  of  bugle.*  clamor  of  men. 
Roll  of  cannon  and  clash  of  arms. 
And  England  pouring  on  her  foes. 
Such  a  war  had  such  a  clost?. 
Again  their  ravening  oagU'  rose 
In  anger,  whttel'd  on  Europe-shadow- 
ing wings.  120 
And  barking  for  the  thrones  of  kings  ; 
Till  one  that  sought  but  Duty's  iron 

crown 
On  that  loud  Sabbath  shook  tlie  spoiler 

down  ; 
A  day  of  onsets  of  despair  I 
Dash'd  on  every  rocky  s(|U{tre. 
Their  suriring  <liurires  t«">:ini'd  them- 
selves away ; 
Last.  th(^  Prussian  trum]>et  blew ; 
Thro'  the  loiiir-tornirnt<Hl  air 
Heaven  flash'd  a  sudd<'ii  jubilant  ray. 
And  down  wr  swept  an«l  eliargcd  aiitl 
ovcrllirew.  130 

"^o  great  a  soMi<T  tauirht  us  theiv 
\\  hat  l«»n.Lr-en(luring  hearts  could  do 
In  that  worhl-eartlHUiake.  Waterl(^) ! 
Mighty  Seaman,  tender  and  true. 
And  i>ure  as  he  fnun  taint  of  craven 

iruile, 
O  saviour  of  the  silver-coasted  i^le. 
O  shaker  of  the  Baltic  and  the  Nile, 
If  aught  of  things  that  hen»  befall 
Touch  a  spirit  aniouL:  things  (Tivine. 
If  love  of  country  move  thee  there  at 
all.  140 

Be  glad,  because  his  bones  are  laid  by 
thine  1 


And  thro'  the  centuries  let  a  people*! 

voice 
In  full  acclaim, 
A  people's  voice. 

The  proof  and  echo  of  all  human  faiM 
A  people's  voice,  when  they  rejoice 
At  civic  revel  and  pomp  and  game, 
Attest  their  great  commander's  claim 
With  honor,  honor,  honor,  honor  t 

him, 
Eternal  honor  to  his  name.  ij 

VII 

A  people's  voice !  we  are  a  people  yet 
Tho'  all  men  else  their  nobler  dream 

forget. 
Confused  bv  brainless  mobs  and  law 

less  flowers. 
Thank  II  im  who  isled  us  here,  aiK 

roughly  set 
His  Briton  in  blown  seas  and  stonniii( 

showers. 
We  have  a  voice  with  which  to  paj 

the  debt 
Of  boimdless  love  and  reverence  an( 

regret 
To  those  great  men  who  fought,  an< 

kept  it  ours. 
And  keep  it  ours,  O  God,  from  brut 

control  I 
O  Statesmen,  guartl  us,  guard  the  eye 

the  soul  16 

Of  Europe,  keep  our  noble  £nglan< 

whole, 
And  Siive  the  one  true  seed  of  freedon 

sown 
Betwixt  a  people  and   their  ancien 

throne, 
That  sober  frec»dom  out  of  which  ther 

springs 
Our  loyal  passion  for  our  tempera! 

kiuLTs  I 
For,  siiving  that,  ye  help  to  save  mai 

kind 
Till  public  wrong  be  crumbled  int 

dust. 
And  drill  tlic  niw  world  for  the  marc! 

of  mind. 
Till   crowds  at  length   be    sane   am 

< Towns  be  just. 
But  wink  no  more  in  slothful  ovei 

trust.  i; 

Henieniber  him  who  led  vour hosts; 
fie  bade  you  guard  the  sacred  coasts. 
Your  <'annons  moulder  on  the  aeawar 

wall; 
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lee  is  eOeat  In  your  ooundl-hall 

er;  And  whalever  tempests  lour 

Br  sileot ;  even  If  they  broke 

Hkr,  allait ;  yet  remember  all 

Ae  nnong  you,  uid  the  Man 

vteepoke: 

ever  aold  the  troth  to  serve  the 


ihei'd  with  Eternal  God  for 

power;  s8o 

et  the  turUd  streams  of  rumor 

low 

eitfaer  babbling  world  of  high 

lad  low; 

Hfe  was  work,  whose  language 

rife 

agged  maxims  hewn  from  life ; 

eTer  spoke  against  a  foe ; 

eighty  winters  freeie  with  one 

wbuke 

•t  arif-seekers  tmmpling  on  the 

right 

tdDer  was  our  England's  Alfred 

lamed; 

lover  was  our  English  Duke ; 

rer  rpronl  leap  to  light  190 

er  shall  be  sliamcd. 

▼Ill 

«•  Iffuier  in  these  glorious  wars 
>  irlorious  burial  slowly  boriH\ 
'ii  hy  the  bravo  of  othor  IiiikIs, 

I  whom   from  both    her  oi>en 
bamls 

Honor  showered  all  her  stars, 
niifnt  Fortune  emptie<l  all  her 
horn. 

t  all  |?oo(l  thiniTH  await 
ho  cares  not  to  bt*  irn*at 

he  saves  or  8itv«*8  the  state.  2oi> 
ire  or  twice  in  our  nnifirh  isliiml- 
•story 

iith'of  duty   was  th<»  way    to 
irlory. 

X  walks  it.  only  thirstini? 
r  rijE^ht.  ami  leiinis  to  dcmlon 
>f  self,  befop'  his  journi-y  <•l^>s«•^. 

II  find  the  stublKjrn  thisthf  buist- 
ing 

IfjAsy  purples,  which  outriflilcn 

uptiioiis  garden- nH<*M. 

ice  or  twice  in  our  fair  island 

story 

ath  of  duty  was  the  way  t<i 

glory.  J 10 

It  ever  following  her  comuiauds, 


On  with  toil  of  heart  and  knees  and 

hands, 
Thro^  the  long  gorge  to  the  far  light 

has  won 
His  path  upward,  and  prevail'd. 
Shall  find  the  toppling  crags  of  Duty 

scaled 
Are  dose  upon  the  shining  table-lands 
To  which  our  Qod  Himself  is  moon 

and  sun. 
Such  was  he :  his  work  is  done. 
But  while  the  races  of  mankind  mdure 
Let  his  great  example  stand  no 

Coloesal,  seen  of  every  land. 
And  keep  the  soldier  firm,  the  states- 
man pure; 
Till  hi  all  hmds  and  thro^  all  human 

story 
The  path  of  duty  be  the  wi^  to  glonr. 
And  let  the  land  whose  hean^  he 

saved  from  shame 
For  many  and  many  an  age  proclaim 
At  civic  revel  and  pcnnp  and  game, 
And  when  the  long-illumined  cities 

flame, 
Tlieir  ever-loyal  iron  leader's  fame. 
With  honor,"  honor,  honor,  honor  to 

him,  230 

Eternal  honor  to  his  name. 

IX 

Peace,  his  triumph  will  ]>e  stinp 
By  some  yet  un moulded  tongue 
Far  on  in*  summers  that  we  shall  not 

see. 
Peart',  it  is  a  day  of  pain 
For  one  al)out  whos<'  patriarchal  knei* 
f^te  the  litth'  chihlren  clun^. 
0  p«*ace,  it  is  a  day  of  pain 
?\)r  one  ii]>on  whose  hand  and  heail 

an<l  bniin 
Once  the  weiirht  and  fate  of  Kurope 

hun^.  24' 

Omt*  the  pain,  be  liis  the  train  ! 
More  than  is  of  man's  <!eirn*e 
Must  In?  with  us.  wittchini;  here 
At  this,  our  irn-at  s«)Iemnitv. 
Whom  we  see  not  we  n-vere  ; 
We  n.'vere,  and  we  n-fniin 
Fn)m  talk  of  kittles  Inud  and  vain. 
And  brawUnjr  menu  Ties  all  t<K»  free 
For  such  a  wis«*  humility 
As  belits  a  solemn  fane  :  »ya 

We  H'vere.  and  \%  hile  we  hear 
The  tides  «>f  Music's  i;olden  s<*a 
betting  towani  eternity. 
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Uplifted  high  in  heart  and  hope  are 

we, 
Until  we  doubt  not  that  for  one  so  true 
There  must  be.  other  nobler  work  to  do 
Than  when  he  fought  at  Waterloo, 
And  Victor  he  must  ever  be. 
For  tho'  the  Giant  Ages  heave  the  hill 
And  break  the  shore,  and  evermore  260 
Make  and  break,  and  work  their  will, 
Tho'  world  on  world  in  myriad  myriads 

roll 
Round  us  eat^h  with  different  powers, 
And  other  forms  of  life  than  ours, 
What  know  wc  greater  than  the  soul  ? 
On  God  and  Godlike  men  we  build  our 

trust. 
Hush,  the  Dead  March  wails  in  the 

people's  ears ; 
The  dark  crowd  moves,  and  there  are 

sobs  and  tears ; 
The  black  earth  yawns;  the  mortal 

disappears ; 
Ashes  to  ashes,  dast  to  dust :  370 

He  is  gone  who  seem'd  so  great.  — 
(jrone,  but  nothing  can  bf-reavt*  him 
Of  the  force  he  made  his  own 
Being  here,  and  we  bvliove  him 
Something  fur  advanced  in  State, 
And  that  he  wears  a  truer  crown 
Than  any  wreath  that  man  can  weave 

him. 
Speak  no  more  of  his  Renown, 
Jaxj  jour  earthly  fancies  down, 
xVnd  m  the  vast  catheilnil  l(?ave  him.  aSo 
God  accept  him,  Christ  receive  him  I 

iSsa. 

THE  CHARGE  OF    THE    LIGHT 


BRIGADE 


Half  a  league,  half  a  league, 
Half  a  league  onward. 
All  in  the  vallfv  of  Death 

Kodf  the  six  liundn-d. 
'  Forwuni  the  Light  Brigade  ! 
Charge  for  the  guns  ! '  he  said. 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 

Itode  the  six  hundretl. 

TI 

*  Forward,  the  Light  Brigade  ! ' 
Was  there  a  man  dismay 'd  1 


Not  thof*  the  aoldler  knew 
Some  one  had  blundei'd. 
Theirs  not  to  make  reply. 
Theirs  not  to  leaaon  why, 
Theirs  but  to  do  and  die: 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 
Rode  the  six  hundred. 

m 

Cannon  to  right  of  them. 
Cannon  to  left  of  them. 
Cannon  in  front  of  them 

Vollev'd  and  thunder'd : 
Storm'd  at  with  shot  and  shell. 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well. 
Into  the  jaws  of  Death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  hell 

Rode  the  six  hnndred. 

TV 

Flash'd  all  their  aahres  hare, 
Flash'd  as  they  tum'd  in  air 
Sabring  the  gunners  there, 
Charging  an  army,  while 

All  the  world  wonder'd. 
Plungwl  in  the  battery-smoke 
Right  thro*  the  line  they  broke 
Cosstick  and  Russian 
Reel'd  from  the  sabre-stroke 

Shatter'd  and  sunder'd. 
Then  they  rode  back,  but  not, 

Not  the  six  hundreid. 


Cannon  to  right  of  them. 
Cannon  to  left  of  them, 
Cannon  behind  them 

Volley 'd  and  thunder'd ; 
Storm'd*  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
W  hile  horse  and  hero  fell. 
They  that  had  fought  so  well 
Canie  thro'  the  jaws  of  Death, 
Ba(.*k  from  the  mouth  of  hell, 
All  that  was  left  of  them. 

Left  of  six  hundred. 

VI 

When  can  their  glory  fade  ? 
O  the  wild  charge  they  made ! 

All  the  world  wonder'd. 
Honor  the  charge  they  made  I 
Honor  the  Light  Brigade, 

Noble  six  hundred ! 


•'HDttoMlbri,  Be< 
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And  Enoch  Arden,  a  rough  sailor's  lad 

Made  orphan  by  a  winter  shipwreck, 
play'd 

Among  the  waste  and  lumber  of  the 
shore, 

Hard  coils  of  cordage,  swarthy  fish- 
ing-nets, 

Anchors  of  rusty  fluke,  and  boats  up- 
drawn  ; 

And  built  their  castles  of  dissolving 
sand 

To  watch  them  overflow *d,  or  follow- 
ing up  20 

And  flying  the  white  breaker,  daily 
left 

The  little  footprint  daily  wash'd  away. 

A  narrow  cave  ran  in  beneath  the 

cliff; 
In  this  the  children  play'd  at  keeping 

house. 
Enoch  was  host  one  day,  Philip  the 

next. 
While  Annie  still  was  mistress;  but 

at  times 
Enoch  would  hold   possession   for  a 

week: 
'This  is  mv  houst*  and  this  my  little 

wife.'' 
'Mine  too,'   5;aid    Philip;    'turn  and 

turn  about;' 
When,     if    they    quarrcll'd,     Enoch 

stronger-maile  30 

Was  master.     Then  would  Philip,  his 

blue  eyes 
All  flocMhtl  with  the  helple.ss  wnitli  of 

tears. 
Shriek  out,  *1  hate  you.  Eno<'h,*  and 

at  this 
The  little  wife  would  weep  for  roni- 

pany. 
And  pray  thern  not  to  quarrel  for  her 

sak<'. 
And  sjiv  she  would  be  little  wife  t(> 

both. 

But  whiMi  the  dawn  of  ro.sy  child - 

ho<^l  p.'ist. 
And  tlio  new  warmth  of  life's  a-^ecud- 

ini:  sun 
Was  frit  byj'ither.  eithr-r  fixt  his  heart 
On  that  niw  irjrl ;  and  Enoch  spuki- 

his  love.  40 

But  Philip  loved  in  silence;  and  tlui 

ffirl 
Beem'd  kinder  unto  Philip  than  to  him ; 


But  she  loved  Enoch,  tho'  she  1 

it  not. 
And  would  if  ask'd  deny  it.  Eno( 
A  purpose  evermore  before  his  ei 
To  hoard  all  savings  to  the  utton 
To  purchase  his  own  boat,  and  1 

a  home 
For  Annie ;  and  so  prosper'd  that  a 
A  luckier  or  a  bolder  fisherman. 
A  caref  uller  in  peril,  did  not  brea 
For  leagues  along  that  breaker-b( 

coast 
Than  Enoch.    Likewise  had  he  se 

a  year 
On  board  a  merchantman,  and  i 

himself 
Full  sailor ;  and  he  thrice  had  pit 

a  life 
From  the  dread  sweep  of  the  d 

streaming  seas. 
And  all  men  look'd  upon  him  Ci 

ably. 
And  ere  he  touch'd  his  one-and-t 

tieth  May 
He  purchased  his  own  boat,  and  1 

a  home 
For  Annie,  neat  and  nestlike,  hal 

up 
The  narrow  street  that  clamber 

ward  the  mill. 

Then,  on  a  golden  autunm  eTei 
I'he  younger  people  making  hoU 
With  bag  and  sack  and  basket, 

and  small. 
Went  nutting  to  the  hazelSL    I 

stay'd  — 
His  father  lying  sick  and  ne 

him  — " 
An  hour  In^hind ;  but  as  he  di 

the  hill. 
J  U.St  where   the   prone  edge  o 

wiMxl  began 
To   feather  towiuxl  the  hollow, 

the  pair, 
Enoch    and    Annie,   sitting   hai 

hand. 
His  lar «re  <rniy  eyes  and  weather-l 

face 
AH  kindled  by  a  still  and  sacred 
That  burn'd  as  on  an  altar.     ] 

look'd. 
Aii«l  in  their  eves  and  faces  rcf 

d(X>ni : 
Then,  a-*  their  faces  drew  tog 

groan'd. 
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d  dipt  Mide,  sod  Uk«  k  wounded 

life 
tpt  down  into  the  hollows  of  the 

wood; 
ere,  whfle  the  rest  wer«  loud  iu 

moTj -making. 
d  his  diilL  hour  unseen,  and  roce 

•nd  put 
•rinf  a  llfcloag  hunger  in  hie  hearL 

Jotliear  were  wed,  and  merrilj  rang 
the  beils,  to 

d  mprrily  nm  the  yeare,  seven 
happy  yea^^ 

TtD  h*ppy  f  ettfs  of  liealth  and  com- 

d  mutual  love  and  honoiable  toil, 
lib  chililren.  first  a  daughter.     In 

him  woke, 
iih  his  Hnit  babe's  OrM  cry.  the 

nobl<!  wish 
•  mfe  all  eamings  to  the  uttermost, 
d  fciTi-  hischild a bctU-r bringlnj 
on  hiH  hail  iH'en.  orliiTM;  I    - '  ' 


Or  oftea  journeying  landward ;  for  in 
truth 

Enoch's    white    horse,    and    Enoch's 

In  ocean-smelling  osier,  and  hia  face. 
Rough-redden'd  with  a  tliouaond  win- 
ter gales. 
Not  only  to  the  market-cross  were 

But  in  the  itrafy  lanea  behind  Ihe  down 
Far  as  the  portal- warding  Itun- whelp 
And  peacouk  yew-tree  of  the  lont-lv 

Hall. 
Whose  Friday  fare  was  Enoch's  minis- 
Then  came  a  change,  as  all  things 

human  change. 
Ten  miles  to  northward  of  the  narrow 

port 
(tpen'cl  a  larger  haven.     Thillier  used 
Knocli   at  times    to   go    by   land   or 
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And  whila  he  lay  recovering  there,  his 

wife 
Bore  him  another  son,  a  sickly  one. 
Another  hand  crept  too  across  his 

trade  no 

Taking  her  bread  and  theirs ;  and  on 

him  fell, 
Altho'  a  grave  and  staid  GkKi-fearing 

man, 
Yet  lying  thus  inactive,  doubt  and 

gloom. 
He  seem'd,  as  in  a  nightmare  of  the 

night, 
To  see  his  children  leading  evermore 
Low  miserable  lives  of  hand-to-mouth, 
And  her  he  loved  a  beggar.    Then  he 

pray'd, 
'  Save  them  from  this,  whatever  comes 

to  me.* 
And  while  he  pray'd,  the  master  of 

that  ship 
Enoch  had  served  in,  hearing  his  mis- 
chance, 1 20 
Came,  for  he  knew  the  man  and  valued 

him, 
Reporting  of  his  vessel  China-bound. 
And  wanting  yet  a  boatswain.   Would 

he  go  ? 
There  yet  were  many  weeks  before 

she  sail'd, 
Sail'd  from  this  port     Would  Enoch 

have  the  place  ? 
And  Enoch  all  at  once  assented  to  it. 
Rejoicing  at  that  answer  to  his  prayer. 

So  now  that  shadow  of  mischance 

appear'd 
No  graver  than  as  when  some  little 

cloud 
Cuts  off  the  fiery  highway  of  the  sun, 
And  isles  a  light  in  the  offing.     Yet 

the  wife —  131 

'SVTien  he  was  erone  —  the  children  — 

what  to  oo  ? 
Then  Enoch  lay  long-pondering  on  his 

plans : 
To  sell  the  boat — and  yet  he  loved 

her  well  — 
How    many    a   rough    sea    had    he 

weatlier'd  in  her  ! 
He  knew  her,  as  a  horseman  knows 

his  horse  — 
And  yet  to  sell  her  —  then  with  what 

she  brouirht 
Buy  goods  and  stores  —  set  Annie  forth 

in  trade 


With  all  that  seamen  n& 

wives  — 
So  might  she  keep  the  h< 

was  gone. 
Should  he  not  trade  bin 

der?  go 
This  voyage  more  thai 

twice  or  thrice  — 
As  of  t  as  needed — last^r 
Become  the  master  of  a  1 
With  fuller  profits  lead  1 
Have  all  his  pretty  yoii 

cated. 
And  pass  his  days  in  pea 

own. 

Thus  Enoch  in  hia  bea 

all; 
Then    moving   hamewa 

Annie  pale. 
Nursing  the  sickly  bab 

bom. 
Forward  she  started  witl 
And  laid  the  feeble  infan 
Whom  Enoch  took,  and  1 

limbs. 
Appraised    his    weight 

fatherlike, 
But  had  no  heart  to  breal 
To  Annie,  till  the  mon 

spoke. 

Then  first  since  Enoch 

had  girt 
Her  finger,  Annie  fougl 

will ; 
Yet  not  with  brawling  o; 
But  manifold  entreaties. 
Many  a  sad  kiss  by  day, 

new*d  — 
Sure  that  all  evil  wouh 

it- 
Besought  him,  supplicati 
For  her  or  his  dear  childi 
He  not  for  his  own  self  a 
Her  and  her  children,  let 

vain ; 
So  firrieving  held  his  wil 

thro'. 

For  Encxh  parted  witl 

friend. 
Bought  Annie  goods  ac 

set  his  hand 
To  fit  their  little  street 

room 
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Where  God-in-man  is  one  with  man-in- 

God, 
Pray'd  for  a  blessing  on  his  wife  and 

babes, 
Whatever  came  to  him ;  and  then  he 

said: 
'Annie,  this  voyage  by  the  grace  of 

God  190 

Will  bring  fair  weather  yet  to  all  of 

us. 
Keep  a  clean  hearth  and  a  clear  fire  for 

me, 
For  I  '11  be  back,  my  girl,  before  you 

know  it ;  * 
Then  lightly  rocking  baby's  cradle, 

•  and  he. 
This  pretty,  puny,  weakly  little  one,  — 
Nay  —  for  I  love  him  all  the  better  for 

it- 

God  bless  him,  he  shall  sit  upon  my 

knees 
And  I  will  tell  him  tales  of  foreign 

parts. 
And  make  him  merrv,  when  I  come 

home  again. 
CJome,  Annie,  come,  cheer  up  before  I 

go.  *  200 

Him  running  on  thus  hopefully  she 

heard, 
And  almost  hoped  herself  ;  but  when 

he  tuni'd 
The   cunvnt  of  his   talk   to   graver 

things 
In  sail(^r  fashion  roughly  sermonizing 
On  providence  and  trust  in  heaven,  she 

heard. 
Heard  and  riot  heard  him  ;  as  the  vil- 
la ire  irirl. 
Who  sets  her  pitcher  underneath  the 

spring, 
Musin.si  on  him  that  use<l  to  fill  it  for 

her. 
Hears  and  not  hears,  and  lets  it  over- 

tlow. 

At  lensih  she  spoke  :  '  O  Enoch,  yon 
are  wise :  210 

And  vet  for  all  vour  wisdom  wt-ll 
know  I 

That  I  shall  look  upon  your  face  no 
more. ' 

'Well,   then,'  said   Enoch,  *I   shall 
liM)k  on  yours. 
Annie,  the  ship  I  sail  in  passes  here'  — 


He  named  the  day ;  — .'  get  you 

man's  glass. 
Spy  out  my  face,  and  laugh  at  all 

fears.' 

But  when  the  last  of  those  las 

ments  came  . 
*  Annie,  my  girl,  cheer  up,  be 

fort^d, 
Ix)ok  to  the  babes,  and  till  I  come 
Keep  everything  shipshape,  for  I 

go. 
And  fear  no  more  far  me;  ori 

fear, 
Cast  all  your  cares  on  God ;  that  a 

holds. 
Is  He  not  yonder  in  those  uttem 
Parts  of  the  morning  ?  if  I  flee  toi 
Can  I  go  from  Him?  and  the  1 


IS, 

The  sea  is  His  ;  He  made  it' 

Enocfa 
Cast  his  strong  ai'ms  about  his  c 

ing  wife, 
And  kiss'd  his  wonder-stricken 

ones  ; 
But  for  the  third,  the  sickly  one 

slept 
After  a  night  of  feverous  wakefu 
When  Annie  would  have  raisci 

Enoch  said, 
*  Wake  him  not,  let  him  sleep ; 

should  the  child 
Remember  this?'  and  kiss'd  h 

his  cot. 
But  Annie  from  her  baby's  for 

dipt 
A  tiny  curl,  and  gave  it ;  this  h< 
Thro'  all  his  future,  but  now  h 

c^aught 
His  bundle,  waved  his  hand,  and 

his  way. 

She,  when  the  day  that  Enoch 
tion'd  came. 
Borrow 'd  a  glass,  but  all  in  vain. 
I  haps 

;  She  could  not  fix  the  glass  to  su: 
i  eye ; 

Perhaps  her  eye  was  dim,  hand 

ulous ; 
She  saw  him  not,  and  while  he 

on  dc*ck 
Waving,  the  moment  and  the 
past. 
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to  the  ]«k  dip  of  the  Taniah- 
IncaaU 

mtdft'd  tt»  and  deputed  weeping 
for  him; 

thoT  the  mour&'d  his  ainence  as 
UscimTe, 

aad  wni  no  leas  to  chime  with 
him, 
thioTe  not  in  her  trade,  not  beinff 

farad 
barter,  nor  compenaating  tlie  want 
ahrewdneaa.    neither  capable  of 
liea.  sso 

aaking  orermuch  and  taking  leas, 
atill  foreboding  'what  would 
Enoch  aayf 
Bore  than  once,  in  daya  of  diffi- 
culty 
preeaure,  bad  ahe  aold  her  warea 
forleea 

what  ahe  gave  in  buying  what 
ahe  aokl. 
fall'd  and  aadden'd  knowing  it ; 
and  thua, 

■tant  of  that  news  which  uevtT 
mme. 
Gmin'd  fur  her  own  a  sc'anty  suHto- 

naiKt\ 
And  livwl  a  life  of  silent  melaiieholy. 

Now  the  third  ehild  was  sicklyborn 

I  ami  irn'w  '      a6o 

'  Trt«»irklifr.tlin'  the  mother  rare*!  f«)r  it 

Vith  :ill  :i  iiii  »tln'r*H«*iin' ;  iievertln»lrss, 

i  Wln'fhtT  her  Inisiiiess  often  eiilKd  her 

fr«im  it. 
^  thm'  till*  want  of  wliat  it  neftltnl 

HMkit. 

Orrwan.^  t«i  pay  tlie  voiee  wlio  best 

emiM  tell 
^\Lit   HMwit   it  m*i*iliHl  —  howwKJ*er  it. 

wa8. 
Aftrr     n    linpfrin.c,  —  ere    she    was 

aw  are,  — 
'.ikt-   thi>   raided    blni  esejiping  siiil- 

«l«'nly. 
Tin-  little  innocent  soul  lHtte<i  awav. 

In   that   same    week    vhen   Annie 

lMirie«l  it,  J70 

J^iliji'H  tnie   heart,   whieh  liuniri-rM 

fitr  her  |M'ae<«,  — 
^inct'  Enoch  left  he  liad  not  l<M>k'd 

ii|w>n  her,  — 
^mtAe  him.  aa  bavin <?  kept  aloof  so 

long.  1 


'Surely/  aaid  Philip,  'I  may  aee  h 

now, 
May  be  aome  little  comfort ; '  thei 

fore  went, 
Paat  thro'  the  aolitary  room  in  front 
Pauaed  for  a  moment  at  aniimer  doc 
Then  atruck  it  thrice,  and,  no  m 

opening, 
Snter'd,  but  Annie,  aeated  with  h 

grief, 
Freah  from  the  burial  of  her  litt 

one,  1 

Cared  not  to  look  on  any  human  fac 
But  tum'd  her  own  toward  the  wi 

and  wept. 
Then  Philip  atandhig  up  aaid  faltc 

infly. 
'  Annie,  1  came  to  aak  a  favor  of  yoi 

Heapoke;  thepaaaioninhermoan 

reply, 
*  Favor  from  one  ao  aad  and  ao  forloi 
Aa  I  am ! '  half  abaah'd  him  ;  yet  u 

osk'd. 
His  bash  fulness  and  tendemeaa  at  wa 
He  set  himself  beside  her,  saying 

her: 

*  I  came  to  speak  to  you  of  what  I 

wish'd,  2 

Knoch,  your  huslmnd.      I  have  evi 

said 
Yt)U    chose    the  best  amon^  us  — 

stn>n^  man  : 
For  when*  he  llxt  his  heart  he  s«'t  h 

hand 
To  do  the  thing  he  will'd.  and  bore 

thro'. 
And  when* fore  did  he  ^o  this  weai 

way. 
And  l«ivc  you  lonely  t  not  to  see  ll 

worhl  — 
For    plfiLSun*  ?  —  nay,    but    for    tl 

when'withal 
To  fr'ivv.  hisbalH'sa  bottrr  hiinirini;  11 
Than  his  luul  bei-n.  or  yours ;  that  w: 

his  wisli. 
An<l  if  he  fonii'  airain.  vrxt  will  hi'  I 
To  tiiul  the  pri'ciiMis   inorninir  hou 

wen*  ht>\.  J 

And    it    would    vex   hiui  <'Ven  in  h 

irrave. 
If  h«*  j'ould  know  his  balK.*s  wen*  rui 

nin;r  wild 
Like  colts  alnrnt  the  waste    S>.  Anni 

now  — 
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Have  we  not  known  each  other  all  our  ' 

lives  ? 
I  do  beseech  you  by  the  love  you 

bear 
Him  and  his  children  not  to  say  me 

nay  — 
For,  if  you  will,  when  Enoch  c^mes  ; 

again  i 

Whv  then  he  shall  repav  me  —  if  you  ' 

"    will.  "  ! 

Annie  —  for  I  am  rich  and  well-to-da  | 

Now  let  mc  put  the  boy  and  girl  to  ' 

school ;  311  '• 

This  is  the  favor  that  I  came  to  ask/    I 


Then  Annie  with  her  brows  against 

the  wall 
Answer'd,  *  I  cannot  look  you  in  the 

face; 
I  seem  so  foolish  awl  30  broken  down. 
When  you  came  in  my  sorrow  broke 

me  down ;  I 

And  now  I  think  your  kindness  breaks  , 

me  down. 
But  Emx'h  lives  :  that  is  borne  in  on  ; 

mo; 
He  will  repay   you.     Money   can  be 

repaid.  '  319  ! 

Not  kindness  such  as  vours.'  1 


And  Philip  ask'd.  ! 

•Then  vou  will  let  me,  Annie  V' 

I 

There  she  tum'd,  ' 
She  rose,  and  tixt  her  swimmini^  eves 

upon  him. 
And  dwelt  a  moment  on  his  kindly 

face. 
Then  (-allinu:  down  a  blessing  on  his 

head 
Cauirht  at  his  hand,  and  wrung  it  pas- 

sionatrly. 
And  past  into  tlie  little  garth  beyond. 
So  lifted  up  in  spirit  he  moved  away. 

Then    Philip  put  the  boy  and  girl 

to  st'hool. 
And  ])t>ught  them  nerniful  bcx:>ks.  and 

every  way. 
Like   one    who  d«.x^s  his  dutv  hv  liis 

own.  ?;o 

Ma«le    hims*»lf    tlieirs;    and    tho'    f«>r 

Anni«-*s  sake. 
FeariuLT  the  lazy  ir«>><ip  of  the  port. 
He   ofi   denied  his  heart   his  dearest 

wish. 


And  seldom  crost  her  threshold, 

he  sent 
Gifts  by  the  children,   garden-he 

and  fruit. 
The  late  and  early  roses  from  his 
Or  conies  from  the  down,  and 

and  then. 
With  some  pretext  of  fineness  in 

meal 
To   save  the  offence  of   charital 

flour 
From  his  tall  mill  that  whistled 

the  waste. 

But  Philip  did  not  fathom  Amdrf 

mind: 
Scarce  could  the   woman,   when  U 

came  upon  her, 
Out  of  full  heart  and  boundless  gntl 

tude 
Light  on  a  broken  word  to  thank  hii 

with. 
But  Philip  washer  children's  all-in-all; 
From  distant  comers  of  the  street  thcj 

nm 
To  greet  his  hearty  welcome  heartily; 
Lords  of  his  house  and  of  his  mil 

were  they, 
AVorried  his  passive  ear  with  petij 

wrongs 
Or  pleasures,  hung  upon  him,  play* 

with  him  35 

And  "all'd  him  Father  Philip.    Phili 

gain'd 
As  Enoch  lost,  for  Enoch  seem'd  t 

them 
Uncertain  as  a  vision  or  a  dream. 
Faint  as  a  figure  seen  in  early  dawn 
Down  at  the  far  end  of  an  avenue. 
Going  we  know  not  where :  and  s 

ten  years. 
Since  Kno<-h  left  his  hearth  and  nativ 

land. 
Fled  for^vard,  and  no  news  of  Enocl 

came. 

It    chanced    one    evening  Annie's 

children  long*d 
To  go   with  others  nutting   to  lh< 

woixi,  jfn 

And    Annie    would   go    with  them 

then  thev  begg*d 
For  Father  Philip,  as  they  calFd  him 

too. 
Hint,  like  the  working  bee  in  blosson 

dust. 
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Mi«fat  IbM  Hadhd  bosk* ' 


kacfa'd  with  Ua  mlU,  tbej  found ; 

and  mjiag  to  htm, 
lOBM  with  HI,   Fkther  Phfllp,'  he 

denied; 
It  wh«D  the  efaDdien  pluck'd  at  htm 


_  jrwUh, 
r  wu  not  Annie  with  them?  and 

lot  after  anling  half  the   w««i7 

It  where  the  prone  edge   of  the 
wood  began  no 


To  feather  toward  the  hollow,  all  hei 

force 
Fall'd  her :  and  ligblng. '  Let  me  rest,' 

■he  aaid. 

with  lior  well ' 

iih  jubl 

lant  friea 
Broke   from  their  etdcn.  and  tumul- 

tuoiisly 
Down  tbro'  the  whitening  hazeU  made 

a  plunge 
To  the  bottom.  anJ  digpereed.   and 

bent  or  broke 
The  lithe  Tcluctant   boughs   to  tear 

awBj 


I'r***! 


--  • 
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Their  tawuy  clusters,  crying  to  each 

other 
And  calling,   here  and  there,  about 

the  wocxl.  380 

But  Philip  sitting  at  her  side  fori^ot 
Her  presence,   and    rcmember'd  one 

dark  hour 
Ilere    in    tliis    woo^l,    when    like    a 

wound «.*d  life 
He  cn?pt  into  the  shadow.     At  last  he 

said. 
Lifting  liis  lionest  forehead,  *  Listen, 

Annie, 
How  merry  they  are  down  yonder  in 

the  wood. 
Tired,  Annie  ? '  for  she  did  not  spciik 

a  word. 

•  Tired  ? '  but  lier  face  had  fallen  upon 

her  hands : 
At  whicli,  as  witli  a  kind  of  anger  in 

him. 
•The  ship  was  lost,'  he  said,  '  the  ship 

was  lost  I  3./) 

No  more  of  that  I  whv  shoidd  vou  kill 

yourself 
And    make     them    orphans    quite  ? ' 

And  Annie  sjiid. 
*I  thought  not  of  it;  but  —  I  know 

not  why  — 
Their  voices  make  me  feel  so  solitiirv.' 

* 

Then  Philip  coming  somewhat  closer 
spokr : 

•  Annie,  then-  i^  a  tiling  upon  my  mind. 
And  it  has  buon  upon  my  mind  soli>ng 
That,   tho'  1  know  not  wIumi  it   lirst 

cann*  thiTr, 
I    know    th:it    it    will    out    at    last. 

0  Aimi*.'. 
It    is    bi'vund    all   hopt-,    against    all 

cbancr.  4'» 

That  br  ^\llo  li-ft  vou  ton  lonir  vcars 

.Should  si  ill  b<'  living;  wi-ll.  then  —  let 

me  sjn-ak. 
1  grieve  tn  see  you  poor  and  wanting 

lulp  ; 
I  caimot  ln-lp  you  a^  I  wish  to  do 
Unless — thcv  sa\'  tii.it  wi^mt-n  .'irt-  -^o 

<pii('k  -■ 
Perhaps  V'Hi  kii-twwhat  1  wouM  bavr 

\«'ll  kM'»\V  — 

I  wish  v.iu  lor  mv  wife.     I  fain  Wi.uiM 

provf 
A  father  lu  yi>ur  children  ;  1  do  think 


They  love  me  as  a  father ;  I  am  f 
Thai  I  love  them  as  if  they  were 

own ; 
And  I  believe,  if  yau  were  fasi 

wife,  r^!>ivews 

That  after  all  these saduuc^U^iaj 
We  might  Ihj  still  as  liappy  as 

gnints 
To  anv  of  his  creatures.     Think 

"it; 
For  I  am  well-to-do —  no  kin,  no 
No  burthen,  save  my  care  for  yoi 

yours. 
And  we  have  known  each  other  a) 

lives. 
And  I  have  loved  you  longer  thai 

know.' 

Then  answered  Annie  —  tenderl 
spoke  : 

*  You  liave  been  as  God's  good  : 

in  our  house. 
God  bless  vou  for  it,  (Jod  reward 

for  it. 
Philip.  Avith  sometldug  happier 

mvself. 
Can  one  love  twice  ?  can  you  be 

loved 
As  Enoch  was?  what  is  it  thai 

ask?' 
!  '  I  am  content,'  he  answer*d,  ' 
'  loved 

A  little  after  Emx^h.'     'O/  she  < 
ScaR'd  as  it  were,  'dear  Philip.^ 

while. 
If  Enoch  comes  —  but  Enoch  wi 

come  — 
Ytt  wait  a  year,  a  year  is  not  80 
Surely  I  shall  be  wiser  in  a  year. 
O.  wait  a  little  !*     Philip  sadly  a 
'  Annie,  as  I  have  waited  all  my 
1  Avi'll  may  wait  a  little.'     'Nay 

crii'd, 

*  I  am  boimd  :  you  have  my  pn 

—  in  a  vear. 

ft 

Will  you  not  bide  your  year  as  1 

mine?' 
And  Philip  answer'd,  'I  will  bid 

v<'ar.' 

Ilin*   biitli    w<^n'   mute,  till   1 
L'laucing  up 
IJi'luld   ilh'  d«*ad  llame  of  the  1 

I  lav 
l*as>   from   the   Danish  biurow 
i  head  ; 
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Mrlng  nlgfat  atid  chill  for  Annie, 

'Ut  tils  voice  beoatli  htm  thru' 

w  the  children  laden  with  their 

noD; 

lU  deacended  to  the  port,  and 

Ifaeie 

nl«'>  doer  he  paiued  umI  gave 

hlahuid, 

[  gcntlf,  'Annie,  when  I  spoke 

10  you, 

nm  your  hour  of  wcskneu.     I 

waa  wrong, 

olwaji  bound  to  you,  but  you 

iiuile  weeping  uuwcr'd,  '  I  un 
qioke ;  and  to  one  mrancnt  on  It 


Even  na  ahc  dwelt  upon  hla   latest 
That  he  bad  loved  her  longer  than  ahe 

That   autumn   Into    autumn    flaah'd 

again. 
And  there  ho  itood  once  more  before 

her  face, 
Claiming  her  pramlae.    'Is  ItayearT' 

she  aak'd. 
'Yea,  it  the  nuta,'  he  aald,  'be  ripe 

again; 
Come  out  and  ICC.'  Butahe — sheput 

him  off— 
Ho  much  to  look  tu —  such  a  change — 

a  montli  — 
Give  her  a  moiitli  —  slie  knew  that  Bbe 

was  bound — 
A  month  —  no  more.   Then  Philip  with 

his  oyea  ^fe 

Full  of  that  lifelong  hunger,  and  hla 

Shaking  a  little  like  adrunkaid'chand. 


"  Auuir,  ifn-rr  Tt  d  Ihittg  upirii  Lay  mibl " ' 


w 
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'Take  your  own  time,  Annie,  take 

your  own  time.' 
And  Annie  could  have  wept  for  pity 

of  him ; 
And  yet  she  held  him  on  dclayingly 
With  many  a  scarce-believable  excuse, 
Trying  his  truth  and  his  long-suffer- 
ance, 
Till  half  another  year  had  slipt  away. 

By  this  the  lazy  gossips  of  the  port. 
Abhorrent  of  a  calculation  crost,  470 
Began  to  chafe  as  at  a  personal  wron^. 
Some  thought  that  Philip  did  but  trine 

with  her ; 
Some  that  she  but  held  off  to  draw  him 

on; 
And  others  laugh'd  at  her  and  Philip 

too. 
As  simple  folk  that  knew  not  their 

own  minds ; 
And  one,  in  whom  all  evil  fancies  clung 
Like  serpent  eggs  together,  laughingly 
Would  hint  at  worse  in  either.     Her 

own  son 
Was  silent,  tho*  he  often  look'd  his 

wish ; 
But  evermore  the  daughter  prest  upon 

her  480 

To  wed  the  man  so  dear  to  all  of  them 
And  lift  the  household  out  of  poverty ; 
And    Philip's    rosy   face  contracting 

grew 
Careworn    and  wan ;    and  all    these 

things  fell  on  her 
Sharp  as  reproach. 

At  last  one  night  it  chanced 

That  Annie  could  not  sleep,  but  ear- 
nestly 

Pray'd  for  a  sign,  'My  Enoch,  is  he 
gone  ? ' 

Then  compassM  round  by  the  blind 
wall  of  iiiirht 

Brook'd  not  the  expectant  terror  of  her 
heart, 

Started  from  bed,  and  struck  herself 
a  liirht.  4./) 

Then  desperately  seized  the  holy  Book, 

Suddenly  set  it  "wide  to  tind  a  si^n. 

Suddenly  put  licr  tiiiger  on  the  te.xt. 

*  Under  the  palm-tree.'  That  was  no- 
thin  ji  to  her, 

Ko  meanin IT  there  ;  she  closed  the  Book 
and  slept. 

When  Jo  I  her  Enoch  sitting  on  a  height, 


Under  a  palm-tree,  over  him  the  a 
'  He  is  gone,  *  she  thought,  *  he  is  ha] 

he  is  singing 
Hosanna  in  the  highest ;  jfmderst 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  and  t 

be  palms 
Whereof  the  happy  people  stro^ 

cried 
* '  Hosanna  in  the  highest  I " '  Hen 

woke. 
Resolved,  sent  for  him  and  said  wj 

to  him, 
'  There  is  no  reason  why  we  sh' 

not  wed.' 
*Then  for  Gtod's  sake,'  he  answ> 

'  both  our  sakes. 
So  you  will  wed  me,  let  it  be  at  oi 

So  these  were  wed,  and  merrily ; 

the  bells, 
Merrily  rang  the  bells,  and  they  ^ 

wed. 
But  never  merrily  beat  Annie's  h( 
A  footstep  seem'd  to  fall  beside 

path. 
She  knew  not  whence ;  a  whispe 

her  ear. 
She  knew  not  what ;  nor  loved  si 

be  left 
Alone  at  home,  nor  ventured  out  a 
What   aird    her   then  that,  ere 

enter'd,  often 
Her  hand  dwelt  lingeringly  on 

la  ten. 
Fearing  to  enter  ?    Philip  thougl 

knew : 
Such  doubts  and  fears  were  con 

to  her  state, 
Being  with  child;  but  when  her  < 

was  bom, 
Then  her  new  child  was  as  hersel 

new'd. 
Then  the  new  mother  came  about 

heart, 
Then  her  good  Philip  washerall-ii 
And  that  mysterious  instinct  w] 

died. 

And  where  was  Enoch  ?    Pro 

ou.sly  sail'd 
The  ship  'Good  Fortune,'  tho'  at 

ting  forth 
The  Biscay,  roughly  ridging eastv 

sho<.)k 
And  almost  overwhelmed  her,  ye 

vext 
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■  dipt     VTOU 

im  After  a  long  tumble  abuul  Uic 

Cftpc 
id  fnnuent  uiterchange  of  foul  aail 

■  fattiag  thnt   Ihe  tununer  wuilil 

kgKln,  (lo 

hibnkUl'it  hpSTcnrsmocnntlniinll.T 
id  KDt  h(T  twpKly  b)!  thu  goldcti 

■  (fUat  la  bor  oriental  haven. 

Then  Ei>oc}i  tnulcd  Corliimvolf,  auU 

(mIdI  monnbira  for  tho  markel  or 

those  liiiiei. 
L  sQdrd  (tngun  aim  for  ilic  bahr*. 


Ira'  manj'  a  (itir  Rca-ctrdo,  day  by 
day. 

hoKce- racking,  hei  full  busted  flgunv 

brxl 

iMnd  o'er  (be  rtppk  Wibtrlng  from 

brt  bows:  tiB 

rbta  foilmc'd  mlnU;  nnd  thrn  niniU 

TkrUble. 
Fba  l«lBIiiK.  a  long  course  ct  ikcm  : 

ami  laxt 
ilarai.  tucti  A*  drove  ber  under  uioou- 

l«a  hmvf  09 
m  favd  npoD  tlio  cry  nt '  brciUtcr* ' 

caaw 
nt  antb  of  nilu,  and  thi<  luia  of 

■n 

Ik  Zaodk  and  two  oilK>r«.    tTalf  tfat* 

tagia. 

Iny'd  upon  Boating  tacklenndbTDki-n 

nan, 
Imi  oiUled,  nnndlng  ou  an  Isle  at 

ieh.  but  Uic  lonellot  in  a  loody  •>». 

Sa  mnt  waa  titcn-  of  iiumtm  iiuip 
iiaac«.  sv> 

■ft  tniliikitv,  mighty  uula.  and  nour- 
tafaing  rootii ; 

or  Mre  fnr  pity  wea  ll  banl  to  takf 

ic  beiplcH  lir«  wirlld  that  It  wai 

MTV  In  a  mawanl  giuing  niininl^n 

■ry  insltl.  ami  IhakJi'd  with  luavea 
of  pklm,  a  but, 


Dwelt  vith  etet^ial  summL-r, 

For  one.  tho  youngest,  hardly  mora 

lliun  boy,        ■  • 

lIiiTt   ill   thnt   flight  of  midil^n   niln 

and  wrrdk,  )«o 

Lay  lingoriog  out  a  Hve  yen™'  deatli 

iulifi'. 
They  could  not  Imvo  Llm.     Aflw  he 

was  gone. 
The  two  reranliiing  found  a  fallen 

»t«n; 
And    Knucli's   comrade,    caralcaa  of 

bluuM'ir. 
Fire-boll  owing  tills  In  Indian  faxhlon, 

roll 
Sunslrfvkeu,    and    that   olhet   lived 


Thr  tnoiintaln  wnodrd  to  flic  ponlc, 
the  lawua 
.\nd  winding    gladi^s  high   up  like 

ways  to  hiiavjm, 
The  Hli-ud'er  I'oco'n  dnxiplog  crown  of 

plUUIl'S,  ITS 

The  lightning  ftnuh  nf  Iruect  and  of 

bird. 
The  luBtrv  ot  the  Ion g,mn.vnLml «■■» 
That  mfl'd  nroitnii  thn  Rtatcly  stetua. 

Even  to  (bu  limit  of  the  latiit ,  the  glows 
And  glorlm  nf  the  bmnd  Ik'II  of  tho 

world,  — 
All  tbene  be  aaw :  but  wlutt  he  fain 

luHl»c(tn 
III-  rould  not  fu,  thi^  klmlly  litinuin 


Nor 


lyrlad  shriek  of 


kiniily    voite, 
'b(y>ilD^  o 


but 


■   preclpitoui  rivulet   to   tb* 
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Tlif  KUiinsc  tinmen  inl. 
Anionj;  thp  [miIiiis  iiml 

The   blaze  iiihui  the 

Thc!  bisze  npon  Iiis  isli 
The  bliisw  upon  t  lie  "iii 
TLun  the  i^'M  stiirs  tin 

The  hollo\viT-lHl!..wii 

The  scarlet  sliufts  nf  s 


A  pli:inti>iii  iiia<lc  of  niiiiiy  plmni 
IJcfori'  liim  hauiitiiiK  hiin.  or  he 

i  SI'lt 

i  M'lvnl  liHiinlliijr  ppoplc,  things 

lilmcs.  kiiowu 
'.  F;ir    ill    iL    diirjjer    isle    bevoml 
■  liiii- 

j  Till'  lialH's.  their  iMibtile.  Aniiic 
j  siiiull  lirxisc, 

I  Tli>'  climliiii;; stret-l.  tlic mill,  the  1 

Till-  p.iurii-k  yewirti;  and  tho  k 
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ha  drove,  the  boal  he  told, 
ttecUn 

dawBg  and  dewy-gloondng 
dowi»» 

■bower,  the  mell  of  dying 


the  low  maaa  of  leaden-cokir^d 


Onoe  Ukewlae,  in  the  ringing  of  his 


ftthitly,  merrily  —  far  and  far 
away —  6io 

heard  Uie  pealing  of  his  parish 
bi^lls; 

tho*  he  knew  not  wherefore, 
atarted  up 

lering.  ami  when  the  beauteous 
hateful  isle 

i*d  upon  him,  had  not  his  poor 
heart 
[Spoken  with  That  which  being  every- 
where 
lets  none  who  speaks  with  Him  seem 

all  alone, 
SwfW  the  man  had  di(*d  of  Holitudo. 

ThuH  over  Kmnrh's  early-Milveriii^ 
liiiifl 
The  STiuny  and  miny  seasonrt  eunu* 
antl  went 
I  Y'.ar  aftiT  yrar.     Hin  1i()])<*h  U)  Hi»e  liis 

Av)  [kiwi*  tlicsiienil  old  familiar  ticlds. 
I  N<»:  \i'C  lt:iil  iMTtsh'd,  when  his  lonely 
'  iliNim 

I  i'stm*'  siiiMriily  to  an  end.     Another 

;  !h«?  w:inti*(l  watrr  —  blown  by  batllin^r 
I  wtndK. 

f  IjV  the  Mioofl   Fortuni','  fn>m  her 
df^tined  nmrsi*. 
Stsy'd  by  thiiiisle,  not  knowing;  when> 

slic  lay ; 
T\tT  *\wv  the  mate  hail  Hoen  at  early 

dawn 
AfT'Hs  a  bfpak  on  the  nnst  wn*athrn 

The  rttlffit  water  slippin;^  from  thi* 

hilK 
T\nx  ftf'nt  a  crew  that  landing  burst 

away  630 

In  sean'h  of  strram  or  fr)nnt,  and  flll'd 

the  shores 
With  clamor.    Downward   fnmi  his 

mountain  gorge 


Stept   the  long-hair'd,   long-bean 

solitary. 
Brown,     looking     hardly     hum 

strangely  clad, 
Muttering  ana  mumbling,  idiot-1 

it  seem'd, 
With  inarticulate  rage,  and  maK 

signs 
They  knew  not  what ;  and  yet  he 

the  way 
To  where  the  rivulets  of  sweet  ws 

ran. 
And  ever  as  he  mingled  with  the  en 
And  heard  them  talking,  his  loi 

bounden  toneue 
Was  loosen'd,  till  he  made  them 

derstand ; 
Whom,  when  their  casks  were  HI 

they  took  aboard. 
And  there  the  tale  he  utter'd  broken 
Hcaroc-criidited  at  first  but  more  f 

more. 
Amazed  and  melted  all  who  Hste 

to  it; 
And  clothes  tliey  gave  him  and  f 

|>:is.sa^*  home. 
Hut  oft  he  work'd  among  the  rest  f 

shook 
His  isolation  from  him.    None  of  th 
Came  from  his  <'ountry,  or  could 

swer  him. 
If  qiit'StionM.  auji^ht  of  what  he  ca 

to  know. 
And  dull  thr  voyage  was  with  k 

delays, 
Tilt?    v<»ss<A    scan-e   wa-wortliy ;    1 

evermore 
His  fancy  thi  I  before  the  lazy  wind 
licturnin^r.  tilt  tM-ni'ath  a  clouded  m( 
He  like  a  lover  down  thro*  all  his  bic 
Dri'W  in  the  dew v  meadowy  morni 

breath 
Of  Kn^land.  blown  aeross  Iht  jirhos 

wall. 
And  that  same  mnniin:;  oflbrrs  1 

men 
F.evied  a  kindly  tax  upon  theni'^eU 
I'itvirii:  tlie  lonelv  msui,  juid  irave  1 

*     it: 
Then  movinir  tip  the  emist  they  lam 

him. 
Kven  in  that  harlnir  wln-nce  he  sji 

before. 

There  Kno<*h  spoke  no  won  I  to  « 
one, 
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But  homeward — home — what  home? 

had  he  a  home  ?  — 
His  home,  he  walk'd.     Bright  was 

that  afternoon. 
Sunny   but    chill;    till    drawn    thro* 

either  chasm, 
Where  either  haven  open'd  on   the 

deeps, 
Roird  a  sea- haze  and  whelm'd   the 

world  in  gray. 
Cut  off  the  length  of  highway  on  be- 
fore. 
And  left  but  narrow  breadth  to  left 

and  right  670 

Of  wither'd  holt  or  tilth  or  pasturage. 
On  the  nigh-naked  tree  the  robin  piped 
Disconsolate,  and  thro'  the  dripping 

haze 
The  dead  weight  of  the  dead  leaf  bore 

it  down. 
Thicker  the  drizzle  grew,  deeper  the 

gl(X)m ; 
Last,  as  it  seem'd,  a  great  mist-blotted 

light 
Flared  on  him,  and  he  came  upon  the 

place. 

Then  down  the  long  street  having 

slowly  stolen. 
His  lu-art  foreshadowing  all  calamity. 
His  eyes  uj^on  the  stones,  he  reacli'd 

tin*  home  tSo 

Where  Annie   lived   and  loved   him, 

and  his  babes 
In   those   far-olT  seven   happy   years 

wero  born : 
But  findinir  nrither  light  nor  niunnur 

there  — 
A  bill  of  Siil»>  gleam'd  thro*  the  driz- 
zle —  crept 
Still   downward    thinking,    'dead   or 

dead  to  ine  ! ' 

Down  to  the  i>ool  and  narrow  wharf 

he  wrnr. 
SeekinLratavirn  wliit.-li  (►fold  he  knew. 
A  l'ri>nt  <»f  timbrr-crost  antirjuity, 
So  propt,  worm-eaten,  ruinou<ly  old. 
He  thoUL'ht   it  nni<t  have  ixouv  ;  but 

he  wa^  gnrie  o,- 

Who  kt-pt  it.  and  his  widc^w  Miriam 

Lnne, 
With  daily  dwindlin::''  profits  held  the 

liotix'  ; 
A  haunt  r.f  ])rawliui:  seamen  once,  but 

now 


Stiller,  with  yet  a  bed  for  wi 

men. 
There  Enoch  rested  silent  many  dm 

But  Miriam  Lane  was  good  and  gpi)- 

ndous. 
Nor  let  him  be,  but  often  bi 

in, 
Told  him,  with  other  annals  of  the] 
Not  knowing — Enoch  was  so 

so  bow'd, 

So  broken  —  all  the  story  of  his  houttri 
Ills  baby's  death,  her'growing  pofT-^ 

,erty,  lot 

How    Phdip  put  her  little  ones  to. 

school, 
And  kept  them  in  it,  his  long  wooing: 

her, 
Her  slow  consent  and  marriage,  and 

the  birth 
Of  Philip's  child ;  and  o*er  his  counte- 
nance 
Xo  shadow  past,  nor  motion.  Any  one, 
Regarding,  well  had  deem*d  he  felt 

the  tale 
Ltfss  than   the  teller;  only  when  she 

closed, 

*  Knoeh.  p<x>r  man,  was  cast  awavand 

lost.' 
He.  shaking  his  gray  head  pathetically. 
!  Repeated  nuittering,  'cast  away  and 

lost :  *  *     7i» 

Attain    in    deeper   inward  whispers, 

•  lost  1 ' 

But  Kn(x?h  yeam'd  to  see  her  fac€ 
again  : 

*  If  1  might  look  on  her  sweet  face 

again. 
And  know  that  she  is  happy/    So  the 

thought 
Haunted  and  harassed  him,  and  drove 

him  forth. 
At  evening  when  the  dull  Xovemlnr 

day 
Was  irrowing  duller  twilight,  to  the 

hill. 
There  he  >iit  down  gazing  on  all  below ; 
There  did  a  thousand  memories  roll 

upon  him,  ;« 

rus]>eakable  for  sadness.  By  and  by 
Tin  •  ruddy  square  of  comfortable  light, 
Kar-blazing  from  the  rear  of  Philip'j 

hor.se. 
Allured  him,  as  the  beacon- blaze  al 

lures 
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IMor  puMge.  tm  he  mtdlj 
ttatkm 
iMt  ft  and  bMlioathis woaj  life. 

or  FUUpTi  dweDing  fronted  on  the 


t  ktait  boQM  to  landwaid ;  but  be- 
h  000  miD  gite  tbat  open'd  on 

vUh'd  a  little  garden  tquaie  and 

wafl'd.  7V> 

I  in  it  thiore  an  ancient  erergreen, 
rw-tiee,  and  all  round  it  ran  a 

walk 
Mngie,  and  a  walk  dlTlded  it. 
i  Bnodi  ahunn'd  the  middle  walk 

aDditoto 
by  the  wall,  behind  the  yew ;  and 

thence 
rt  which  he  better  might  have 

Aunn'd,  if  grlefi 
m  hia  have  wone  or  better,  Enoch 


for  cnpa  and  sflyer  on  the  bumish'd 

board 
irkled  and  shone ;  so  genial  was  the 

hearth: 
d  00  the  rij^t  hand  of  the  hearth 

he  saw  740 

Hip.   the    slighted   suitor   of    oUi 

times, 
put.  rosy,  with  his  babe  across  his 

knees; 
d  o^er  her  second  father  stoopt  a 

girl, 
ater  but  a  loftier  Annie  I^ce, 
ir-hair'd  and    tall,  and    from  her 

lifted  hand 
Qgled  a  length  of   ribbon  and  a 

ring 
tempt  the  babe,  who  reared  his 

creasy  arms, 
tght  at  and  CTer  miss'd  it,  and  they 

laugh'd ; 
i  on  tlw  left  hand  of  the  hearth  ho 

saw 
t  mother  glancing  often  towani  hor 

babe,  75« 

;  turning  now  and  then  to  speak 

with  him. 
*  iOD,  who  stood  beside  her  tall  and 

strong, 
I  saying  that  which  pleased  him, 

for  teamUed. 


Now  when  the  dead  man  oome  to 
life  beheld 

Hia  wife  his  wife  no  more,  and  aaw 
the  babe 

Hers,  yet  not  his,  upon  the  father'a 
knee. 

And  an  the  warmth,  the  peace,  the 
happinen. 

And  his  own  children  tall  and  beauti- 
ful. 

And  him,  that  other,  reigning  In  his 


place, 
)f] 


Lord  of  his  rights  and  of  his  children's 

love —  yfo 

Then  he,  tho*  Miriam  Lane  Bad  told 

him  all, 
Because  thinrs  seen  are  mightier  than 

thingsneard. 
Staggered   and   shoc^,   holding  the 

brandi,  andfeai'd 
To  send  abroad  a  duill  and  terrible 

cry. 
Which  In  one  moment,  like  the  blast 

of  doom. 
Would  shatter  all  the  happiness  of  the 

hearth. 

He  therefore  turning  softly  like  a 
thief, 

I^st  the  harsh  shingle  should  grate 
underfoot, 

And  feeling  all  along  the  garden- 
wall, 

Lest  he  should  swoon  and  tumble  and 
be  found,  770 

Crept  to  the  gate,  and  open*d  it  and 
closed, 

As  lightly  as  a  sick  man's  chamber- 
door, 

Behind  him,  and  came  out  ui>on  the 
waste. 

And  there  he  would  have  knelt,  but 

that  his  knei^s 
Were  feeble,  so  that  fallini^  pnmc  Un 

dug 
His. fingers   into  the  wet  earth,  and 

prayM  : 

'Too  hard  to  bear  I  why  did  they 

take  me  thence? 
O    God   Almighty.    bIcsM'd   Saviour. 

Thou 
That  didst  uphold  me  on  mv  lonely 

isle. 
Uphold  me.  Father,  in  my  loneliness 
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A  little   lougcrl    aid    me,  give  me 

strcngtli  jti 

Not  to  tell  her,  Dever  to  let  her  knon. 

Help  mc  not  to  break  in  upon  her 

Hy  children  too  I  must  I  not  speak  to 

HieseY 
They  know  me  not     1  should  betray 

myself. 

Never  I  no  fiittier's  kiss  for  mc  —  tlic 

Bo  like  licr  motlier,  and  the  boy,  my 


Tbcrn  siH'ecli  mill  thought  und  na- 
ture fiiil'd  ii  little. 
And  he  ky  Inuiitd  ;  Imtwheu  ho  rose 


Bcatinn  it  in  U|ioii  liin  wciiry  lirniii, 
As  tho-  it  wert;  tin'  limlhi'ii  of 
'Not    t<)   tell    hLT,   1 


let    hei 


He  V 


II  inilmppy.     Ilia  re- 
Uplwri'  him,  nJiil  (inn  fiiilh,  imil  ev.T- 

PruyiT  from  fi  livint;  source  nilhiii  llie 

will. 
And  lic<atiui:  up  thro'  all   the  bitUT 

\vnrl<i, 
Likcfoiintiiins  of  sweet  water  in  tlie 

Kept  him  a  living  soul.   'This  miller"- 

He  said  io  Miriam.  'Ihiit  yon  spcik.' 

IIus  slic  no  r.'iir  Ihiil  Iht  first  tiUKbiind 

lives  r 
'Ay,  riy.  poi)rsoul,'  snid.Mirluni.  '  fi'iir 

If  yiHE  eiiiiM  leil  litTyou  Iwd  «ii>ii  liijn 

de^id. 
Wl!y.tIiatwonlillM:hercr.mf.>rt:'nnd 

hn  thi.11;rllt, 
' After tik-  I.or.lliasciill'dnicshrsl..ilI 


I  wnit  1I[«  time;'  nniiEnotJi 

wlf. 
Kcoriiinii  iiii  alms,  to  work  whereliv 


Cooper  lie  was  and  cwpatt 

wrought 
To  make  the  boatmen  flildii|4 

At  lading  and  unlnding  Uw  tal 
That  brought  tbe  stinted  eoam 

Oiosc  days. 
Thus  caru'd  a  scanty  living  fort 
Yet  since  he  did  but  labor  tdrl 
Work  without  hope,  ttwre  «■ 

tnit 
Whorcby  ibe  man  could  6n; 

the  year 
Koird  iiBCif  round  again  to  ■ 

When  Knock  had  rctuni'd,il 


Hut  kept  the  house,  his cbw.i 

his  iHtl. 
And  Knoeii  bore  hiswmfcital 

fully. 
For  sure  no  gladlicr  dou  tkrC 

wreck 
Sic-  thro'  the  giuy  iklitsrfSi 

'I'he  iHiat  that  bean  the  h 

approach 
To  save  tlic  life  despali^  4 


For  thro"  that  dawi 

kindlier  hope  ^m 
On  ICTioth  thinking.  'sftrJi 
't'hen  may  she  Icaru  I  la 

last.' 
llfcaH'd  aloud  forH 

'  Woirian,  I  baTeancnt— 
lirfort'  I   t«ll  you— ai 
book 


'hear  him  tolkl 
you  round.* 
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Did  vuu  know  Enoch  Aiduu  o(  thia 

Kb0w  hitat'  she  uld,  '  I  knev  Lim 

tg,  »j,  I  mind  him  comJDg  down  Uic 
ttnxt; 

hU  hu  bead  high,  ami  cared  for  no 

Ivwlj    awl    ladlj    Enoch  answer'd 

'Bh  bintl  is  low,  and  no  man  cares 

for  him. 
Itkink  I  hare  not  thn-c  days  nioru  U> 

live ; 
lam  Um-  man,'     At  which  tlic  woman 

iravi' 
A   half-incmliilous,     Imlf-hyBU'riciil 

cry  : 
'Tun    Anh'n,    yini !    nuy, — aure   lie 


K^T  than   yuu   L 
l')ljO..)ha.sb.iwd 


'      Knoc-h  sJiiil 
u  down  to  wimt 


Hy  grief  and  aolitiide  have  brokei 

me; 
Xeverthi'less,  Itnow  you  that  I  am 

lie 
Who  married  —  but    tJint  name  hoi 

I  married  luTwhumiLrrii'd  i'hiliplluv. 
^it,  listen.'     Then  In-  told  iier  uf  lii: 

voyage. 
Jlis  wrecic,  his  lonely  life,  his  cominji 

His  gaz.iiiK  in  on  Annie,  liin  resolve, 

And  how  he  kept  it.     Ah  the  wonuu 

hennl.  sh 

PiiBt  flciw'd  till-  current  of  her  eiwj 

While  in  her  iienrt  tilie  ycnrn'd  inces- 
santly 

To  nish  ahnail  all  round  (he  liith 
iinvcn, 

I'rocliiimin);    Enoch    Anieii    and   lii: 


But  It 


ehiinndeu   slu 


^4^J 
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Edith,  whose  pensive  beauty,  perfect 
else,  70 

But  subject  to  the  season  or  the  mood, 

SShoiie  like  a  mystic  star  between  the 
less 

And  greater  glory  varying  to  and  fro. 

We  know  not  wherefore ;  l>oimteously 
made, 

And  yet  so  finely,  that  a  troublous 
touch 

Thinu'd,  or  would  seem  to  thin  her  in 
a  dav, 

A  joyous  to  dilate,  as  toward  the  light. 

And  these  had  been  together  from  the 
lirst. 

Lcolin's  first  nurse  was,  five  years  after, 
hers. 

So  much  the  boy  foreran ;  but  when 
his  date  80 

Doubled  her  own,  for  want  of  play- 
mates, he  — 

Since  Averill  was  a  decad  and  a  half 

His  elder,  and  their  parents  under- 
ground — 

Had  tost  his  hall  and  floAvn  his  kite, 
and  rolld 

His  hoop  to  pUasure  Edith,  with  her 
dipt 

Against  the  nish  of  the  air  in  the  prono 
swing. 

Made  blossom -ball  or  daisy-chain,  ar- 
ranged 

Her  pirden,  sow'd  her  name  and  kept 
it  green 

In  living  letters,  told  her  fairy  t:il<s. 

Show'd  licr  the  fairv  footinixs  on  tin- 
grass.  00 

The  littlcMlells  of  cowslip,  fairy  palms. 

The  petty  mart's  tail  fon*>t,  fairy 
pin«'**. 

Or  from  tlu'  tiny  ]Mtt('d  target  Mew 

AVhat  lonk'd  a  tiiglit  of  fairy  arrows 
aim  «l 

All  at  one  mark,  all  hitting,  niake- 
Iwlieves 

For  Edith   and   himself ;   or   else   he 

forir<'<l. 
But  that  was  later.  l>oyi-h  histories 
Of  battle,  lml<l   advent  lire,  dungeon, 

A\r«<k, 
Flight^,   terror^,  ^udflen  rescues,  ami 

true  l«»ve 
Crown'd  aft*  r  trial  :  .sketilirsriidr  and 

faint.  I 

But  where  a  passion  yet  uulHjrn  pei 

haps 


Ijay  hidden  as  the  music  of  the  moc 
triceps  in  the  plain  eggs  of  the  nigl 

ingale. 
And  thus  together,  save  for  colk] 

times 
Or  Temple-witen  terms,  a  couple,  f 
As  ever  painter  painted,  poet  sang. 
Or  heaven  in  lavish  bounty  moukli 

grew. 
And  more  and  more,  themaiden  wonu 

grown. 
He  wasted  hours  with  Averill ;  the 

when  first 
The  tented  winter-field  was  broken 
Into  that  phalanx  of  the  summer  spc^ 
That  soon  should  wear  the  garlai 

there  again 
When  burr  and  bine  were  gather 

lastly  there 
At  Christinas;  ever  welcome  at 

Hall, 
On  whose  ddll  sameness  bis  full  t 

of  youth 
Broke  with  a  phosphort*sceuce  chai 

ing  even 
My  latlv,   and  the  baronet  vet  1 

laid 
Xo  bar  between  them.     Dull  and  » 

involved. 
Tall  and  erect,  but  bending  from 

height 
With  half-allowing  smiles  for  all  1 

world. 
And  miL-^litv  courtc<uis  in  the  main 

his  pride 
Lay  (h'cper  than  t<i  wear  it  as  hi.srins 
He.  like  an  Avlmer  in  his  Avlnieris 
WonUl  care  n(»  more  forlAM)liu's  wa 

ing  with  her 
Than  forhisoM  Newfoundland's,  \\\ 

they  nin 
To  Innse  liini  at  the  stables,  for  he  n 
Two  footrd  at  the  limit  of  his  chain 
lioariniT  to  make  a  thinl :    and  h 

shoulfl  Love. 
Whom    the   en»ss liirhtninsxii  of    ft 

elianee-met  eves 
Flash  into  tierv  life  from  noihinc:.  I 

low 
Su<h  dear  tamill.mties  of  dawn  t 
JSeliluni.  but  when  he  d<:)es;  mastei 

all. 

So  t]ie<e  y(>unL'"  hearts,  not  kn(»w 
tli.it  they  loved. 

2s  ot  slie  at  lea;$t.  nor  conscious  of  a 
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nor  by  plight  or  broken 


bat  an  immemorial  intimacy, 

t^d  St  wUl,  and  oft  accompanied 

vill ;  bifl»  a  broUier'B  love,  ttiat 


rings  of  brooding  shelter  o'er 


have  been  other,  aave  for  Leo- 

In'a  —  140 

uwa  T  bat  so  they  wander'd, 

hoar  by  hoar 

'd  the  UoMom  that  re-bloom'd, 

ind  drank 

igic  cap  that  flll*d  itself  anew. 

Usper  half  reveal'd  her  to  her 

St 

t  berond  her  lodges,  where  the 

brook 

with  here  and  there  a  silence, 


lowy  rims,  arose  the  laborers' 


iiient  haunt  of  Edith,  ou  low 

knolls 

fimpling  died  into  each  other, 

hutH 

nlfHu  scatter'd,  each  a  nest  in 

blooiu.  150 

t.  her  hand,  her  counsel,  all  \\^\ 

wrought 

thi-m.    Here  was  one  t  hut ,  sum  - 

DifT-blaueh'd, 

cimrlU'iinieti  witli  the  tmvrl- 

Ier';»  joy 

limn,  parcel  ivy-elwl :  ami  h<Te 

ann-blue  btvathiii^s  of  a  liiil* 

[len  hearth 

from   a    liower   of    viii(>   and 
bonevAueklc. 

ii»k*(l  all  roeic  tnt',  and  anitthcr 
wore 

: m-t  robe  of  Jasmini'  M)wn  with 
fttars. 

All  a  nmy  «ea  of  irillytlti\v«Ts 
it:  this,  a  milky  way  on  eiirth. 
isions  in  the  Nortlieni  dn^anicr's 
h<*avens,  iAi 

uvfnue  climbing  to  tlie  (l(M)rs  ; 
ilm(»Ht   to   the   martin  hannt4-(l 
•■aves 
m«*r  burial  d<'<>p  in  hollytitM-kM: 

itA  own   eharm ;    and    Kdith'-^ 
I*  very  when* ; 
dith  ever  vbiititnt  with  him. 


He  but  less  loved  than  Edith,  of  her 

poor. 
For  she— so  lowly-lovely  and  so  lov- 
ing. 
Queenly  responsive  when,  the  Ic^al 

hand 
Rose  from  the  clay  it  work'd  in  as  she 

past,  170 

Not  sowing  hedgerow  texts  and  pass- 
ing by. 
Nor  dealing  goodly  counsel  from  a 

height 
That  makes  the  lowest  hate  it,  but  a 

voice 
Of  comfort  and  an  open  hand  of  help, 
A  splendid   presence   flattering  the 

poor  roofs 
Revered  as  theirs,  but  kindlier  than 

themselves 
To  ailing  wife  or  wailing  infamy 
Or  old  bedridden  palsy,  —  was  adored ; 
He,  loved  for  her  and  for  himself.    A 

grasp 
Having  the  warmth  and  muscle  of  the 

heart,  180 

A  childly  way  with  children,  and  a 

lauj^h 
Kingin;;  like  proven  golden  coinage 

tnie. 
Were  no  false  pa5<sport  to  tliat  easy 

n*alni, 
Wlien'  once  with  Leolin  at  her  side 

th«'  «?irl, 
Xursing  a  child,  and  turning  to  the 

wanntli 
Thet«'iidt'r[>ink  live  hrjule*!  ])aby-soh'S, 
lleanl  tin*  ^<k)iI  mother  softly  whisper, 

•  Hless, 
(}<»d  bh'ss  'em !  marriapes  an-  nuule  in 

heaven.* 

A  Hash  of  s<'mi  jrahuHV  dcjir'd  it 

to  lllT. 

Mv    lady's    Imtian    kinsman     unan 

noniK-cd  I'P 

With   half  a  scon-  of  swarthy   fact- 

came. 
His  own,  tho' keen  and  bold  :ind  «0 

ilirrlv, 
Srar'd  bv  the  i-Iiki*  fcliptic.  was  not 

fair ; 
Fainr  his  talk,  a  tMni:n«'  that   rnlrd 

till*  Iniiir. 
Tim*  sniniiii:  bnnstfiil.     Sn  wIh-m  llr^t 

he  diLsJi'd 
Into  the  chruniele  <if  a  di-nlful  day, 


Si6 


ENOCH  ARDEN  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


Sir  Aylmer  half  forgot  his  lazy  smile 
Of  patron,   'Good I  my  lady 8  kins- 
maul  good  I'  198 
My  lady  with  her  fingers  interlock'd 
And  rotatory  thumbs  on  silken  knees, 
Call'd  all  her  vital  spirits  into  each  ear 
To  listen ;  unawares  they  flitted  off, 
Busying  themselves  about  the  flower- 
age 
That  stood  from  out  a  stiff  brocade  in 

which, 
The  meteor  of  a  splendid  season,  she, 
Once  with  this  kinsman,  ah  I  so  long 

ago. 
Btept  thro'  the  stately  minuet  of  those 

days. 
But  Edith's  eager  fancy  hurried  with 

him 
Snatch'd  thro'  the  perilous  passes  of 

his  life ; 
Till  Leolin,  ever  watchful  of  her  eye. 
Hated  him  with  a  momentary  hate,  m 
Wife-hunting,  as  the  rumor  ran,  was 

he. 
I  know  not,  for  he  spoke  not,  only 

shower'd 
His  oriental  gifts  on  every  one 
And  most  on  Edith.     Like  a  storm  he 

came, 
And  shook  the  house,  and  like  a  storm 
he  went. 

Among  the  gifts  he  left  her  —  pos- 
sibly 

He  flow'd  and  ebb'd  uncertain,  to  re- 
turn 

When  others  had  been  tested  —  there 
was  cue, 

A  dagger,  in  rich  sheath  with  jewels 
on  it  220 

Sprinkled  about  in  gold  that  branrb'd 
itself 

Fine  as  ice-ferns  on  January  panes 

Made  bv  a  breath.  I  know  not  whence 
at  tirst. 

Nor  of  what  race,  the  work;  but  as 
he  told 

The  story,  storming  a  hill-fort  of 
thieves 

He  got  it ;  for  their  captain  after  fi*rht. 

His  comrades  having  fought  their  last 
below. 

Was  climbing  up  the  valley,  at  whom 
he  shot. 

Down  from  the  beetling  crag  to  which 
he  clung 


Tumbled  the  tawny  nacal  at 
This  dagger  with  him,  whid 

now  admired 
By  Edith  whom  his  pleMure 

please. 
At  once  the  costly  Sahib  jU 

her. 

And  Leolin,  coming  after 

gone. 
Tost  over  all  her  presents  pet 
And  when  she  show'd  the 

scabbard,  saying, 
'Look  what  a  lovely  piece  c 

manshipl' 
Slight  was  his  answer,  '  Well- 

not  for  it.' 
Then  playing  with  the  blade  h< 

his  hand, 
'  A  gracious  gift  to  give  a  lad; 
'  But  would  it  be  mxxe  graciov 

the  girl, 
*  Were  I  to  eive  this  gift  of  b 
That  is  no  lady  7 '    '  Oraciouf 

said  he. 
'Me? — but  I  cared  not  for 

pardon  me, 
I  seem  to  be  ungraciousness  i1 
'Take  it,'  she  added  sweetl 

his  gift; 
For  I  am  more  ungracious  et 

you, 
I  care  hot  for  it  either ; '  and  1 
•Why,  then  I  love  it;'  but  Sir 

past. 
And  neitlier  loved  nor  liked  t 

he  heard. 

The  next   day   came  a  b 

Blues  and  reds 
They  talk'd  of ;  blues  were  si 

he  thought : 
Then  of  the  latest  fox  —  wher 

—  kiird 
In  such  a  bottom.     *  Peter 

brush, 
My  Peter,  tirst ;  *  and  did  Sir 

know 
That  great    pock-pitten  fell 

i>een  caught  ? 
Then  made  his  pleasure  echo, 

hand. 
And  rolling  as  it  were  the  si 

of  it 
Between  his  palms  a  moment 

down  — 
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la  Uids  were  wum,  the  birds  were 
warm  npoD  him ;  afo 

■have  bim  BOW ;' and  had  Sir  Ajl- 
MTheud— 

If;  bat  he  muat — the  land  was 
ringing  of  it — 

ii  bla^smith  border-maniage— 
one  they  knew-— 

hv  from  the  ninaeiy — who  could 
touataehildr 

Ittcnraed  France  with  her  egalities  1 

UdU  Mr  Aylmer^deferentially 

Hb  Bearing  chair  and  lowered  accent 
—think— 

^people  talk'd— that  it  was  wholly 
wiae 

k  hi  that  handaome  fellow  ATerill 
walk 

|l  freelT  with  hia  daughter  T  people 
talk'd—  170 

Ii  boy  might  get  a  notion  into 

Ii  girl  niigfat  be  entangled  ere  she 

knew. 
Ir  Ayimer  Aylmer  slowly  stiffening 

spoke: 
The  rirl  and  boy,  sir,  know  their 

differences  I ' 
Qood.'  said  his  friend.  '  but  watch ! ' 

and  be,  '  Enouj^h, 
loie  than  enough,  sirl    I  can  guard 

-my  own.' 
Hey  parted,  and  Sir  Aylmer  Aylmer 

watcb'd. 

Pye,  for  on  her  the  thunders  of  the 

house 
bd  fallen  first,  was  Edith  that  same 

night : 
ile  as   the  Jophtha's   daughter,   a 

rough  piece  aSo 

f  early  rigid  color,  under  which 
'ithdnwing  by  the  counter  door  to 

that 
hich  Leolin  open'd,  she  cast  back 

upon  him 
piteous  glance,  and  vanish'd.     Ho, 

as  one 
lUght  in  a  burst  of  unexpected  storm. 
ifj  pelted  with  outnifireous  epithets, 
iming  beheld   the  Powers  of  the 

House 
I  either  skle  the  hearth,  indignant ; 

her, 
oling  her  filse  cheek  with  a  feather 


Him,  glazinff,  by  his  own  stale  deril 

ZUT^d,  •90 

a  beast  haid-rldden,  breath- 
ing hard. 
'  Ungenerous,  dishonorable,  base, 
Presumptuous  I  trusted  as  he  waa  with 

her. 
The  sole  succeeder  to  their  wealth. 

their  lands, 
The  last  remaining  pillar  of  their 

boose, 
The  one  transmitter  of  their  ancient 

name, 
Thehr   child.'     'Our  chfldl'     'Our 

heiress!'    ' Ours  1' for  still. 
Like  echoes  from  beyond  a  hollow, 

came 
Her  sicklier  iteration.    Last  he  said: 
*Boy,  mark  met  for  your  fortunes 

are  to  make.  100 

I  swear  you  shall  not  make  them  out 

of  mine. 
Now  inasmuch  aa  you  have  jnactised 

on  her, 
Perplezt  her,  made  her  half  forget 

herself, 
Swerve  from  her  duty  to  herself  and 

us — 
Things  in  an  Aylmer  deem'd  impossi- 
ble. 
Far  as  we  track  ourselves — I  say  that 

this  — 
Else  I  withdraw  favor  and  counte- 
nance 
From  you  and  yours  for  ever — shall 

you  do. 
Sir,  when  you  see  her — but  you  shall 

not  see  her  — 
No,  you  shall  write,  and  not  to  hrr, 

but  me;  310 

And  you  shall  say  that  Imvin^  spoken 

*  with  me. 
And   after  look'd  into  vonrst-lf,  von 

find 
That  you  meant  nothinij— as  imU'e<l 

yon  know 
That  you  mrant    nothintr.      Such   n 

match  iiA  this! 
Impossible,  pnxligiousl*     Thrse  wore 

wonU. 
As  minted  l»v  his  measurt'  n{  liimsi'lf. 
Arguing;  boundless  forbeanmce  :  aftrr 

which. 
And  I>»olin*shorrorstrirktn  answer.'  I 
80  foul  a  traitor  to  myself  and  her  I 
Never,  O,  never  I'  for  about  as  long 
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As  the  Aviiid  hover  hangs  in  balanci'.  ,  Whcrt'  our  CuHCOsians  let  tliei 

])aii<«'(l  3-1  '  be  sold. 

Sir  Aylmrr  redtiriiiug  from  tht-  storm     Some  nue.  he?  thought,  had  slaadi 

"within.  l.eolin  to  liim. 

Then  broke  all  bonds  of  eourtesy,  ant  I     '  Hrother.  for  1  have  loved  you 

crying,  as  s*:>ii 

Bov,  should  I  thid  vou  bv  mv  doors  I  Thau  brothvr,  let  me  tell  you:  I 

affam,  I  self  — 

^Fy  men  shall  lash  you  from  them  liki'  |  What  is  their  pretty  saying?  jl 

ft  dog:  '  I  if? 

Hence!'    with    a  sudden   execration  i  .lilt  rd  I  was;  I  say  it  for  your. 

drove  i  I^^n'd,  and.  ns  liearing  in  myself 

The  fot>tst<)ol  from   before   him.  and  ■  shame 

arose  ;  I  The  womau  should  have  borne, 

So,    stammt'riiiir    'seountlrel'  out   of  milinKnl, 

terth  that  gntund  ■  I   lived   for  years  a  stunted 

As  in  a  drearlful  dn-am,  while  Leolin  life:  ^ 

si  ill  !  Till  after  our  good  parents  past  avfl 

Retreat  eil   half-aglia>t,  the   licree  old     AVatehing  your  growth,  I  scem'da^U 


man 


U>  ;jrrow. 


Follow'd.   and   under  his  own  linttl     Let»lin.  1  almost  sin  in  envying yoiL 

sttKNl  I  The  very  whitest  lamb  in  all  my  ttM 

Storminir  with  lifted  hands,  a  hoarv     Loves  vou:   I  know   her;  the 


fa 


acr 


Tlu»uirht  shi'  has 


Meet  for  the  revi-niicr  o\'  thr  hi  art  h.      Is  whiter  even  than  lier  pn-tty  hand. 


but  now. 
Rcnrath    a    jnile   and    uiiiinpa^simrd 

nxNin. 
Vixt    wiih    uiiwitrthy    madruss.    and 

tlifnnn'tl. 

Slowly  anil  cim^rinn'-  itf  thi*  niLTeful 
rye 
That  WMr<ir.l  liim.   lill    ]i.'  lum-l   ili«- 

('ln*se,  iTM'-hiiii:  u  i;  h  JD'nr  mIi'  >i'».  Miik" 

till"  luul. 
Wi-nl   I.r-i'iii;  llnti.  In'-.  ji.-iv^ii.iK.  ;,M  iw 

t1     M..I 

And  uiM^ltr-*  «»r  li\  iii.i*i'i?i.  tni'li'iixlv 


Slu'  must   pri»ve   true  ;  for.  *brotha 

wh«re  two  tight 
The   stmngi-st   wins,   and   truth  an 

love  are  stn-ngth. 
Aiitl  vou  are  hai>pv ;  let  her  parorr 

'be.' 

l^ut  Li  <»lin  crird  out  the  moru  upoi 

th'in  ■— 
IiiM>]«Mt,  br;o'iile»^s,  lu-iirtlessl  heiress 

uralth, 
Th<  ir    uea'rth.    their   lu-inss!    wcMitl 

I  iionjji  was  theirs 
Fi-r  i\\i?'.i\'  matehe.s.      Were   he  l-n' 

of  this. 


Dnwii    iliriT    th'-  bii::ht   l:iui>  >■'  iii<     W 'h\ .  luijiiv    buvs  and  iJirls  sIumi) 


].r..|  l|.-i'^  IiiM. 
\iiil   loriiii'd  :i\\:iv   bi^  In  ;jr;   :i1   \\tr 
iir^  t-.n- : 


in.irrv  on  it. 
Ami   TitrtN-    blest  ones  bless  him.  an. 
liiiii-«lf 


■A'hom   AmtIII   voLuid  m^  lie  iniL'lit.     T.i    \\»:i1tli\    still,  av,  wealthier.    \l 


al!i:i/t-d 

Tin- Mj.iii  \v:i^hi-.  li;ul  !)■  •  ii  hi^  r;t:lir|-' 
frifiiil  : 


b«  lirvcd 
Til  is   lii'hy  marriagi-hinderiug  Mam 
iti'M)  niatle 


UeiMU^t  li:t\.-  srcii.  hiiiWfl!'  1j:ii1  -n  m     Tin- ImiI- •!  of  the  eitii's ;  Nature  i-n^ 


i:  l-.M_r : 


W  .i-^  ii.i'iln  r  •»!"  the  find  adulteries 


lb'   luiHt    hM\>     Ui'iu'i.    Iiitii-ill    h;iii     Tii:!'  ^i' iintf  sfiul  with  boflv.    Xain« 


ki:i»v.  :i  :   !••  ^:<it  >-. 


l-io  ;   lianie. 


He    111  vi  r    \i't    li.'l    ^i  i    lil>  driiuli;' :•     'IMsf  if   aiiiv  nt    namel  thev    hii^iht  1 
_  •  .     .  _       •  ■ 


t'l'ith 


pTitiiil :  iT»  worth 


Here   in    ihe    \M»iii;!ri-iniirk«ts  of    tlu'     \\  :i<  In  inLT  T-Mith's.       Ah.    how    pa' 


west. 


she  had  hx>k*d 
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o-nisbt !    they  must  liavi' 

II    Uilvrauii'.      TbcDc   ol'l 
MUil-lunls, 

Iriil)rc-brt.-vik'r8  uf  u   llioii- 
ycan*, 
<iilil(.-w'<l  in  llii'ir  (huusaiuls, 

■rt  —  wliy,  tlii;  j;n'attr  lUcir 

1 

it  noble,  DUtki'  it   ncililcrl 

A  Tuitagc-gn>iiD(t  fur  Dobli-- 

1 

town  ■  man.  a  qtiintitiacncv 

'  all — who  madly  lovtsi^ 
be. 

by  one  of  these  olil  Tiither- 
1.  ^v 

Ida  life  out,  sod  inadi;  au 


lie  woulil  not  do  tt!  her  swuet  fun 

and  fiiitb 
Held  him  from  that ;  Imt  he  liai]  ]>ow- 

era,  ku  knew  it 
liiu'k  wtiiilil  be  lu  his  studies,  make  a 

Nntni-.  fortune  tiMi :  tlie  worlil  hIiouIiI 

rinj;  uf  him. 
Tu  sliiiiiii'  llii-ai'  mouldy  AylnuTs  in 

Cliiinit-Uor.  or  what  lit  j^reaU-st  wiiiild 
he  Im;  — 
O   hri'tliir,    I   am   grievi-d   to   U«n. 

(live  Hie  my  Ilii)^,  ami  let  me  siiy  tny 
«iy.' 

At  n'hieh.  like  oiii^  lliat  ni's  his  owu 

And  easily  fufKivos  it  iw  liiH  own, 
lit'  laURli'il,  mill  tliru  was  mute,  but 

Iiri'sciitly 
Wcpl  like  aslurm;  and  liODcst  Aver 

ill,  aecing 
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How  low  his  brother's  mood  had  fallen, 

fetch'd 
Hia  richest  bee's- wing  from  a  binn  re- 
served 
For  banquets,  praised  the  waning  red, 

and  told 
The  vintage  —  when  this  Aylmer  came 

of  age  — 
Then  drank  and  past  it ;  till  at  length 

the  two, 
Tho'  Leolin  flamed   and  fell  again, 

agreed 
That  much  allowance  must  be  made 

for  men.  410 

After  an  angry  dream  this  kindlier 

glow 
Faded  with  morning,  but  his  purpose 

held. 

Yet  once  by  night  again  the  lovers 

met. 
A  perilous    meeting    under  the  tall 

pines 
That  darken'd   all  the  northward  of 

her  Hall. 
Him,  to  her  meek  and  modest  bosom 

prest 
In  agony,  she  promised  that  no  force. 
Persuasion,  no,  nor  death  could  alter 

her ; 
He,  passionately  hopefuller,  would  go, 
Liibor  for  his  own  Edith,  and  return 
In  such  a  sunliirht  of  prosperity       421 
He   should   not  be  rejected.     *  Writ^ 

to  me ! 
They   loved  me.  and  l)ecause  I   love 

their  chihl 
They  hate  me.    There  is  war  between 

us,  dear, 
Which  breaks  all  bonds  but  ours  ;  we 

must  remain 
Sacred    to    one    another'      So    thev 

talk'd. 
P(X>r  children,  for  their  comfort.    The 

wind  blew. 
The  rain  of  heaven  and  their  own  bit- 
ter tears. 
Tears  and  the  careless  rain  of  heaven. 

mixt 
Upon  their  faces,  as  they  kissM  each 

other  4V> 

In  darkness,  and  above   them  roar'd 

the  j)ine. 

So  Leolin   went;   and   as  we   task 
ourselves 


To  learn  a  language  known  but  1 

teringly 
In  phrases  here  and  there  at  ran 

toU'd 
Mastering  the  lawless  science  od 

law. 
That  codeless  myriad  of  preoedcE 
That  wilderness  of  single  instanc 
Thro'  which  a  few,  by  wit  or  foi 

led. 
May  beat  a  pathway  out  to  w 

and  fame. 
The  jests,  that  flash'd  about  the  p 

er'sroom. 
Lightning  of  the  hour,  the  pun 

scurrilous  tale,  — 
Qld  scandals  buried  now  seven  d< 

deep 
In  other  scandals  that  have  Mved 

died. 
And  left  the  living  scandal  that 

die  — 
Were  dead  to  him  already ;  bent 

was 
To  make  disproof  of  scorn,  and  st 

in  hopes. 
And  prodigal  of  all  brain-labor  h 
Charier  of  sleep,  and  wine,  and 

cise, 
Except  when  for  a  breathing-whi 

eve, 
Some  niggard  fraction  of  an  hou 

ran 
Beside  the  river-bank.     And  the 

dt»ed 
Harder  the  times  were,  and  the  1 

of  power 
Were    blcxxiier,    and    the    accoi 

hearts  of  men 
Seem'd  harder  too ;  but  the  soft  1 

breeze. 
Which    fann'd    the    gardens  of 

rival  rose 
Yet  fniirrant  in  a  heart  remembei 
His  former  talks  with  Edith,  on 

breathed 
Far  purelier  in  his  rushings  tc 

fro, 
i  After  his  books,  to  flush  his  blood 

air. 
Then  to  his  books  again.     My  1 

cousin, 
Half  sickening  of  his  pension'd 

noon, 
I  Drove  in  upon   the  student  on< 

twice. 


AYLMER*S  FIELD 


$nt 


|iA  lUajui  amiiok  against  the 


HfQldea  hopea  for  Franoe  and  all 

■Mnkiad, 
iPMi'd  all  quariea  touching  thoM  at 


llh  a  keaTed  sbonlder  and  a  laucy 


Ufrin  had  haled  him  oat  into^he 

worid. 
II  afar'd  him  there.     His    nearer 

friend  would  lay, 
not  the  chord  too  sharply  lest 

Uhanap.' 
kfl  alone  he  plucfc'd  her  dagger 

forth  470 

where  hit  worldleas  heart  hiyd 

kept  it  warm, 
hia  Towe  upon  it  like  a  kniriit 
M  wrinkled  hemSieni  often  talk'd  of 
\      kirn 

Inofinglj.  and  propheded  his  rise ; 
irhmii,  I  think,  helpd  head.    Her 

letters  too, 
IqT  hi  between,  and  coming  fitfully 
A»  broken  music,  written  as   she 

found 
k  made    occasion,    being    strictly 

watch'd. 
Israi'd  him  tliro'  every  labyrinth  till 

he  mw 
Q  end,  a  hope,  a  light  breaking  upon 

him.  480 

But  they  that  cast  her  spirit  into 

flesh. 
pr  worldly-wise  begettcra,  plagUMl 

themselves 
» sell  her.  those  good  parents,  for  her 

good. 
bat«ver  eldest-bom  of  rank  or  wealth 
jrht  lie  within  their  compasH,  him 

they  lured 
to  their  net  made  pleasant  by  the 

baits 
gold  and  beauty,  wooing  him  to 

woo. 
month  by  month  the  noise  about 

their  ^oors. 
kI  distant  blaze  of  those  dull  ban- 

quHs,  made 
le  nightly  wirer  of  their  innocent 

hare  4'A> 

Iter  before  he  took  it.     All  in  vain. 
lien,   defiant,   pitying,   wroth,    re- 

tum'd 


Leolin'a  reacted  rivala  from  their  auit 

Bo  often,  that  tlie  follv  taking  winga 

Slipt  o'er  those  laiy  Umita  down  the 
wind 

With  rumor,  and  became  in  other 
fields 

A  mockery  to  the  yeomen  over  ale, 

And  laughter  to  their  lords.  But  those 
at  home. 

As  hunten  round  a  hunted  creature 
draw 

The  cordon  dose  and  closer  toward 
the  death,  500 

Narrow'd  her  goings  out  and  comings 
in; 

Forbade  her  first  the  house  of  Averill, 

Then  closed  her  access  to  the  wealth- 
ier farmSt 

Last  from  her  own  home-circle  of  the 
poor 

They  barred  her.  Tet  she  bore  it,  yet 
her cheek 

Kept  color — wondrous!  but,  O  mys- 
tery 1 

What  amulet  drew  her  down  to  that 
old  oak, 

So  old,  that  twenty  years  before,  a 
part 

Falling  had  let  appear  the  brand  of 
John  — 

Once  ^rove-like,  each  huge  arm  a  tree, 
but  now  510 

The  broken  base  of  a  black  tower,  a 
cave 

Of  touchwood,  with  a  single  flourish- 
ing spray. 

There  the  manorial  lord  too  curiously 

linking  in  that  millennial  touchwood- 
dust 

Found  for  hims<'lf  a  bittrr  trcasun»^ 
trove ; 

Burst  his  own  wyvern  on  ihe  seal,  and 
read 

Writhin;^  a  letter  fmni  his  (hilil,  foi 
which 

Came  at  the  moiiifnt  l^*oliiis  cniis 
sarv, 

A  crippled  lad.  and  rotninL'  turuM  to 

But  scan"*!  with  thn-Mt**  of  jiiil  and 
haltrr  jravi*  520 

To  him  that  tliistiT'd  hi--  p<M»r  pari-^h 
wits 

The  Irtti-r  wliich  he  brouirht,  and 
swore  besides 

To  play  their  go-lx'tween  as  hen'tof<»ri 
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Nor  let  them  know  themselves  be- 
trav'd ;  and  then, 

Soul-strieken  at  their  kindness  to  him, 
went 

Hating  his  own  lean  heart  and  miser- 
able. 

Thenceforward  oft  from  out  a  des- 
pot dream 
The  father  panting  woke,  and  oft,  as 

dawn 
Aroused   the   black    republic   on   his 

elms. 
Sweeping  the  froth  fly  from  the  fescue 

brush'<l  53" 

Thro'   the  dim   mtnidow   toward    his 

treasure- trove, 
Seized  it,  t<x>k  home,  and  to  my  la<ly, 

—  who  made 
A  downward  crescent  of  her  minion 

mouth, 
Listless   in    all    despondence,  —  read  ; 

and  ton*. 
As  if  the  living    passion    syndioll'd 

there 
Wea*  liviiiLC  nerves  to  f***-]  the  rent ; 

an<l  burnt. 
Now  ehating  at  his  own  i:n-:it  self  de 

lied,  ' 
Now    strikin*^   on     Iiulm?    si uml ili n lc- j  Last  some  low  fever  ran u:ini»  n^und 

blcM-ks  (jf  seorn  !  snv 

In  ])abvisnis  and  dtar  diminutives  I  The    weakness    of    a    jK'ople    or 

Seatier'd  all  ov«r  th<*  vocalmlarv      s,\-,  ,  house. 

Of  sueli  a  lovi-  a-^  like  a  ehiildm  iliild.  ;  Lik«'  Hies  that  haunt  a  wound,  ordi 
Afti-r  much   WMiliriL%  liusli'd  it^rlt  al  j  or  mm. 

List.  Or  almost  all    that    is.    hurtinir 

Hopeless  nl' answrr.     Then  iho*  Aver-  hurt  — 

ill  wrotr  ;  Save  Christ  as  ^\e  iK'lieve  him  — foi 

And  l>a«l<'  him  ^\i!ll   iroml  heart   su-^  the  girl 

tain  hinisel! --  '  And  llung  her  down  upon  a  ciMKh 

All  would  be  Well  -     llii'lt.\rr   heed,  d  fire, 

iinl.  Where  e.ueless  of  the  household  fji 

Ibit    passimiatily    re>tlr-xs    eanie   and  m-ar, 

went.  And  ervinir  upon  the  name  of  Leol 

And  rustling  once  at  nii:lit  about   the  :  she,  an<l  with  her  the  race  of  Ayiu 

l>laee,  I  j)ast. 

Then*  by   a    keeper   sln»t   at,  slightly  I 

hurt,  I      Siar  ti^  star  vibrates  light ;  may ; 

Haging  return'd.     X<.>r  was  it  well  for  to  soul 

her  !  Strike  thro' a  tinerelemcMit  of  hero\ 

Kept  to  th(?  garden  now.  and  grove  y^  \  So,  -from  afar,  — touch  as  al  on 

l)ines,  5?-^  i  or  why 

Watch'd  even  then? ;  and  one  was  >et     That  night,  that  moment,  when 

to  wateh 
The  watcher,  and  Sir  Avlmer  wat(  h'd 

them  all, 


Yet  bitterer  from  his  readings.    Ql 

indeetl, 
\Varm\i  with    his   wines,  or  tih 

pride  in  her. 
She  look'd  so  sweet,  he  kis8*d  herl 

derly. 
Not    knowing   what    posseas'd  I 

That  one  kiss 
Was  Leolin's  one  strong  rival  i^ 

earth  ; 
Seconded,  for  my  lady  follow'd  sol 
Seem'd    hope's   returning   roee;  i 

then  ensued 
A    Martin's   summer   of    his    fa 

love, 
<  )r  ordeal  by  kindness.     After  thifl 
He  seldom  crost  his  child  withon 

SIUtT  ; 

The  moth(?r  llow'd  in  shallower  a 

nuuucs. 
Never  one  kindly  smile,  one  kio 

won! ; 
So  that  the  gentle  creature  shut  fp 

all 
Her  charitable  use.  and  face  to  face 
With  twenty  months  i>f  sileucv. slo? 

lost.  * 
Nor  irreallv  cared  to  lose,  her  hi»ld 

life. 


named  his  name, 
Did  the  keen  shriek,  'Yes,  love, 
Edith,  yes,* 
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tin  the  oomndo  of  his  chambere 
woke, 
■ae  upon  him  half-arisen  from 

rie«p. 
la  weird  bright  eye,  sweating  and 

trembling, 

'  *aa it  werocraclclinginto flames, 
ibodj  Imlf  flnng  formrd  in  pur- 

•ait, 
I  Us  kmg  arms  stretch'd  as  to  grasp 

A  flyer. 
baew  he  wherefore  lie  liad  made 

the  ay: 

being  much  befooVd   and   idi- 

ofced  S90 

the  rough  amity  of  tlie  other. 


tlilD  sleep  again.  Tlie  second  day, 
fkdr'a  Indiiui  iLinsman  rushing  in. 
kenker  of  the  bitter  news  from 


Md  A  dead  man,  a  letter  edged 

with  death 
ide  him,  and  the  dagger  which 

himself 
re  Edith,  rcddcn'd  with  no  bandit's 

bl'MMi ; 
run   Eilith'wiis  engraven  on  the 

blade. 

"ht-n  Averill  went  and  gazed  upon 

his  death. 
1  when  lie  ainie  again,  his  f1(M*k  be- 
lie vet!  —  fmo 
kirldinir  liow  the  years  which  are 

not  Time's 
i  bhutted  htm  — that  many  thoii- 

wind  davH 
TP  rli|>t  by 'horror  from  his  tenn  of 

life. 
;  the  mu\  m«>ther,  for  the  neeond 

d*-ath 
rvr  toueh'd  her  tliro*  that  neanieas 

of  the  first. 
i  U'ine  used  to  And  her  pastor 

t  to  the  harrow M  bn»ther,  pniyin^ 

him 
(ptf-ak  lip  fore  the  pen[)|e  «»f  her  child . 
i  lUt  the  Sabbath.     Darkly  that 

day  Ttffe. 
:umn'!4  mock  Hunshine  of  the  fivbtl 

wmviji  610 

Hall  the  life  of  it :  for  Iianl  nn  tlieH(>. 
Im'athleM  burthen  of  lo\v-fiiMe<i 

bearens 


Stifled  and  chill'd  at  once ;  but  every 

roof 
Sent  out  a  listener.    Many  too  had 

known 
Edith  among  the  hamlets  round,  and 

since 
The  parentis  harshness  and  the  hapless 

loves 
And  double  death  were  widely  mur 

mur^d,  left 
Their  own  gray  tower,  or  plain-facet' 

tabernacle. 
To  hear  him ;  all  in  mourning  these, 

and  those 
With  blots  of  it  about  them,  ribbon, 

glove,  6ao 

Or  ker^icf ;  while  the  church,  — one 

night,  except 
For  grceniidi  glimmerings  thro*  the 

lancets,  —  made 
Still  paler  the  pale  head  of  him,  who 

tower'd 
Above  them,  with  his  hopes  In  either 

grave. 

liong  o'er  his  bent  brows  linger*d 

Averill, 
Ilifl  face  magnetic  to  the  liand  from 

wliieh 
Livid  he  pluck'd  it  fortli,  and  lalior'd 

thro' 
His   brief   praverpMiide,   pive  the 

verse,  'I^ehold, 
Your  hoim?  is  l(?ft  unto  you  desolate ! ' 
Hut  lapHi*ii  into  so  loni;  a  paus4'  a^rain 
As  half  aina/ed,  half  ifrightetl,  all  his 

t1o<'k :  fiji 

Ttien  fnmi  his  heii^ht  and  loiielinrss(»f 

irrief 
Hon'  down  in  tlixNl,  and  da«;h'tl   his 

anirry  Iwart 
Airainst  the  drsulations  «>f  th»»  world. 

Never  since  our  bad  nirili  br(*ani{ 

one  sea. 
Which  rolliii;:  o'er  tin-  p;il;ni*s  nf  t]i( 

proud. 
And  all  but  tho<f  whokmw  tin*  liviiii: 

<J«h1-- 
Kiirht  that  wrn*  Irft  to  niakr  a  punr 

world  - 
Wlien  sine*'  had  II<mm1.  lln-.  iMrthquake, 

thunder.  \^  n»uirht 
Sueh  waste  and  liavdc  a*^  tin*  idohi 

tries  f.^- 

Which  from  tlio  low  light  i>f  mortality 


^1 
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To  thiue  own  likeness;    or  if  oii»^ 

these. 
Thy  better  born  unhappily  from  tkl 
Should,  as  b^  miracle,  grow  stnii^ 

and  fair — 
Friends,  I  was  bid  to  speak  to  suc^ 

one 
By  those  who  most  have  cause  to  m 

row  for  her  — 
Fairer  tlian  Rachel  by  the  palray  wij 
Fairer  than  Ruth  among  the  fleUs  i 

com,  I 

Fair  as  the  Aneel  that  said  '*Haii] 

she  seem'd. 
Who  entering  fiird  the  house  with  m 

den  light 
For  so  mine  own  was  brighten'd* 

where  indeed 
Tlie  roof  so  lowly  but  that  beam  < 

heaven 
I)awn*d  sometime  thro'  the  doorw^j 

whose  the  babe 
Too  ragged  to  be  fondled  on  her  lap^ 
Warmd  at  her  bosom  ?  The  poordul 

of  shame, 
The  common  care  whom  no  one  cart 

for.  loapt 
To  greet  her,  wasting  his  forgottfl 

heart, 
As  with  the  mother  he   had   nere 

known,  69 

In  ganil)o1s;  for  her  fresh  and  inno 

cent  eyes 
Had  such  a  star  of  morning  in  thei 

blue, 
Tliat  all  neglected  places  of  the  field 
Broke  into  nature's  music  when  the] 

sjiw  her. 
Low  wjis  her  voice,  but  won  mysteri 

ous  way 
Thro'  the  seaf'd  ear  to  which  a  loude 

one 
Was  all  but  silence  —  free  of  alms  he 

hand  — 
The  hand  that  robed  your  cottage 

walls  with  flowers 
Has  often  toil'd  to  clothe  your  littl 

ones ; 
How  often  placed  upon  the  sick  man 

brow  jt 

(\»ol'(l  it.  or  laid  his  feverish  pillow 

snKH)th ! 
Had  vou  one  sorrow  and  she  shared 

'  not? 
One  burthen  and  she  would  not  lightc 

it?  ^ 


Shot  up  their  shadows  to  the  heaven 

of  heavens, 
And  worshipt  their  own  darkness  in 

the  Highest? 
'Crash  thyself,  priest,  and  honor  thy 

bnite  Baill. 
And  to  thy  worst  self  sacrifice  thyself. 
For  with' thy  worst  self  hast  "thou 

clothed*  thy  God. 
Then  came  a  Lord  in  no  wise  like  to 

Baill. 
The  babe  shall  lead  the  lion.     Surely 

now 
The  wilderness  shall  blossom  as  tli'e 

rose. 
Crown  thyself,   worm,   and  worship 

thine  own  lusts !  —  650 

No  coarse  and  blockish  Gcxi  of  acrcjige 
Stands  at  thy  gate  for  thee  to  grovel 

to  — 
Thy  God  is  far  diffused  in  noble  groves 
Ancl  princely   halls,  and  farms,  and 

flowing  lawns. 
And  heaps  of  living  gold  that  daily 

grow. 
And  title- scrolls  and  gorgeous  herald- 
ries. 
In  such  a  shape  dost  thou  behold  thv 

G(h1. 
Thou  wilt  not  gixsh  thy  flesh  for  /tim  ; 

for  thine 
Fares  richly,  in  fine  linen,  not  a  hair 
Ruftled  upon  the  scjirfskin.  even  while 
The  deathless  ruler  of  thv  dvintc  house 
Is  woiHuled  to  the  death  that  cannot 

(lie ;  f^^2 

And   tho*   thou    numberi'st  with    the 

f(;llo\vors 
Of  One  who  cried,    "  Leave  all  and 

fol]«3\v  nie." 
Tht-e  thcrt'fon'  with  His  light  about 

thy  feet. 
Thee  with  His  niessti ire  ringing  in  thine 

ears. 
Thee  shall  thv  brother  man,  the  Lord 

from  lu'aven. 
Born  of  a  villaire  girl,  carj)enter's  son. 
Wonderful.     Prince     of    Peace,    tin- 

Miditv  Go<l, 
Count  th«'  more  base  idolater  of  tin- 
two:  <■:;• 
Crueller,  .'is  not  passing  thro'  the  lire 
Bodies,  but  suuU  —  thy   children'::*  — 

thro*  the  smoke, 
The  blight,  of  low  desires  —  darkening 

thiue  own 
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il  doubt  ahe  did  not  soothe  ? 
me  heat  of  difference  spar- 
out, 

I J  would  she  glide  between 
wraths, 

you  from  each  other  1  for 
ralk'd 

te  light  yoke  of  that  Lord 
vc 

the  rolling  wave  of  Qalilec ! 
•  of  him  1  was  not  bid  to 

k —  7«o 

s  with  her,  whom  you  also 

r. 

•u  loved,  for  he  was  worthy 

liad  been  together  from  the 

» 

it  have  been  together  till 

ast. 

la  fimil  baric  of  ours,  when 

y  tried. 

:  itself  without  the  pilot's 

't 

he   captain's    knowledge ; 

with  me. 
cne  is  that,  if  he  went  hence 

!thame  ? 
the  fault,  if  losing  both  of 

acant  chairs  and  widowM 

!  is  left  unto  me  deHolate." ' 

nis  he  spoke,  his  heanTA 

; :  but  some. 

:»  glebe,  with  other  frowns 

those 

themselves    for    summer 
i>w.  scowl'd 

.Teat  lord.  He,  when  it 
'd  he  saw 

leet-lightnings  from  afar, 
urk'd 

storm,  an<l  aiming  at  liis 


harm'd  from  sorrow,  m\ 
ike, 

when  the  prpacher's  ca- 
» tlow'd 

thro'  all  the   gentle   attri 
»  :in 

hild,  the  wife,  who  watch'd 
kce. 

sudden  twitch  of  his  iron 
h: 


•  I 


And  'O,  pray  God  that  he  hold  up  I' 

she  thought, 
'  Or  surely  I  shall  shame  myself  and 

him.' 

'Nor  yours  the  blame — for  who 
beside  your  hearths 

Can  take  her  place— if  echoing  me 
youcTT 

*'  Our  house  Is  left  unto  us  deac^te"  ? 

But  thou,  O  thou  that  killest,  hadst 
thou  known, 

O  thou -that  stonesi  hadst  thou  under- 
stood 

The  things  belonging  to  thy  peace  and 

ours  I     '  740 

Is  there  no  prophet  but  the  vdce  that 

calls 
Doom  upon  kings,  or  in  the  waste  "  Re- 
pent"? 
Is  not  our  own  child  on  the  narrow 

way. 
Who  down  to  those  that  saunter  in 

the  broad 
Cries,  **  Come  up  hither,"  as  a  prophet 

to  us  ? 
Is  there  no  stoning  save  with  flint  and 

rock? 
Yes.  as  the  dead  we  weep  for  testify  — 
No  desolation  but  bv  sword  and  fire  ? 
Yes.  }is  your  nioanmgs  witness,  and 

myself 
Am  lonelier,  darker,  earthlier  for  my 

loss.  750 

Give  me  your  prayers,  for  he  is  past 

your  prayers. 
Not  past  the  living  fount  of  pity  in 

heaven. 
Hut    I  that  thought  my8(*lf  long  suf- 

f<Tin^,  meek. 
Kxc<'<Mlin^  "  p<M;r  in  spirit  "  —  how  the 

wonis 
Have  twist<*«l  back  upon  themselvrs 

an<l  mean 
Vilcuess.  we  an*  irrown  so  [)rou(l  —  I 

wishM  my  volrr 
A    rushing;  tempest  of  th<*  wrath  i>f 

<;<k1 
To   blow     th<'H«'    SJUTiMo"*    thro'   the 

world  — 
Si*nt  like  the  twelve  divi<!itl  concubine 
To   inll:iin«'   th«*   iribi-s:    but  there  — 

(Hit  vornlfT  —  cttrth  7*^ 

IJL'ht<'iis  frmii  her  own  ci-ntnil  hell  — 

O.  there 
The  red  fruit  uf  au  old  idolatry  — 
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The  heads  of  chiefs  and  princes  fall 

sk>  fast. 
They  ch'ng  together  in  the  ghastly 

sack  — 
The  land  all  slianibles  —  naked  mar- 

riagi^s 
Flash    from    the    bridge,   and    ever- 

murder'd  France, 
By  shores  that  darken  with  the  gather- 
ing wolf, 
Iluns  in  a  river  of  bloo<l  to  the  sick 

sea. 
Is  thisa  time  to  madden  madness  then  ? 
Was  this  a  time  for  thes<'  to  flaunt 

their  pride  ?  770 

May    PIiarjiDli's    darkness,    folds    as 

densi*  as  thost^ 
Which  hid  the  Holiest  from  the  peo- 
ple's eyes 
Ere  the  great  death,  shroud  tliis  great 

sin  fn)m  all  ! 
Doubtless    our    narrow   world    must 

canvass  it. 
O,    nithcr  pray    for   those    and    pity 

them, 
Who,   thro'   their  own  desire  acconi- 

plish'd,  brinir 
Their  own  irniv  hairs  wiih  sorrow  to 

the  grave  — 
Who  broke  the  bond  whieh  thev  de- 

sired  to  brrak. 
Which  else  had  link'd  tln'ir  race  with 

time*;  to  ronie  — 
Who  wove  e«)arsc  welis  to  snare  her 

purity.  7S0 

Grosslv  e«>ntrivinir  their  dear  dauirh 

ter's  i:«M>d  — 
Poor  souls,  and  knew  not  what  they 

did.  but  Silt 
Iiinorunt.  ilrvi'iinir  tln-ir  own  daiiirh- 

trr's  (h-ath  I 
May     n«»t    that   earthly    <'hastisenienl 

sutHei'  V 
Have  nor  »»ur  love  and  reverence  left 

th(*ni  Imn?  ? 
Will  not  another  takr  their  henta.L'^rl! 
Will   there   be  children's  laughti-r  in 

their  hall 
For  ev«»r  and  f«»r  ever,  or  our  stone- 
Left  on  anothrr.  or  is  it  a  li.irht  thinir 
That  T,  tiu'ir  iruest.  their  ho^t,  tlirir 

ancient  friend.  7-^> 

I   made   bv    tiirsr   tin-  lust  of  all  mv 

nice. 
Must  cry  to  tiiese  the  last  of  theirs,  as 

cried 


Christ  ere  His  agony  to  those  tl 

swore 
Not  by  the  t<»mple  but  the  goW,  a 

made 
Their  own  tniditions  Goil,  and  sk 

the  Loni, 
And  left  their    memories  a  worl 

curse —  "Behold, 
Your  house  is  left  unto  jou   de 

late"?' 

EndiHl  he  had  not,  but  she  brool 

no  more ; 
Long  sintMj  her  heart  hail  beat  remor 

lessly, 
Her  crampt-up  sorrow  pain'd  her,  a 

a  sense 
Of  meanness  in  her  unresisting  life. 
Then  their  eyes  vest  her ;  for  on 

t<>ring* 
He  had  cast  the  curtains  of  their  s 

aside  — 
Black  velvet  of  the  costliest  —  slie  li 

W'lf 
Had  aevn  to  that.    Fain  had  she  cl«»: 

them  now. 
Vet    darcfl    not    stir    to  do  it.    01 

ncar'd 
Her  huskind  inch  by  inrh.  but  wl 

she  laid. 
Wifelike.  her  hand  in  one  of  his. 

veil'd 
His  face  with  the  other,  and  at  on 

e.s  falls 
A  creeper  when  the  prop  is  brok 

full 
The  woman  shrieking  at  his  feel,  a 

sw<H)n*d. 
TluMi  her  own  p(^>ple  bore  along  I 

nave 
Her  jM-ndent  tiands.  and  narrow  m 

gre  face 
Seam'd  with  the  shallow  cares  of  li 

years. 
And  her  the  lord  of  all  the  landscn 

n>und 
Ev<-n  to  its  last  horizon,  and  of  all 
Who  ix^er'd  at  him  so  keenly,  follov 

out 
T:ill  and  erect,  but  in  the  middle  ai 
He* -I'd.  as  a  footsore  ox   in   crowi 

ways 
Stumbling  across  the  market   to 

death. 
Un  pi  tied  :  for  he  groped  as  blind,  i 

seem'd 


SEA    DREAMS 
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mjt  ftbout  U>  {all,  |i;mii[)lu^  tin.' 

pew* 
I  au*tt  AnJals  till  ho  tourJi'tf  tliv 

door. 
I  lo  the  IrvbffttUi.  nixav  kin  diiuiut 

maiA 
lie  (hmh  ihe  pordi,  tall  aiul  ercrt 


«  dtd  pitlicr  i>au  tl.n 

M  aaJer  poll  witli  bcnrem     Tu  urn; 

BHoUi. 
«f  woiry    anil   jfi^t  ever   Muafler 

I  ADdloN  molbrr  went  to  wnk  hor 

dilU: 
I  *bm  bu  Ml  tlM!  olleocL'  of  LI* 

huuae  »iD 

nt  kim.  Mid  the  cJiMigc  auil  not 

UicchanKn 
AlhoK  dxl  e]re«  of  palDlnl  uinra- 

un 
ting  tot  Q««ir  (ram  ihuir  gilOiM 

iUBlWrhrtdaMxndsnt,  hhonn 

knd 
pa  lo  driMp,   to  fall.    Tlif   man 

heanw 
hdl*:  hb  MM  word  was  'dc»D- 

kb!.' 
id  for  two  jnn  before  lila  <I«atli 

ma  he; 
I  wbm  tliD  MMnd  Chrittnms  caino, 

ocapnl 
ikMrpma,  mnI  tlie  Hlenc«  which  br 


■  dark  rplinuo  roirerMidiiK  dmtb 
ptUm  thresholds ;  nnr  frran  UodiT 

heuU. 
I  tbow  who  ■omw'd  o'er  a  ¥»»■ 

iafa'd  rncp. 
r,  Um>  violet  on  thn  tyrant's  jcntvp. 
m    the    gttstl     llnll    was    wholly 

hrokm  down, 
I    tho   bnwl    woodlaod  parcnll'il 

iBiofvnin: 
I  wbcTB  the  two  coatriTal  tliciT 

dauxhtcr't  icooil. 
I  tlui  hawk**  caal,  the  inula  liac 

madaUanm. 
I  baditteit  tiodernaitli  the  plaa- 


'I'lii'  rubl)it  fuudli^.i  IiIh  own  Unruiltia^ 

Thr  sltiw-worm  nTpjw,  and  the  ihtn 

weftwl  ilieru 
FulIowB  the  luottau.  unA  idl  is  open 

di-ld. 

SGA  DKEAUS 

A  ciTV  cWk.   bill  genlly  bum  and 

bred; 
Ilia  wifv.  ui  unknown  nrtisl'i  nrplinn 

rhild  — 
Uiie   babe    wna   theirs,   a  Murgiirut. 

lhM«  vfianoUl. 
Thny,  thinking  thai  bcr  dear  ganaaitr 

der  ejre 
Droopt  tn  Um  glmt'fMflriad  dtr* 

gloom, 
Oain«,  with  a  bmoOi's  lean  ilTai 

ttMBi,tftltoMa: 
For  wUA   Ui   giln*  ""en  doctd, 

howanrmaD. 
Hmll  wtn  Ui  Mln  and  hud  his 

work:  bemea. 
Thoit  tlrnder  boiiseliold   fortune* — 

for  111  r  mmi 

Hud  Hxk'd  Ids  little— like  the  lllLIu 

thrift.  10 

TrrnihWI    In   periloua    places  o'er  a 

And  oft,   when  sitting  nil  aionc.  Ills 

Would  darken,  as  he  ruTBcd  his  trod' 

ulouwieM. 
Ami  that  one  unctuous  mouth  wbldi 

tared  hlni.  rogue. 
Tu  buy  Klmorp  alionui  in  some  t'erU' 

rian  mine. 
Now  araward-bnuiid  for  heulih  thi^y 

gaiu'd  a  irniat. 
All  wind  and  Hiff  and  drrp-lnrunnlng 

Ai  cloae  of  day:    »lc|il.  woke,   am! 

went  the  ni-it. 
The  flablMLUi.  plmis  Tsrim  froiii  Uw 

ehureh. 
To  diapel :  wliere  a  )iral<il  putpilcrr. 
Not  pnachint;"iinp1i-('hri«  to  ilmplo 

Announcvd   iIh^   euniinir  doum,   tuul 

fidnilnnl'il 
Against  Itie  Srarlet  W'lmutn  and  Iter 
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'Thus,  thus  with  violence/  even  as 
if  he  held 

The  Apocalyptic  millstone,  and  him- 
self 

Were  that  great  angel;  "Thus  with 
violence 

Shall  Babylon  be  cast  into  the  sea ; 

Then  comes  the  close.'  The  gentle- 
hearted  wife 

Sat  shuddering  at  the  ruin  of  a  world. 

He  at  his  own ;  but  when  the  wordy 
storm  J I 

Had  ended,  forth  they  came  and  paced 
the  shore, 

Ran  in  and  out  the  long  sea-framing 
caves, 

Drank  the  lar^e  air,  and  saw,  but 
scarce  believed  — 

The  soot-flake  of  so  many  a  summer 
still 

Clung  to  their  fancies — that  they  saw, 
the  sea. 

So  now  on  sand  they  walk'd,  and  now 
on  cliff, 

Lingering  about  the  thy  my  promon- 
tories, 

Till  all  the  sails  were  darkened  in  tho 
west, 

And  rosed  in  the  cast,  then  homeward 
and  to  bed ;  40 

Where  she,  who  kept  a  tender  Chris- 
tian hope, 

Hauntini;  a  holy  text,  and  still  to 
that 

Returning,  as  the  bird  returns,  at 
night, 

•  Let  not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your 
wrath,* 

Said,  'Love,  forgive  him.'  But  he  did 
not  speak ; 

And  silenced  by  that  silence  lay  the 
wife, 

Remembering  Ikt  dear  Loni  who  died 
for  all. 

And  musint:  on  the  little  lives  of  men. 

And  how  they  mar  this  little  by  their 
feuds. 

But  while  the  two  were  sleeping,  a 

full  tide  50 

Rose  with  ground  swell,  which,  on  tho 

forenuxt  rocks 
Touching,  upjetto*!  Id  spirts  of  wild 

sfa-smokt', 
tLnd  scaled  in  sheets  of  wasteful  foam, 

and  fell 


In  vast  aearcataracta — ever  and ; 
Dead  claps  of  thunder  from  1 

the  cliffs 
Heard  thro'  tho  living  rotr.    Ai 

the  babe, 
Their  Marearet  cradled  near  t 

wail'd  and  woke 
The  mother,  and  the  fstlur  and 

cried, 
'  A  wreck,  a  wreck  1 '  then  toni'i 

groaning  said : 

'  Forgive  1    How   many  will 

"  forgive,"  and  find 
A  sort  of  abeolntion  in  the 
To  hate  a  little  longer  1    No ; 
That  neither  God  nor  man 

forgive. 
Hypocrisy,  I  saw  it'in  Um  afe  m 
Is  it  so  true  that  second  thomi 

best? 
Not  first,  and  third,  which  aiei 

first? 
Too  ripe,  too  late !  they  come  to 

for  use. 
Ah,  love,  there  surely  Uvea  hi 

and  beast 
Something  divine  to  warn  the 

their  foes ; 
And  such  a  sense,  when  first  I  fr 

him. 
Said,    ••Trust  him  not;'*  but 

when  I  came 
To  know  him  more,  I  lost  it,  knei 

less. 
Fought  with  what  seem'd  my  ow 

charity. 
Sat    at   his  table,   drank   his  < 

wines, 
Made  more  and  more  allowance  f 

talk; 
Went  further,  fool!  and  trustee 

with  all, 
All  my  poor  scrapings  from  a  < 

years 
Of  dust  and  desk- work.     There 
i  such  mine, 

None ;  but  a  gulf  of  ruin,  swallc 

gold. 
Not  making.  Ruin'd !  ruin*d !  tl 

rtmrs' 
Ruin  —  a  fearful  night ! ' 

!  '  Not  fearful ; 

I  Said  the  good  wife,  *  if  every  s 
1  heaven 
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M  HKb  ■  liilc  iwaUIng  lowinl 


■D  mkke  it  fair ;  you  do  but  hear  tlit- 

tide. 
ImI  j'ou  111  dreamBT ' 


laud, 
knd  I  from  out  the  boiindlcwi  oubr 

tar«pt  with  it  to  the  shore,  anil  entcr'd 

one 
M  tboM  dark  caves  tlut  run  benestli 

the  cliffs, 
i  (bought  the  motion  of  the  tK)iiDdlt«s 

Sore  thro'  the  ravu,  ami  I  letn  heavcil 
upon  it  qo 

[ndarkMW:  then  I  ww  one  lovely  Mar 

Larger  and  larger.  "^Vilat  »  wurlil, " 
I  thought, 

'To  Uve  la  \"  but  in  moving  <n  1 


Only  thi>  lumlwunl  i-xlt  of  Hw  I'Rvr, 

BriK'ii  with  tint  nun  uimn  Tlii-slreau 

And  iii-ar  tlic  litclit  a  giniii  niinijin  mt 
All  (ivr  I'unliy,  lik<-  »  pli-cv  «r  I'urih, 
.\  iiifkNXi'  ill  lnT  ImiHl,    TIicM  mit 


i»l4. 


Lid  all  s 


1  )jl.>~ 


Ashlfcli  'iHlienvc 

And  her.'  thi-  ni^Hit  liplil  tlii  fc.r 


lu  Tiini-y.  rill  I  slf|it  aeain. 


"^^4 
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The  broken  vision ;  for  I  dream'd  that 

still 
The  motion  of  the  great  deep  bore  mc 

on, 
And  that  the  woman  walk'd  upon  the 

brink. 
I  wondcr'd  at  her  strength,  and  ask'd 

her  of  it. 
"  It  came,"  she  said,  **by  working  in 

the  mines."  no 

0,  then  to  ask  her  of  my  shares,  I 

thought ; 
And  ask'd  ;  but  not  a  word  ;  she  shook 

her  head. 
And  then  the  motion  of  the  current 

ceased. 
And  there  was  rolling  thunder;  and 

we  reach'd 
A  mountain,  like  a  wall  of  burs  and 

thorns ; 
But  she  with  her  strong  feet  up  the 

steep  hill 
Trod  out  a  path.     I  foUow'd,  and  at 

top 
She  pointed  seaward ;  there  a  fleet  of 

glass. 
That  seem'd  a  fleet  of  jewels  under 

me, 
Sailing  along  before  a  gl(x>niy  cloud 
That  not  one  moment  eeased  to  thun- 
der, past  121 
In   sunshine.     Riirht  aeross  its  inuk 

there  lay. 
Down  in  the  watrr.  a  lonir  reef  of  irold. 
Or  what  seem'd  iiold ;  and  I  was  irlad 

at  tirst 
To  think  that   in  our  often  ransack'd 

W(»rUl 
Still  so  mueh  ixold  was  left ;  and  then 

I  fear'd 
Lest  the  jrav  navy  there  should  snliii- 

ter  on  it. 
And  feariuLT  waveil  niv  arm  to  warn 

them  otT ; 
An  idle  siirnal.  for  the  brittle  fleet  — 
I  thouL^ht   I  eouhl  have  died  to  save 

it  —  near'd.  130 

Toueh'd.     elink'd,    and    clash'd.     and 

vanisird.  antl  1  voke. 
I  heard  t)ie  clash  so  clearly.     Now  I 

se(* 
Mv  dream  was  Life,  the  woman  liono-t 

NVork, 
iVnd  my  poor  venture  but  a  tket  of 

irlass 
VVreek'd  on  a  reef  of  visionary  gold.' 


'  Nay,'  said  the  kindly  wife  to 

fort  him, 
*You  raised  your  arm,  you  tun 

down  and  broke 
The  glass  with  little  Margaret's  t 

cine  in  it ; 
And,   breaking  that,  you  made 

broke  your  dream. 
A  trifle  makes  a  dream,  a  trifle  bre 

*No  trifle,'  groan'd  the  husb 

*  yesterday 
I  met  him  suddenly  in  the  street 

ask'd 
That  which  I  ask'd  the  woman  h 

dream. 
Like  her,  he  shook  his  head.     '*$ 

me  the  books ! " 
He  dodgai  me  with  a  long  and 

accoimt. 
**The  books,  the  books!"  but  h 

couUl  not  wait, 
Bound  on  a  matter  he   of    life 

death ; 
When   the  great  Books  —  see  D 

seven  and  ten  — 
Were  open'd,  I  should  find  he  n 

me  well  ; 
And  then  began  to  bh^t  himself 

ooze 
All  overwith  the  fat  affectionate  • 
That    makes  the  widow  lean. 

dearest  friend. 
Have  fairli,  have  faith  I    We  liv 

faith."  siiid  he  : 
"  And  all  thinirs  work  toirether  fc 

i:(H)d 
Of  tJK  >sc  "  —  it  makes  nie  sick  to  ( 

him  —  last 
Gript  my  hand  hanl,  and  with 

bless  you  went. 
I  sto(Kl  like  one  that  had  receiv 

Mow. 
I  found   a   hard   friend   in   his 

a(*counts 
A  loose  one  in   the  hard  irrip  0I 

hand, 
A  curse   in   his  (Jod-bles-s-you  ; 

mv  eves 
Pursued  him  down  the  street,  an 

away, 
AmoiiL"^   tlie    lionest  shoulders  of 

crowd. 
Ii«-ad  rascal  in  tlie  motitmsof  his  1 
And  seounilrel   in   the  suppie-sl: 

knee.' 


SEA  DREAMS 


331 


if  as  he  io  bound,  poortoalf'nid 

Ika  good  wife; 
I  m  ire  all ;  bat  do  not  call  him, 

'mn  joa  proro  him,  rogoe,  and 

pcovod,  foniTo. 
I  gna  la  loaa;  for  he  that  wronga 

UalHend 
onga  UnMelf  man,  and  erer  bean 

tfboat 
Oest  eo«irt  of  Juatlce  in  his  breast, 
aaelf  the  Judge  and  Jury,  and  him- 

aelf  i7> 

i  prlaoner  at  the  bar,  erer  con- 

oann'd. 
ft  that  draga  down  his  life ;  then 

cornea  what  comes 
raaflcr;  and  he  meant,  he  said  he 

meant, 
tepa  he  meant,  or  partly  meant, 

yon  well/ 

""With  all  his  conscience  and  one 

eye  askew" — 
ft,  let  me  quote  these  lines,  that 

you  mar  learn 
nan  is  likewise'  coiuisel  for  himself, 
o  oft4*D.    in   that  silent  eoiirt  of 

vours  — 
Thb  all  his  conscience  and  one  eye 

askew,  180 

falflp.  he  partly  took  him8<*lf  for 

true ; 
bo9p   pious   talk,  when   most    his 

heart  was  dry, 
vie  wet  the  crafty  crowsfoot  round 

biH  eye : 
10.  m*vcV  naming  God  except  for 

gain, 
nerer  took  that  useful  name  in  vain, 
lif  Him  his  catspaw  and  the  CrueiH 

liis  tod. 
il  Chriftt  the  l)ait  to  trap  his  dupe 

and  fool ; 
r  deeds  of  f^ft,  but  gifts  of  grace 

he  forged, 
i  snake-like  slimed  bi%  victim  ere 

he  gorged ; 
i  oft  at  Bible  meetings,  o'er  the 

rest  !</> 

ring,  did  his  holy  oily  best, 
>ppTog  the  t<M>  rough  If  in  Hell 

and  Heaven, 
ipread  the  Woni  by  which  himself 

had  thriven." 
V  like  you  this  old  satire  T' 


'Nay.'shandd, 
'I  loathe  it;  he  had  nerer  kindly 

heart. 
Nor  ever  cared  to  better  his  own  kind. 
Who  first  wrote  satire,  with  no  pity 

in  it. 
But  will  you  hear  mp  dream,  for  I 

had  one 
That  altogether  went  to  muaic?   Still 
It  awed  me.' 

Then  she  told  it,  having  dream'd 
Of  that  same  coast  — 

But  round  the  North,  a  light, 
A  belt,  it  acem'd,  of  luminous  vapor, 

lay,  m» 

And  ever  in  it  a  low  musical  note 
Swell'd  up  and  died ;  and,  aa  it  swelFd, 

andge 
Of  breaker  issued  from  the  beh,  and 

still 
Grew  with  the  growing  note,  and 

when  the  note 
Had  rcach'd  a  thunderous  fulness,  on 

thoste  cliffs 
Broke,  mixt  with  awful  light — the 

same  as  that 
Living  within  the  belt  —  whereby  she 

saw 
That  all  those  lines  of  cliffs  were  clifTs 

no  more.  a  10 

But  huge  cathedral  fronts  of  every 

age. 
Gmve,  florid,  stern,  as  far  as  eye  could 

see, 
One  aftiT  one;   and  then   the  great 

ridge  drew, 
T/<rss(>uing  to  the  lessening  music,  hack. 
And   past   into  the  belt  ami  Hwell'd 

again 
Slowly  to  music.    Ever  when  il  broke 
The  st4itues,  king,  or  siiint.  or  fouiuU-r 

fell ; 
Then   from  the  gaps  ami  chasms  of 

ruin  Irft 
Came  men  ami  wonifii  in  <l:irk  cliis- 

t«-rs  rniiml. 
Some   cryiii>r.    'S't    tlinn    up!    fl«*y 

sliall  iii>t  full !'  7.V1 

Ami  otlitTs,   •  L»'t  tlirni  llf.   fur  tliry 

havr  f;ill«'ii.' 
And  still  lh»'v  Mrovr  an<l  wran.irU^l ; 

and  shf  ;rricvid 
In  her  sirange  dream,  slit;  knew  nut 

why,  to  find 
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Their  wildest  wailings  Derer  out  of 

tune 
With  that  sweet  note;  and  ever  as 

their  shrieks 
Ran  highest  up  the  gamut,  that  great 

wave 
Returning,  while  none  marked  it,  on 

the  crowd 
Broke,  mixt  with  awful  light,  and 

show'd  their  eyes 
Glaring,  and  passionate  looks,   and 

swept  away 
The  men  of  flesh  and  blood,  and  men 

of  stone,  330 

To  the  waste  deeps  together. 

'Then  I  fixt 
My  wistful  eyes  on  two  fair  images. 
Both  crown'd  with  stars  and  high 

amonff  the  stars,  — 
The  Virgin  Mother  standing  with  her 

child 
High  up  on  one  of  those  dark  minster- 
fronts — 
Till  she  began  to  totter,  and  the  child 
Clung  to  Uie  mother,  and  sent  out  a 

cry 
Which  mixt  with  little  Margaret's, 

and  I  woke, 
And  my  dream  awed  me; — well  — 

but  what  are  dreams  ? 
Yours  came  but  from  the  breaking  of 

a  glass.  240 

And  mine  but  from  the  crying  of  a 

child.' 

'Child?    No!'  said  he,   'but  this 

tide's  roar,  and  his. 
Our  Boanerges  with  his  threats  of  doom 
And     loud  -  lung'd     Antibabylonian- 

isms  — 
Altho'  I  grant  but  little  music  there  — 
Went  both  to  make  your  dream ;  but 

if  there  were 
A  music  hamiouizing  our  wild  cries. 
Sphere-music  such  as  that  you  dream'd 

about. 
Why,  that  would  make  our  passions 

far  too  like 
The  discords  dear  to  the  musician. 

No  —  250 

One  shriek  of  hate  would  Jar  all  the 

hymns  of  heaven. 
True  devils  with  no  ear,  they  howl  in 

tune 
With  nothing  but  the  devil  I ' 


•  ••Tnie- 1 
One  of  our  town,  but  later  by  1 
Here  than  ourseWes,  spoke  n 

on  the  shore ; 
While  you  were  running  do' 

sands,  and  made 
The  dimpled  flounce  of  the  so 

low  flap. 
Good  man,  to  please  the  chik 

brought  strange  newsw 
Why  were  you  silent  when  ] 

to-night  ? 
I  had  set  my  heart  on  your  fo 

him 
Before  you  knew.    We  mutt 

the  dead' 

'Dead  I  who  is  dead?' 

'  The  man  your  eye  p 
A  little  after  you  had  parte 

him. 
He  suddenly  dropt  dead  of  h< 

ease.' 

'  Dead  ?  he  ?  of  heart-disease 
heart  liad  he 
To  die  of  ?  dead ! ' 

*  Ah,  dearest,  if  t 
A  devil  in  man,  there  is  an  an^ 
And  if  he  did  that  wrong  you 

him  with, 
His  angel  broke  his  heart.     B 

rough  voice  — 
You  spoke  so  loud — has  rou 

child  a^ain. 
Sleep,  little  birdie,  sleep !  will 

sleep 
Without  her  "little  birdie" 

then,  sleep. 
And  I  will  sing  you  "birdie." 

Sayi: 
The  woman  half  tum'd  roun 

him  she  loved, 
Left  him  one  hand,  and  reachii 

the  night 
Her  other,  found  —  for  it  wi 

beside  — 
And  half-embraced  the  basket 

head 
With  one  soft  arm.   which,  1 

pliant  bough 
That  moving  moves  the  nest  ai 

ling,  sway'd 


l4M*  llal*  b«bT  ur. 

fa«d  M  pMn  ot  di  j  ?  na 

■^  Iik«  mil*  birdl*. 

I  ru*  and  tj  awi^r. 

dMp  •  Hula  loiigor, 

g  llnl*  Umb*  an  itraagtri 

Mpa ;  let  Ut  too.  let  all  nvil. 
■npl — another  sleep  Iban 
Is  BQ  mow  wrong;  forgive 
in  dMp  the  aounder  t ' 


OW  limp  Tor  tbfs  one  nigbt 
MQDd: 

tva.talin!' 

'Tbanka,  my  lovo,'  abe  said, 
rn  will  be  Uie  sweetar  '  Bod 
ly  atept. 


TiQ  AT  THE  OPENINO 
PHE  INTERNATIONAL 
JITION 


%  tbouMnd  Toloea  tull  aiid 

oeV 

wide  ttall  with  rartb'*  Inven- 

Dttored. 

»1k  the  InvUlbie  unltenftl 

rf. 

■  once  ntorp   to   p«iac«   Ibu 

ttoatiaetA. 

ficitEDce,  Art.  uul  l.aburliii(v 

rrfad  boni  of  pteotf  at  our 


The     world  -  coiupclting     plau     wi 

tlilne,  — 
And,  lol  the  long  InboHouii  rnllc* 
OfPaliice:  lol  tb«  ^ant  aisles, 
Kidi  In  model  mid  dcugD  ' 
n arrest- tool  and  liiiibanilrj. 
Loom  and  wberl  ajid  eauinciy, 
Becrela  of  the  gulleu  mine. 
Hlbtl  und  gold,  and  roru  aud  w{n«, 
Fabric  rougli,  or  tnlry-ftnft, 
Bunny  tokens  of  the  LIuo; 
Polar  luatveb.  nod  u  timst 
Of  wnndtv,  out  of  WrM  nnd  Ruit. 
And  ahnpps  and  hues  of  Art  diTlnel  '' 
All  of  beauty,  all  of  use, 
That  one  fidr  planet  uu  producv, 

Brought  from  under  eviry  star, 
Blown  from  over  everv  ai^ia. 
Aud  mlit.  aa  life  U  mWl  with  pain. 

The  worka  of  peace  with  works  ol 


Is  the  goal  so  far  away  T 

Far,  how  far  do  tongue  can  say. 

Let  us  dream  our  dniam  to-day. 


0  ye.  ttk«  wIm  who  think,  the  wlw 

who  ivi^, 
Prom  (Trowing  Oommen:«  loose  ha 

latest  chafn, 
And  k't  the  fair  white- wln^'d  p«u« 

To  happy  hsvens  ufidc-r  ntl  the  skv, 
And  mix'  the  aeaauQ*  and  Che  goMra 

Till  roch  man  And   bis  oxu   in  aU 

meu'B  good. 
And  alt  men  work  in  noble  broffao^ 

BrcakliiK  Uiotr  mHlteiKtei-tAaiidanntd 

And    ruling    by    obeyinft    Nnium'a 

And  gatberiug  all  Uie  fniltn  of  earth 
and  CIO  WD'd  with  »11  her  iLiwcv^ 
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A  WELCOME   TO   ALEXANDRA 

MARCH  7,  1888 

Bba-ktnob'  daughter  from  over  the 


Alexandra  I 
BaxoD  and  Xorman  and  Dane  are  we. 
But  all  of  us  Danes  in  our  welcome  of 

thee, 

Alexandra ! 
Welcome  her,  thunders  of  fort  and  of 

fleet  I 
Welcome  her,  thundering  £heer  of  the 

street ! 
Welcome  her,  all  things  youthful  and 

sweet. 
Scatter  the  hlossom  under  her  feet  1 
Break,  happy  land,  into  earlier  flowers! 
Make  music,  O  bird,  in  tlie  new -budded 

bowers ! 
Blazon  your  mottoes  of  blessing  and 

pniycr  I 
Welcome  her,  welcome  her,  all  that  is 

ours! 
AVarbhf.  O  buirle,  and  trumpet,  blare! 
Flags,  tlultor  out   upon   turrets  and 

towers ! 
Flumes,  on  the  windy  headland  fliire ! 
Utter  your  jubiU*e,  ste(.'ple  and  spire  ! 
Clash,  ye  Ik* Us.  in  the  niorry  March  air  ! 
Flash,  ye  cities,  in  rivers  of  tire  1 
Hush  to  the  roof,  sudden  rocket,  and 

higher 
Melt  into  stars  for  tlie  land's  desire  ! 
Roll  and  rejoice,  jubilant  voice. 
Roll  as  a  ground-swell  dash'd  on  the 

strand, 
Roar  as  the  sea  when  he  welcomes  the 

laud, 
And  welcome  her,  welcome  the  land's 

desire, 
The  sea-kings*  daughter  as  happy  as 

fair, 
Blissful  bride  of  a  blissful  heir, 
Bride  of  the  heir  of  the  kings  of  the 

sea  — 
O  Joy  to  the  people  and  joy  to  the 

throne, 
Come  to  us,  love  us  and  make  us  your 

own ; 
For  Saxon  or  Dane  or  Norman  we, 
Teuton  or  Celt,  or  whatever  we  be. 
We  are  each  all  Dane  in  our  welcome 

of  thee, 

Alexandra ! 


THE  GRANDMOTHEB 


And  Willy,  mj  eldest-bom,  is 

you  say,  little  Annet 
Ruddy  and  white,  and  strong 

legs,  he  looks  like  a  man. 
And  Willy's  wife  has  writtei 

never  was  over-wiae. 
Never  the  wife  for  Willy ;  he  wc 

take  my  advice. 

n 

For,  Annie,  you  see,  her  fathi 

not  tlie  man  to  save. 
Had  n't  a  head  to  manage,  and 

himself  into  his  grave. 
Pretty  enough,  very  pretty  I  bu 

against  it  for  one. 
Eh  I  —  but  he  would  n't  hear  me 

Willy,  you  say,  la  gone. 

ni 

Willy,  my  beauty,  mv  eldest-bo 

flower  of  the  ffock : 
Never    a    man  <x)uld  fling  hii 

Willv  stood  like  a  roct 
•  Here  \s  a  leg  for  a  babe  of  a  ^ 

s.Hys  Doctor ;  ami  he  wo 

bound 
There  was  not  his  like  that  i 

twenty  parishes  round. 

TV 

Strong  of  his  liands.  and  strong 
legs,  but  still  of  his  long 

I  ought  to  have  gone  before  1 
wonder  he  went  so  youn. 

I  cannot  cry  for  him,  Annie ; 
■    not  long  to  slay. 

Perhaps  1  shall  see  him  the  sooi 
he  lived  far  awav. 


Why  do  you  look  at  me,  Annii 

think  1  am  hanl  and  cole 
But  all  my  children  have  gone 

me,  I  am  so  old. 
I  cannot  weep  for  Willy,  nor 

weep  for  the  rest ;  * 
Only  at  your  ago.  Annie.  T  coul 

wept  with  the  best. 

VI 

For  I  renK^mber  a  quarrel  I  ha 
your  father,  my  dear, 


THE  GRANDMOTHER 


'  Hvmitjr  yemt*  ago,  bj  dftrUuf , 


AO  for  a  BlaDderoiu  storf,  tliat  coot 

me  tnanj  a  tear, 
mi  j-otir  grandfather,  Annie;  ft 

cost  me  %  worM  of  woi*, 
itraajjeanugo,  my  darting,  wventy 

jmntigo. 

Per  Jmny,  my  ooiisId.  h&d  come  to 

the  {ilace,  RTid  I  knew  right  well 
I    ThM  Jenny  bad  tript  in  her  time  ;  1 

knew,  but  I  would  not  tell. 
And  ahe  to  be  coming  anil  slandering 

me,  the  bur  little  liar ! 
But  the  tongue  Is  a  lire,  an  yuii  know, 

my  dew,  the  tongiti!  is  a  Ore. 

nil 
And  the  jmnnu  made  It  his  text  that 

wedt,  and  he  mIH  likewise 
Tbftt   a  11c   which   Is  half  a  tralh  i<> 

ever  the  blarkMt  ut  Ilea.  3a 

TiMt  a  lie  whk-h  in  all  a  lie  may  be 

met  and  fought  with  outright. 
Bat  a  lie  whlen  is  part  a  truth  U  a 

bwder  mattiT  to  Oght. 


IX 


I  And  Willy  Imd  not  been  clown  to 
I  farm  for  a  week  anil  a  dav ; 

And  all  things*  liwikil  half  dead,  1 

it  van  thu  middle  uf  May. 
Ji'niiy.  to  slundtT  nic,  who  knew  w 

Ji'iiiiy  hail  be(-n  ! 
But  Hoiling'anotliiT,  Anuii-.  will  nc 
make  ouuttlf  c-lcitii. 


And  1  rrinl  mvH-lf  willniiih  bll 
nii.la11<>r)in<'v<-nin>.'1;iii- 

I  I'lindi'd  to  the  l>i|>  «f  tli.-  i.':>rili.  : 
M'nkI  bv  ih>'  r<Riil  ;i[  ihi'  -nit' 

The   n 


And   »'hit. 


KhU. 


Tllll-lhlli 

A-hit. 


I  III.'   1> 


All  uf  11  siidilfn  li.'  st..,,l  ;  (li.Ti-  I 
hv  Ihe  call'  i>r  111--  f^irm 

Willy,  - lir-  iliil nt  >.T  in.-.  - ! 
Jeniiy  hiini;  im  lifn  arm. 
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Out  into  the  road  I  started,  and  spoke 

I  scarce  knew  how ; 
Ah,  there 's  no  fool  like  the  old  one  — 

it  makes  me  angry  now. 

XI[ 

Willy  stood  up  like  a  man.  and  look'd 
the  thing  that  he  meant ; 

Jenny,  the  viper,  made  me  a  mocking 
curtsey  and  went. 

And  I  said,  *  Let  us  part ;  in  a  hun- 
dred years  it  'II  all  be  the  same. 

Tou  cannot  love  me  at  all,  if  you  love 
not  my  good  name.' 

XIII 

And  he  tum*d,  and  I  saw  his  eyes  all 

wet,  in  the  sweet  moonshine  : 
'  Sweetheart,  I  love  you  so  well  that 

your  good  name  is  mine.         so 
And  what  do  I  care  for  Jane,  let  her 

speak  of  you  well  or  ill ; 
But  marry  me  out  of  hand ;  we  two 

shall  be  happy  stilL' 

XIV 

■Marry  you.  Willy!'  said  I.  'but  I 
needs  must  speak  my  mind, 

And  I  fear  vou'll  listen  to  tales,  be 
jealous  and  hard  and  unkind.' 

But  he  tum'd  and  claspt  me  in  his 
arms,  and  answer'd,  *No,  love, 
no;  • 

Seventy  years  ago,  my  darling,  sev- 
enty years  ago. 

XV 

So  AVilly  and  I  were  wedded.    I  wore 

a  lilac  gown ; 
And  the  ringers  ran^  with  a  will,  and 

he  gave  the  ringers  a  crown. 
But  the  first  that  ever  I  bare  was  dead 

before  he  was  born ; 
Shadow  and  shine  is  life,  little  Annie, 

flower  and  tliorn.  60 

XVI 

That  was  the  first  time,  too,  that  ever  : 

I  thousrht  of  death. 
There  lav  the  sweet  little  bodv  that 

never  had  drawri  a  breath. 
I  had  not  wept,  little  Anne,  not  since 

I  had  been  a  wife  ; 
But  I  wept  like  a  cliild  that  day,  for 

the  babe  hud  fought  for  his  life. 


xvn 

His  dear  little  face  was  troubled,  11 

if  with  anger  or  pain ; 
I  look'd  at  the  still  little  body— hii 

trouble  had  all  been  in  vain. 
For  Willy  I  cannot  weep,  I  shall  sef 

him  another  m<»ii ; 
But  I  wept  like  a  child  for  the  chik 

that  was  dead  before  he  wai 

bom. 

xvni 

But  he  cheer'd  me,  my  good  man,  fo 

he  seldom  said  me  nay. 
Kind,  like  a  man,  was  he ;  like  a  man 

too^  would  have  his  way ;       7 
Never  Jealous — not   he.     We    hai 

many  a  happy  year ; 
And  he  died,  and  1  could  not  weep- 

my  own  time  seem'd  so  near. 


But  I  wishd  it  had  been  God's  wil 

that  I,  too,   then   could  hav 

died; 
I  began  to  be  tired  a  little,  and  faii 

had  slept  at  his  side. 
And  that  was  ten  years  back,  or  more 

if  I  don't  forget ; 
But  as  to  the  children,  Annie,  they  *r 

all  about  me  yet. 

XX 

Pattering  over  the  boards,  my  Anni 

who  left  me  at  two, 
Patter  she  goes,  my  own  little  Annie 

an  Annie  like  you ; 
Pattering  over  the  boards,  she  come 

and  goes  at  her  will. 
While  Harrv  is  in  the  five-acre  am 

Charlie  ploughing  the  hill,      i 

XXI 

And  Harry  and  Charlie.  I  hear  thei 

too  —  they  sing  to  their  team  : 
Often  they  come  to  the  door  in 

pleasant  kind  of  a  drt»am. 
They  come  and  sit  by  my  chair,  the; 

hover  alxiut  my  bed  — 
1  am  not  alwavs  certain  if  they  h 

alive  or  dead. 

XXII 

And  yet  I  know  for  a  truth  there' 
none  of  them  left  ulive. 


NORTHERN  FARMER,  OLD  STYLE 


'  Bmtt  wdnt  At  slxiy,  your  fftther 
M  •IXly-flv* ; 

1  WUly.  uj  «1i1est'boni,  at  nigb 

llinTncnn)  nD'l  ton. 
arw  thvta  nil  ax  bAlilt>H,  u&d  now 

they  'rn  tJJerly  men. 

xxm 
rnttor  i*  n  (inte  of  puMce,  Ft  U  not 

oltm  I  itriore ; 
m  otxtat^r  illtlng  at  bome  in  my 

tmthei'*  fsrai  ut  eve;  v> 

A  the   nrigbbctni  mmp   nnd   Inugh 

ftod  somp.  and  bo  do  I : 
Ad  mysHf  on#o  biaghiriK  ut  Mogt 

dwt  hkvc  loog  Kou(*  by. 


iIm  diould  innki 
I  afaiB  Is  ft  time  of  pfqw«.  and  there 

f«  Qnve  tu  be  had : 
d  OoS,  not  miui.  is  the  Judgi;  of  ns 

•II  wfapQ  Hfc  i<hA!l  cease : 
il  bi  Mi  Book,  littto  Annie,  the 

iBMHkgo  ta  one  of  peace. 


.    3  tt  be 

...affom  puin, 
d  bappy  ha«  beeo  my  life ;  but  I 

would  not  Itvp  it  aiptin. 
Mm  In  b«  tJred  a  little,  thal'a  all, 

aud  long  fof  rest ; 
i)y  at  your  ng^.  Annie.  I  ooald  hare 

wept  wlUi  the  beat  w 


It  how  cao  I  weep  for  Willy,  be  has 
btil  gone  for  an  Iwtir,  — 

on  tor  a  minute,  my  mn,  from  till* 
footn  Into  the  next  ; 

too,  shall  go  in  a  minute.  What 
time  baTe  1  to  be  reit  T 

xxvn 
d   Wflly'a   wifp    baa  written.   «ho 

neTfT  was  o»er-wi". 
[   me  my    j^laMes.    Annie ;    Ihanfc 

(Ind  Uml  I  krrp  my  uyes, 
m  U  bill  a  triHn  kfl  you.  when  I 

thall  have  past  away, 
t  atay  irlth  ibe  old  womaa  now ; 

yon  cannot  have  long  to  stay. 


NOKTHERX  FARJIER 


WnEEK  'astA  beKn  saw  loii,;  aud  meA 

lisgiu'  'ere  uliiBu  t 
Noorac)   thoort    nowt   o'  a  DOorse: 

w  boy.  Doctor 's  abeftn  au' agoHn , 
Says  thut  1  midnt  'a  nnw  moor  aiUu, 

but  I  hclUil  a  fool ; 
Olt  ma  my  aAle,  fur  1  beSnt  a-gawtn' 

to  DreAk  my  rule. 

11 
Doclors.  they  knawa  nowt.  fur  a  seyB 

what  '8  nanways  true  : 
Naw  soort  o'  koliid  o"  lue  to  aaliy  the 

things  that  a  do, 
I 'to  'ed  my  point  o'  aiiJe  ivry  noight 

sio'  I  heftn  "ere. 
An'  I  've  'ed  my  qiiart  Wry  maibet- 

nolghl  for  foorty  year. 


Parson 's  a  bean  loikewotse.  ■ 

tin'  pre  o'  mv  bpd. 


aalt- 
i>  to 


isafn,  my  friend,' 
An'  a  towd  ma  my  sins,  an' '» toithe 
werv    due,    an'    I    gled    It    la 

I  done  moy  duty  boy  'um,  as  I  'a  done 
boy  the  lond. 

(V 

Lam'd  a  ma"  boS.     I  rwknnn  I  'annot 

sa  mooch  lo  lara. 
But  a  out  oop.  tbot  a  did.  "bout  Beaay 

Manila  harne. 
Thaw  a  knawt  I  hallua  voAted  wl' 

Bquiiln.'  an"  phoorrli  on'  MaKIe. 
An'  i"  Ihe  wnoiit  rf  tolroi^  1  wur  ni»er 

agin  the  raAIc. 

V 

An"  I  hallu*  room'd  tn  '»oIi(Wrrh  afoor 

moy  Bally  wur  delid. 
An'  'einl  'um  n  bummjn'  awaly  tolke 

a  hu3i*ard-plork'  ower  my  'rtkl, 
.\n'  I  niver  kiiaw'd  whot  a  mdtn'd 

but  [  tliowt  u  'ad  fiimmul  lo 

An'  I  Lho'wt  a  wild  whot  a  owt  to 'a 

said,  an'  I  eooiu'd  awaBy 

'  nailatt  .  -    .   .    . 
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VI 

Bessy  Harris's  bame !  tha  knaws  she 

laflid  it  to  mefi. 
Mowt  a  befln,  mayhap,  for  she  wur  a 

bad  un,  sheft. 
'Siver,  I  kep  'um,  I  kep  'um»  my  lass, 

tha  mun  underatond  ; 
I  done  moy  duty  boy  'um,  as  I  'a  done 

boy  the  lond. 

vn 

But  Parson  a  cooms  an*  a  gofts,  an'  a 

says  it  eftsy  an'  f reefl : 
'  The  Amoighty  's  a  tnfikin  o'  you  to 

'iasen,  my  friend,'  says  'eft, 
I  weftnt  saily  men  be  loiars^thaw  sum- 

mun  said  it  in  'afistc  ; 
But  'e  reflds  wonn  sarmin  a  weellk,  an' 

I  'a  stubb'd  Thumaby  wafistc. 

vin 

D*  ya  moind  the  wa&ste,  my  lass? 

naw,  naw,   tlia  was  not  bom 

then  ; 
Theer  wur  a  boggle  in  it.  I  often  'eftnl 

'um  my  sen ; 
Mofist  loike  a*  butter-bump,^  fur  I  'eSrd 

'um  about  au  about, 
But  I  stubb'il  'um  oop  wi'  ilie  lot,  an' 

raaved  an'  rembled  *um  out. 

IX 

Kefiper'sitwur  :  fo*  they  fun 'um  theer 

a-hiHid  of  *is  faa<re 
Down  i'  tli<'  woild  'enemies^  afoor  I 

('0<:)niM  tt>  tin.'  phiilce. 
Noaks    or    Thimbleby — tojjner*    '«! 

shot  'um  as  deffd  as  a  nailil. 
NoAks  wur'aug'd  for  it  oop  at  *soize  — 

but  git  ma  my  afile. 


Dubbut  looi'tk  at  the  waflste;  theer 

waru't  not  ft^efld  for  a  cow  ; 
Nowt  at  all  but  bracken  an*  fuzz,  an' 

lo<x">k  at  it  now  — 
Wam't  worth  nowt  a  haHere,  an'  now 

theer 's  lot*;  o*  fet'JUl. 
Fourscoor*  yt)ws  upon  it,  an'  some  on 

it  down  i*  see:ld> 

xr 

Kobbut  a  bit  on  it's  left,  an'  I  meilnM 
to  'a  stubb'd  it  at  fall. 

1  BittiTH.    2  Anuinone>.    s  One  <»r  other. 
*  ott  aa  in  hour,  ^  Cluver. 


Done  it  ta-year  I  meftn'd,  an'  mnn'c 

plow  thruff  it  an'  aU, 
If  Godamoighty  an'  parsoD  'ud  nobbu 

let  ma  aloftn,  — 
Mea,  wi'  ha&te  hoonderd  haAcre  o 

Squoire's,  an'  lond  o'  my  dn. 

xn 

Do  Gk)damoighty  knaw  what  a  's  de 

ing  a-tafikin'  o'  mea  ? 
I  beftnt  wonn  as  saws  'ere  a  beSn  ao 

yonder  a  pcft ; 
An'  Sq noire  'ull  be  sa  mad  an*  all  - 

a*  dear,  a'  dear ! 
And  I  'a  managed  for  Sqnoire  eoon 

Michaelmas  thutty  year. 

zm 

A  mowt  *a  tallen  owd  Joltnes,  as  *an 

not  a  'afipoth  o'  sense. 
Or  a  mowt  'a  taSen  young  Robins — i 

niver  mended  a  fence : 
But  Godamoighty  a  moost  tallkc  mei 

an'  tailke  ma  now, 
Wi*  aaf  the  cows  to  cauve  an'  Thum 

aby  hcNllms  to  plow  ! 

XIV 

LooTik  'ow  quoloty  smoiles  when  the; 

seefla  ma  a  passln'  boy. 
Says  to  thessen,  naw  doubt,  *  VThat  i 

man  a  befl  sewer-loy ! ' 
Fur  they  knaws  what  I  liedn  to  Squoir 

sin*  fust  a  c<x>m'd  to  the  'All ; 
I  done  moy  duty  by  Squoirean'  I  don 

moy  duty  boy  hall. 

XV 

Scjuoire  *s  i'  Lunnon.  an'  summun  [ 

reckons  'nil  'a  to  wroite. 
For  whoa 's  to  howd  the  lond  atermei 

thot  muddles  ma  quoit ; 
Sartin-st'w«r  I  beS  thot  a  weant  nive 

givi'  it  to  J(.)ilnes. 
Xaw,  nor  a  moSnt  to  Robins — a  nive 

n  inbles  the  stoans. 

XVI 

But  summun  'ull  come  ater  mea  may 

hap  wi'  'is  kittle  o'  steam 
lluzzin'  an'  maa/in*  the  blessed  feald: 

wi*  tlie  divil's  oan  team. 
Sin'  I  nuin  doy  I  mun  doy,  thaw  loib 

tlu-y  Niys  is  sweet. 
Rut  sin'  i  nuin  doy  I  mun  doy,  for '. 

couldn  abear  to  see  it 
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attaitMimttf  theerfnr,  an*  doem 

brlBg  am  the  Ule  T 

r's  a^tottUerp  lajt,  an  a's  haUug 

r  flM  owd  tale ; 
wwUBt  breik  mlea  fur  Doctor,  a 

knawa  naw  moor  nor  a  floj ; 
;  MM  my  alle,  I  tell  tha,  an'  if  Imun 

doj  I  teim  dqy. 


HORTHERN  FARlfER 


XBW  ITTLB 


•■'T  Umw  'ear  my  'erae's  legs,  as 

the  J  canters  awaftj  T 
BputSTp  pnipattj,  proputty — that  *8 

whaS  I  ean  'em  saftj. 
oputtj.  propnttj,  proputty  —  Sam, 

taoa>  an  ass  for  tLy  paYns ; 
Mr's  moor  sense  1'  one  o'  'is  legs, 

nor  in  all  tbj  brains. 

II 

oA— tbeer  *s  a  craw  to  pluck  wi*  thn, 

Sam :  tod  '8  parHon'n  'ousc  — 
un't  thou  knaw  Uiat  a  man  muii  be 

est  her  a  roan  or  a  mouse  ? 
ixae  to  think  on  it  then  ;  for  thou  '11 

be  twenty  to  wecflk.  • 
popatty.  proputty  —  woft  then,  wofl 

— let  ma  *ear  my  sen  speflk. 

Ill 

e  sn'  thy  muther,  Sammy,  'as  bean 

a-Ulkln'  o*  thee ; 
ima  *ii  bein  taHdn*  to  muther,  an'  she 

beftn  a-tellin'  it  me. 
lou  *ll  not  marrr  for  munny  —  thou  *s 

sweet  upo  parson's  lass^ 
)A — thou  *]1  marry  for  hivv  —  an*  we 

boAth  on  us  thinks  tha  an  ass. 

IV 

trd  her  Unlaiy  goA  by  —  Haftint's- 
daSy  —  they  was  ringing  the 
bells. 

e's  a  iManty,  thou  thinks — an'  sod 
Is  scoors  o'  gells, 

em  as  'as  munny  an'  all  —  wot 's  a 
beanty  T — the  flower  as  blaws. 

t  proputty,  proputty  sticks,  an'  pro- 
putty, proputty  graws. 
1  This  week. 


Do'ant  be   stunt;  ^   talks  time.     I 

knaws  what  maftkes  tha  sa  mad. 
Wam't  I  craSsed  fur  the  lasses  mys&i 

when  I  wur  a  lad  t 
But  I  knaw'd  a  QuaAker  feller  as 

often  'as  towd  ma  this : 
'  DoAnt  thou  marry  for  munny,  but 

goA  wheer  munny  is ! ' 

VI 

An'  I  went  wheer  munny  war;  an' 

thy  muther  ooom  to  'and, 
Wr  lots  o*  munny  laald  by,  an'  a  nice- 

tish  bit  o'  land. 
MaSybe  she  wam't  a  beauty  —  I  niver 

giv  it  a  thowt — 
But  wam't  she  as  good  to  cuddle  anf 

kiss  as  a  laas  as  'ant  nowt  ? 

VII 

Parson's  lass  'ant  nowt.  an'  she  weAnt 

'a  nowt  when  'e  's  deld 
Mun  be  a  ffuvncss,  lad,  or  summut, 

and  addle  *  her  breftd. 
Why  ?  fur  'e  's  nobbut  a  curate,  an* 

weflnt  niver  fret  hisscn  clear. 
An'  'e  miiiUie  the  lM>d  as  'e  li^  on  afoor 

'e  coom'd  to  the  shere. 

vin 

An'  thin  'e  coom'd  to  the  parish  wi' 

lots  o*  Varsity  del)t, 
Stook  to  his  taaTi  they  did,  an'  'e  'ant 

got  shut  on  'em  yet. 
An*  'e  ligs  on  'is  back  Y  the  jjrrip,  wi' 

nofln  to  lend  'im  a  shove. 
Woorse  nor  a  far*welter'd  'yowe ;  fur, 

Sammy,  'e  marrie<l  fur  luvv. 

IX 

Luvv  ?  wlmt's  luvv  ?  thou  ran  luvv 

thy  lass  an'  *er  munny  tno, 
MaAkin'  em  poA  tojritlnT.  iis  they  'v< 

gtKxi  rijrht  to  do. 
Couldn  I  luvv  thy  muther  by  cause  « 

'er  munny  lauYd  by  ? 
NaJly — furl  liivvM  *<t  a  va«*t  si/^jht 

moor  fur  it ;  ri'flson  whv. 


Ay,  an*  thy  muther  sjiys  tb«»u  wants  tc 
mafrv  the  lass, 

1  Ohjitlnato.  ^  Kani. 

•  Or,  fiiw-Wflti'rM.  -  -  "nid  "fa  -fu'eji  lying 
1  on  Itn  Imck  in  th«  furrow. 
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Cooms  of  a  genUeman  bum ;  an'  we 
boAth    on    us  thinks   tha  an 


Weft  then,  proputty,  wiltha? — an  ass 
as  near  as  mays  nowt  ^  — 

Weft  then,  wiltha?  dangthal— the 
bees  is  as  fell  as  owt* 

XI 

Breftk  me  a  bit  o'  the  esh  for  his  *eftd, 

lad,  out  o'  the  fence  I 
Qentleman  bum  I  what's  gentleman 

bum  ?  is  it  shillins  air  pence  ? 
Proputty,  proputty's  iviything  'ere, 

an',  Sanimy,  I  'm  blest 
If  it  is  n't  the  saftme  oop  yonder,  fur 

them  as  *as  it 's  the  best 

XII 

Tis'n  them  as  'as  munny  as  breftks 

into  'ouses  an'  steftls. 
Them  as  'as  coflts  to  their  backs  an' 

tahkes  their  regular  meals. 
Noft,  but  it's  them  as  niver  knaws 

wheer  a  mefil  's  to  be  'ad. 
Tafike  my  word  for  it,  Sammy,  the 

poor  in  a  loomp  is  bad. 

xni 

Them  or  thir  feythers,  tha  sees,  mun 

'a  beiln  a  I'nfizy  lot. 
Pur  work  mun  'a  gone  to  the  gittin' 

whiniver  munny  was  got 
Feyther  'ad  ammost  nowt ;  lefistways 

*is  munny  was  'id. 
But  'e  tued  an''  moil'd  issen  defld,  an' 

'e  died  a  good  un,  'e  did. 

XIV 

LooOk  thou  theer  wheer  Wrigglesby 

beck  cooms  out  by  the  'ill  I 
Feyther  run  oop  to  the  farm,  an'  I 

runs  oop  to  the  mill ; 
An'  1  '11  run  oop  to  the  brig,  an'  that 

thou '11  live  to  see; 
And  if  thou  marries  a  good  un  I  '11 

leSve  the  land  to  thee. 

XV 

Thim  *s  my  nofltions,  Sammy,  wheerby 

1  me£lDS  to  stick  ; 
But  if  thou  marries  a  bad  un,  I'll 

leave  the  land  to  Dick.  — 

^  Make?  nothing. 

*  The  flies  are  as  fierce  as  anything. 


Coom  oop,  proputty,  proputty - 
what  I  'ears  'im  mBj  — 

Proputty,  proputty,  proputty— 
an'  canter  awafty. 

IN   THE  VALLEY    OP    Ci 

BETZ 

All  along   the   valley,  strea; 

flashest  white. 
Deepening  thy  voice  with  the  d 

ing  of  the  night. 
All  along  the  valley,  where  thy 

flow, 
I  walk'd  with  one  I  loved  tv 

thirty  years  aga 
All  along  the  valley,  while  I 

to>day. 
The  two  and  thirty  yean  were 

that  rolls  away ; 
For  all  along  the  valley,  dov 

rocky  bed. 
Thy  living  voice  to  me  was 

voice  of  the  dead, 
And  all  along  the  vaUey,  by  ro 

cave  and  tree. 
The  voice  of  the  dead  was  a 

voice  to  me. 

THE  FLOWER 

Onc  e:  in  a  golden  hour 
I  cast  to  earth  a  seed. 

Up  there  came  a  flower. 
The  people  said,  a  weed. 

To  and  fro  they  went 
Thro'  my  garden-bower. 

And  muttering  diacontoit 
Cursed  me  and  my  flowa 

Then  it  grew  so  tall 
It  wore  a  crown  of  light. 

But  thieves  from  o'er  the  n 
Stole  the  seed  by  night ; 

Sow'd  it  far  and  wide 
By  every  town  and  towe 

Till  all  the  people  cried. 
'  Splendid  is  the  flower.' 

Read  my  little  fable  : 
He  that  nms  may  read. 

Most  can  raise  the  flowers  i 
For  all  have  got  the  seed 


THE  SAILOR  BOT 


d  HB0  ve  poorlndMd ; 
HW  latai  MM  pooida 


I  hu  flotUga  In  Its  pUoo, 

■•  Toa  tanid  mtv  iwaetlT, 

iowIjri^ldM. 

knlf  bnn  Uutdi  to  1)Me 


dnr  rin,  but  sIl  how  nan  to 

Bal 

qidat  dnMD  of  Uto  tUi  hour 

■■yflMM. 

■oCTol  betng  dowly  piMii  by 


THB  eAILOB  BOT 

t  M  dmirn  and,  flred  with  bope, 
o'er  tbe  Methfiig  bsrbor-bar, 
ich'd  the  diip  and  caught  the 


wUs 


listlcd  to  the  mcmtDg  atbr 


I  MS  the  place  lAere  tiwu  wDt  lie, 

'  The  aaoda  and  Teaa^  anrgea  mix 
la  cavei  about  Um  areary  bw. 

And  on  thy  itba  the  Hmpet  atick*. 
And  hi  thy  heart  the  acnwl  AaS 
plV-' 

■Fool.'heanawer'd,  'death  la  mn 
To  Uion  that  itaj  and  tboee  that 


■Mr  UK 

Hrfath 

lliey 


father  rarea  of  death  and  wrec^ — 
~  y  are  all  to  Uama,  they  are  all 
to  blame. 


'  Qod  help  me !  aare  I  take  my  part 
Of  dan^r  on  the  roaring  sea,' 

A  devil  riaea  In  my  beart, 
For  vorae  thttD  any  death  tome.' 
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THE  ISLET 

*  Whtthek,  O  whither,  love,  shall  we 

go. 
For  a  score  of  sweet  litUe  summers  or 

so?' 
The  sweet  little  wife  of  the  singer 

said. 
On  the  day  tliat  followed  the  day  she 

was  wed, 
*Wliither,  O  whither,  love,  shall  we 

go?' 
And    the  singer  shaking   his   curly 

head 
Tum'd  as  he  sat,  and  struck  the  kevs 
There  at    his    right    with  a  sudden 

crash. 
Singing,   *And  shall  it  be  over  the 

seas 
With  a  crew  that  is  neither  rude  nor 

rash. 
But  a  bevy  of  Eroscs  apple-cheek'd. 
In  a  shallop  of  crystal  ivory-beak*d  ? 
With  a  satin  sjiil  uf  a  ruby  glow. 
To  a  sweet  little  Eden  on  earth  that  I 

know, 
A  mountain  islet  point e<l  and  peak'd  ; 
Waves  on  a  diamond  shingle  dash, 
Cataraet  bnn^ks  to  th(;  oeeau  run, 
Fairily-delicate  palaees  shine 
Mixt  with  myrtle  and  clad  with  vine. 
And  overstream'd  and  silvcry-streak'd 
With  many  a  rivulet  high  against  the 

sun 
The  facets  of  the  glorious  moimtain 

Hash 
Above  the  valleys  of  palm  and  pine.* 

'Thither,  O  thither,  love,  let  us  go.* 

•  No,  no,  no ! 

For  in  all  that  exquisite  isle,  my  dear. 
There  is  but  one  binl  with  a  musical 

throat. 
And  his  compass  is  but  of  a  single 

note, 
That  it  makes  one  weary  to  hear.' 

'  Moi^k  me  not  !  mock  me  not !  love, 
let  us  go.* 

'  No,  love,  no. 

For  the  bud  ever  breaks  into  bloom 

on  the  tree, 
A.nd  a  storm  never  wakes  on  the  lonely 

sea. 


I 


And  a  worm  ib  there  in  the  lo 

wood. 
That  pierces  the  liver  and  blac! 

the  blood. 
And  makes  it  a  sorrow  to  be.' 


A  DEDICATION 

Dear,  near  and  true,  —  no  truer  1 

himself 
Can  prove  you,   the*  he  make 

evermore 
Dearer  and  nearer,  as  the  rapi< 

life 
Shoots  to  the  fall,  —  take  this 

pray  that  he 
Who  wrote  it,  honoring  your  s' 

faith  in  him. 
May  trust  himself;  and  after  p; 

and  scorn. 
As  one  who  feels  the  immeasiu 

world. 
Attain   the  wise  indifference  of 

wise ; 
And  after  autumn   past  —  if  lei 

pass 
His     autumn     into    seeming-le« 

days  — 
Dniw  towanl  the  long  frost  and  1 

est  night, 
Wearing  his  wisdom  lightly,  lik< 

fruit 
Which  in  our  winter  woodland  I 

a  flower.* 


experiments 
boXdic£a 

While  about  the  shore  of  Mona  t 

Xeronian  legionaries 
Burnt  and  broke  the  grove  and  i 

of  the  Druid  and  Druidess, 
Far  in  the  East  Bofidicea,  stan< 

loftily  charioted, 
^lad  and  maddening  all  that  h 

her  in  her  fierce  volubility. 
Girt  by  half  the  tribt»s  of  Britain, 

the  colony  Camulodiine, 
Yell'd    and    shriek'd     between 

daughters  o'er  a  wild  coi 

oracv. 

ft 

1  The   fruit  of  the  Spindle-tree  {E 
mu8  Kuropctus), 


■•ka  tbe  mcMe  ■  dceleton, 

I  Ml  kMAd,  wolf  and  wolfkln, 

(rih  Uw  wDtevoM,  wallow  in 

1  tka  Ike*  of  Bd  b«  Msfateo'd. 

Iteutabcpropttlated. 
»  thdr   tOaar  half-defended  I  lo 
"  tr  colon  J,  OfmulodilBe  i 

)  hixde  of  Rtnaao  robbera 

mock  at  a  barbaroua  adrenary . 

It  Uw  blTe  of  Roman  liars  wor- 

■hin  an  emperOT-idlot. 

'    Rome,  and  IbU  ber  deftr; 

LT  It,  Spirit  of  CuMivelaiia  I 


Dnbt  Dot  ye  the  Oods  have  answer'd, 
I  CktlencblaniBti,  Trinobant. 

I  Tbme  hare  told  lu  all  their  anger  in 
I  minculoua  utteiancei. 

f  Ikunder,   a  flflng  Are  In  hesTCD,  a 
I  monnor  beard  aerial  Ij, 

/   nantom  aouad  of  blows  dcacendiDg, 
'  moan  of  an  enemy  maanacred. 

Runtiim  wail  of  womi-n  and  children, 
multHudlnoiis  aKonlea. 

Ikiw'd  the  TamcM   rolllne 
bodlea  of  hotaea  and 


Thes  a  phantom  colony  ninouldcr'd 
on  the  refluent  eatttaiy : 

TaWlj  YOoder  yeater-even,  suddenly 
gUdlly  tottering— 

Theie  waa  one  who  watch'd  and  told 
me—  down  Uieir  atatue  of  Vlr- 
lory  fell.  3" 

U>  ihrfr  pfedoui  Homan  baBtling,  lo 


we  teach   It  a  Itoman  leaao 

shall  wo  care  to  be  pitiful  1 

Shan  we  deal  with  it  aa  an  hifa: 

'  we  dandle  it  amoroualy 

'Hear,  Icenlan,  Oatieucblanl 
hear.  Coritaalan,  Trinobant  I 

While  I  rored  about  the  forest.  It 
and  bitteriy  meditating. 

There  I  heaid  them  in  the  darkni 
at  tbe  mntloal  eeremcniy ; 

LooMly  robed  in  Sying  raiment,  ■ 


"  Fear  not,  lale  of  blowing  woodlai 

isle  of  allvery  panpela  I 
Tho'  the  BiHnan  eagle  shadow  tb 

tl»^  tbe  gathering  enemy  i 

row  tbee. 
Than  sbalt  wax  and  he  shall  dwlac 

thou  ihalt  be  the  n^gbty  • 

yetl 
Tbine  the  liberty,  thine  the  glory,  th 

tbe  deeds  to  be  cdebrated. 
Thine  the  myriad-rolling  oeeu,  11| 

and  shadow  illimitable. 
Tbfne  the  lands  of  lasting  sumni 

^llL^y'b)o^'jlo^lin);  PamdiKeit, 
Thine  tbi>  Worth  nod  thine  the  8oi 

and  tbtuL'  tliu  buttle'tbundei 

Gcxi." 
So  Ihey  cbaut^d  :  how  shftll   Brit 

iight  u]ioD  nuiTiirieit  Iiappiur 
So  Ihey  chtialiyl  in  ihu  darkneas,  i 

there  cometh  n  victory  now. 

'Hear,      Irrnian.      Cstii-uphlant 

hear.  Corilnnian.  Trinolmntl 
Mc  the  wife  of  rich  Frasutuf;iui. 

till- lover  of  lilNTty, 
Me  thi-y  M-in?(l  and  me  fliey  tortiir 

nu:  tbey  InsUM  utid  h'liiiiitiuii 
Me  the  xpiirl  of  hluiicl  Vrli-nina,  ni 

of  nilllnn  vlnliiinrs: 
See,   tliey  sit,  thi-y  hide  Dii-ir    fai 

mliicrabli-  In  ii.'ii<>iiiiiiy  I 
Wherefiire  in  me  Imni-^  iiii  iiiil'i  r, 

by  HiokI  t.i  In- viIbtMi 
fxi  tbe  jHiliii-iitiiiid  ((!■■  1i-m|ili-.  Ill 

eolniiy  C'liHiill'Kliliie  | 

ThiTi-  ilii'v  riilrtl.   iiii-l   ili.-mv   ll 

WiLMell  nil   Ilie  ll'.iinsbliii!  le 

ThltinT  Ht'lii-lr  will  lli-»  hiiL-il 
velli.w-riiiiil.-l.-.i  Hril.<ii-«i  - 

BliKKlily.  blmilily  futl  Ilii-  Iii>i11>-ii 
ijuexliau«u.>d,  inexurabli'. 
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Shout,  Icenian,  Catieuchlanian,  shout, 

Corltanian,  Triuobant, 
Till  the  victim  hear  within  and  yearn 

to  hurry  precipitously, 
Like  the  leaf  in  a  roaring  whirlwind. 

like  the  smoke  in  a  hurricane 

wMrrd. 
Lo  the  colony,  there  they  rioted  in  the 

city  of  Cunobeline !  60 

There  they  drank  in  cups  of  emerald, 

there  at  tables  of  ebony  lay. 
Rolling  on  their  purple  coudies  in  Uieir 

tender  effeminacy. 
There  they  dwelt  and  there  they  rioted ; 

there — there — they  dwell   no 

more. 
Burst  the  gates,  and  bum  the  palaces, 

break  the  works  of  the  statuary. 
Take  the  hoary  Roman  head  and  shat- 
ter it,  hold  it  abominable, 
Cut  the  Roman  boy  to  pieces  in  his 

lust  and  voluptuousness. 
Lash  the  maiden  into  swooning,  me 

they  lash'd  and  humiliated. 
Chop  the  breasts  from  off  the  mother, 

dash  the  brains  of  the  little  one 

out. 
Up,  my  Britons  I  on,  my  chariot  I  on, 

my    chargers,    trample    them 

under  us !  * 

60  the  Queen  Bofidic^  standing 
loftily  charioted,  r> 

Brandishing  in  her  hand  a  dar^  and 
rolling  glances  lioness-like. 

Yeird  and  shriek'd  between  her  daugh- 
ters in  her  fierce  volubility. 

Till  her  people  all  around  the' royal 
chariot  agitated. 

Madly  dash'd  the  darts  together,  writh- 
ing barbarous  lineaments, 

Made  the  noise  of  frosty  woodlands, 
when  they  shiver  in  Januarv, 

Roar'd  as  when  the  roaring  breakers 
boom  and  blanch  on  tlic  preci- 
pices, 

Yell'd  as  when  the  winds  of  wintcT 
tear  an  oak  on  a  promontory. 

80  the  silent  colony,  hearing  her  tumul- 
tuous adversaries 

Clash  thedartsandon  the  buckler  beat 
with  rapid  unanimous  hand. 

Thought  on  all  her  evil  tyrannies,  all 
her  pitiless  avarice,  80 

rill  "ihc  felt  the  heart  within  her  fall 
and  flutter  tremulously. 


Then  her  pulses  at  the  dame 

her  enemy  fainted  away 
Out  of  evil  evil  flourishes^  out 

anny  tyranny  buds. 
Ran  the  land  with  Roman  sis 

multitudinous  aconiea. 
Perish'd  many  a  maid  and 

many  a  valorous  legiooi 
Fell  the  colony,  city,  and  citad 

don,  Yenilam,  Cfimulod 


IN  QUANTITT 
(HBXAMBTBBB  AHD  FKSTAia 
ON  TBAKBLATION8  OP  H02 

Thksb  lame  hexameters  the 
wing'd  music  of  Homer 
No  — but  a  moat  burlesque 
rous  experiment 
When  was  a  harsher  sound  eve 
ye  Muses,  in  England  7 
When  did  a  frog  coarser  cro 
our  Helicon  ? 
Hexameters  no  worse  than  dan 
many  gave  us. 
Barbarous    experiment,    be 
hexameters. 


CALOAICS) 
HII.TON 

O  mighty-mouth'd  inventor 

monies, 
O  skill'd  to  sing  of  Time  or  El 
God-gifted  organ- voice  of  E 
Milton,  a  name  to  resot 
ages; 
Whose  Titan  angels,  Gabriel, 
Starr*d  from  Jehovah*s  gorgeoi 
ries. 
Tower,  as  the  deep-domed  en 
Kings  to  the  roar  of  an  an ge 
Me  rather  all  that  bowery  lone 
The  brooks  of  Eden  mazily  n 
iug. 
And  bloom  profuse  and  ceda 
Charm,  as  a  wanderer  out  i 
Where  .some  refulgent  sunset  < 
Streams  o'er  a  rich  ambrosial  oc 
And  crimson-hued  the  state! 
wooils 
Whisper    in  odorous  hei 
even. 


THE  THIRD  OF  FEBRUARY,  1853 


)wa  chona  of  fndolaiit  reriewen, 
indoleDt  raTiowen, 
to  the  tnrt,  a  tiny  poem 
In  a  metre  of  Catulliu, 
fa  qiaoBtitf,  cuehil  of  mj  moiUm, 
itkeilnlar on  toe  that  iMidhr  bean 
Urn. 

I  fall  aaawini  before  the  peo- 
pfa, 

IWikfag  laughter  in  hidolent  veview- 


I  floonder  awhile  without  a 

tmnhle 

[Tkif  thfa  metriitoatton  of  Catullus, 
*Tktf  riMNdd  ipeak  to  me  not  without 

a  wdcome, 
Al  that  oboroa  of  indolent  reTiewera. 
■■d,  haid.  haid  is  ft»  only  not  to 

tumble, 
fa  Ihntsstfral  Is  the  dainty  metre. 
Whoefore  slight  me  not  wholly,  nor 

belieye  me 
Too  presumptuous.  Indolent  review- 


0  blatant    Magazines,    regard    me 

rather — 
Since  I  blush  to  belaud  myself  a  mo- 
ment— 
t  Al  lome  rare  little  rose,  a  piece  of  in- 
sf  most 

Bbrtlcultursl  art,  or  half  coquette-like 
Msiden,  not  to  be  greeted  unbenignly . 


SracniEK  OF  A  TRANSLATION  OF 
THE  iUAD  IN  BLANIC  VEKSE 

[ILIAD,  Yin.  6A2-561] 

So  Hector  spake ;  the  Trojans  roar'd 

applause : 
Then  loosed  their  sweating  horses  from 

the  yoke, 
And  each  beside  his  chariot  bound  bis 

own; 
And  oxen  from  the  city,  and  goodly 

sheep 
la  bsste  they  drove,  and  honey  hearted 

wine 
And    bread    from    out    the    houses 

brought,  and  heap'd 


Their  firewood,  and  the  winds  i 

off  the  plain 
Roird   the  rich  vapor  fsr  into 

heaven. 
And  these  sll  night  upon  the  bri( 

of  war 
Sat  glorving;  many  afire  before  i 

As  when  in  heaven  the  stars  about 

moon 
Look  beautiful,  when  all  the  w 

are  laid, 
And  every  height  comes  out,  and 

ting  peak 
And  valley,  and  the  immeasur 

heavens 
Break  open  to  their  highest,  and 

the  stars 
Shine,  and  the  shepherd  gladden 

his  heart ; 
So  many  a  fire  between  the  ships 

stream 
Of  Xanthus  biased  before  the  toi 

of  Trpy, 
A  thousand  on  the  plain ;  and  cloa 

each 
Sat  fifty  in  the  blaze  of  burning  fl 
And  eating  hoary  grain  and  pulse 

steeds, 
Fixt  bv  their  cars,  waited  the  go) 

oawn. 


THE  THIRD  OF  FEBRUARY,  1 

Mt  Lords,  we  heard  you  speak: 

told  us  all 
That  England's  honest  censure  v 

too  far. 
Tliat  our  free  press  should  ceast 

brawl, 
Not  sting  the  fiery  Frenchman 

war. 
It  was  our  ancient  privil«*irf,  my  Ln 
To  fling  whatc'iT  we  fell,  not  frar 

into  wonls. 

We  love  not  this  Fn-nch  (f«Kl,  the  r 
of  liell. 
Wild  War,  who  breaks  the  conv 
of  tlie  wise : 
But  though  we  love  kind   Peact 
well. 
We  dare  not  even  b\'  silence  sane 
lies. 

1  Or,  ridge. 
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It  might  be  safe  our  censures  to  with- 
draw. 

And  yet,  my  Lords,  not  well ;  there  is 
a  higher  law. 

As  lonff  as  we  remain,  we  must  speak 

free, 
Tho'  all  the  storm  of  Europe  on  us 

break. 
No  little  German  state  are  we. 
But  the  one  voice  in  Europe;  we 

fiitM<  speak, 
That  if  to-night  our  greatness  were 

struck  dead, 
There  might  be  left  some  record  of 

the  things  we  said. 

If  you  be  fearful,  then  must  we  be 

bold. 
Our  Britain  cannot  salve  a  tyrant 

o'er. 
Better  the  waste  Atlantic  roll'd 

On  her  and  us  and  ours  for  evermore. 
What!  have  we  fought  for  Freedom 

from  our  prime, 
At  last  to  dodge  and  palter  with  a 

public  crime  ? 

Shall  we  fear  him  T  our  own  we  never 

fear'd. 
From  our  first  Charles  by  force  we 

wrung  our  claims. 
Prick'd  by  the  Papal  spur,  we  n»ar' d. 
We  flung  tlie  burthen  of  the  second 

James. 
I  say,  we  never  fear'd  I   and  as  for 

these. 
We  broke  them  on  the  land,  we  drove 

them  on  the  sens. 

And  you,  my  Lords,  you  make  the 

people  muse 
In  doubt  if  you  be  of  our  Barons' 

breoil  — 
Were  thost*  your  sires  who  fought  at 

Lewes? 
Is  this  the  manly  strain  of  Runuy- 

mede? 
0  fallen  nobility  that,  overawed, 
Would  lisp  in  honey 'd  whispers  of 

this  monstrous  fraud  ! 

We  feel,  at  least,  that  silence  here  were 
sin, 
Not  ours  the  fault  if  we  have  feeble 
hosts — 


If  easy  patrons  of  their  kin 
Have  left  the  last  free  rac 

naked  coasts  I 
They  knew  the  precious  thinj 

had  to^uud; 
For  us,  we  will  not  spare  the 

one  hard  word. 

Tho*  niggard  throats  of  MaD 

may  bawl. 
What  England  was,  shall  hi 

sons  forget  ? 
We  are  not  cotton-spinners  all. 
But  some  love  Engluid  ai 

honor  yet 
And  these  in  our  Thermopylf 

stand. 
And  hold  against  the  world  thL 

of  the  land. 


A  WELCOME  TO  HER  R 
HIGHNESS  MARIE  ALE 
DROVNA,  DUCHESS  OF  1 
BURGH 

MARCH  7,  1874 


The  Son  of  him  with  whom  we 
for  power  — 
Whose  will  is  lord  thro*  all  his 

domain  — 
Who  made  the  serf  a  man,  ant 
his  chain  — 
Has  given  our  Prince  his  own  in 
Flower, 

Alexandrovi 
And  welcome,  Russian  flower, 
pie's  pride. 
To  Britain,  when  her  flowers 

to  blow ! 
From  love  to  love,  from  h< 
home  you  go. 
From   mother    unto   mother, 
bride, 

Marie  Alexand 

n 

The  golden  news  along  the  ste 

blown, 
And  at  thy  name  the  Tarta 

are  stirr'd ; 
Elburz  and  all  the  Caucasu 

heard ; 


CHILD  SONGS 


1 


iD  the  wnUbrj  palmft  of  India 


■4 


AlexuidroTna. 
of  oar  vniTenal  iM 
te  ciMO  of  Afrio  u  on  dUb  of 

Tht  Mftorlt  and  tiiAt  Lde  of  Oontl. 


1ml  ptnes  of  Canada  munnur 

Marie  Alexaadiovna  1 

in 
MBJwi  tmnching,  both,  in  lusty 

Tel  Buold'a  England  Cdl  to  Korman 

■WQvda; 
Tel  thine  ovrn  hmd  haa  bow'd  to 
Tutarboidea 

Bnclldi  Harold  gave  ite  throne 
ainfe. 

AlexandroTna  I 
iMr  tknmm  and  peoples  are  as  waifs 
Ihatswfaig, 
And  float  or  fall,  in  endless  ebb  and 

flow; 
But  who  lore  best  have  best  the 
gnoe  tohnow 
Tbst  U}ve  by  right  divine  is  dcathlcas 
king. 

Blsric  Alezandrovna  I 

IV 

Asd  Love  has  led  thee  to  the  stranger 
land. 
Where  men  are  bold  and  strongly 

say  their  say ;  — 
See.  empire  upon  empire  smiles  to- 
day. 
At  thou  with  thy  young  lover  hand  in 
/  hand, 

}  Alexandruvna  I 

■   Sc  DOW  thv  fuller  life  is  in  the  west, 
Wbofe  hand  at  home  was  gracious 

to  thy  poor; 
Thy  name  was  blest  within  the  nar- 
row door; 
Here  also,  Marie,  shall  tliy  namr  1n> 
blest. 

Marie  Alexandrovna ! 


Shan  fSeara  and  Jealous  hatreds  flame 
again  t 
Or  at  thy  coming,  Prinoeas,  every- 


The  blue  heaven  break,  and  so 
diviner  air 
Breathe  thro^  the  world  and  chai 
the  hearts  of  men, 

Alexandrovna  t 
But  hearts  that  change  not,  love  t 
cannot  cease, 
And  peace  be  yours,  the  peace 

soul  in  soul  I 
And  howsoever  this  wild  world  n 
roU, 
Between  your  peoples  truth  and  m 
ful  peace, 

Alfred — Alezandro  vi 


IN  THE  GARDEN  AT  8WAD 

TON 

NioHTmoALBS  warbled  without, 
Within  was  weepinff  for  thee ; 

Shadows  of  three  dead  men 
Walk'd  in  the  walks  with  me. 
Shadows  of  three  dead  men,  i 
thou  wast  one  of  the  three. 

Nightingales  sang  in  his  woods, 
The  Master  was  far  away  ; 

Nightingales  warbled  and  sang 
Of  a  passion  tliM  lasts  but  a  day 
fc^till  in  the  house  in  his  coflin 
Prince  of  courtesy  lay. 

Two  dead  men  have  I  known 
In  courtesy  like  to  thee ; 

Two  (lead  men  have  I  love<l 
With  a  love  that  ever  will  be : 
Three  dea<i  men  have  I  loved,  i 
thou  art  last  of  tlie  three. 


CHILD  SONGS 
I 

THK  CITV  CIIIU) 

Dainty  little  mniden.  whither  wo 

yo\i  wander? 
Whither  frnm  this  pntty  Imme. 

horn*'  wln're  ni«>th<-r  jIwHIm? 
•  Fur  and  far  uwav,'  sjiid  the  dai 

little  maiden. 
'  All   among   the    pinii-ns.    auricul 

anemones, 
litises   and    liliifs  and    Canterbi 

bells.' 
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Dainty  little  maiden,  whither  would 

you  wander  ? 
Whither  from  this  pretty  house, 

this  city-house  of  ours  ? 
'Far  and  far  away/  said  the  dainty 

little  maiden, 
'  All  amoDg  the  meadows,  the  clover 

and  the  clematis. 
Daisies  and  kingcups  and  honey- 

suckle-flowersw' 

II 

WNNIE  AND  WINNIE 

Minnie  and  Winnie 

Slept  in  a  shelL 
Sleep,  little  ladies! 

And  they  slept  well. 

Pink  was  the  shell  within. 

Silver  without ; 
Sounds  of  the  great  sea 

Wandered  about 

Sleep,  little  ladies  1 

Wake  not  soon  I 
Echo  on  echo 

Dies  to  the  moon. 

Two  brijrht  stars 

Pcep'd  into  the  shell. 
'What  are  thev  dreaming  of  ? 

Who  can  tell?' 

Started  a  green  linnet 

Out  of  the  croft ; 
Wake,  little  ladies  I 

The  sun  is  aloft  I 


THE  SPITEFUL  LETTER 

Herk.  it  is  here,  the  dose  of  the  year, 
Ami  with  it  a  spiteful  letter. 

M}'  name  in  song  has  done  him  much 
wrong, 
For  himself  has  done  much  better. 

0  little  bani,  is  your  lot  so  hard, 
If  men  neglect  your  pa  ires  ? 

1  think  not  much  of  yours  or  of  mine, 
I  hear  the  roll  of  the  ag<rs. 

Rhymes  and  rhymes  in  the  range  of 
the  times ! 
Are  mine  for  the  moment  stronger  ? 


Tet  hate  me  not,  but  abide  yoor  kA 
I  last  but  a  moment  longer. 

This  faded  leaf,  our  namesare  as  briel 
What  room  is  left  for  a  hater  T 

Tet  the  yellow  leaf  hates  the  greeni 
leaf. 
For  it  hangs  one  moment  later. 

Greater  than  I— is  that  your  cry  ? 

And  men  will  live  to  see  it. 
Well — if  it  be  so — so  it  is,  you  knoi 

And  if  it  be  80,  so  be  it 

Brief,  brief  is  a  summer  leaf. 
But  this  is  the  time  of  boUiea. 

O  hollies  and  ivies  and  evergreens. 
How  I  hate  the  q>ite8  and  Uie  f oL^ 

LITERARY  SQUABBLES 

Ah  God  1  the  petty  fools  of  rhyme 
That  shriek  and  sweat  in  pigmy  wa 

Before  the  stony  face  of  Time, 
And  look*d  at  by  the  silent  stars ; 

Who  hate  each  other  for  a  song. 
And  do  their  little  best  to  bite 

And  pinch  their  brethren  in  the  thron 
And  scratch  the  very  dead  for  spit 

And  strain  to  make  an  inch  of  room 
For  their  sweet  selves,  and  cann 
hear 
The  sullen  Lethe  rolling  doom 
On  them  and  theirs  and  aU  thin 
here ; 

When  one  small  touch  of  Charity 
Could  lift  them  nearer  Godlike  sta 

Than  if  the  crowded  Orb  should  cry 
Like  those  who  cried  Diana  great 

And  I  too  talk,  and  lose  the  touch 
1  talk  of.     Surely,  after  all. 

The  noblest  answer  unto  such 
Is  perfect  stillness  when  they  brav 

THE  VICTIM 

I 

A  PL.\GUE  upon  the  people  fell, 
A  famine  after  laid  them  low  : 

Then  iliorpe  and  byre  arose  in  fire. 
For  on  them  brake  the  sudden  f« 


Ittitn  tha  CoanaiiqKtfd  aadboni'd, 
iaA  attk  died,  sad  dear  In  wood, 

fed  Hid  fat  tfr,  add  flihM  tnm'd 
laS  wUtaTd  in  Om  raObw  AMd ; 

M  ilMil  ■!!■  hj  fil  I  I 1J 

Or  down  b  »  fomnr  Miditd  wlUi 


■Ma'd, 
Smt  iMtlt 


Kflo^d  Uut  an  aanrer 


The  hoi  J  Qoda,  tfaer  in 


Thiy  h 

Tbejr  wOl  have  his  life. 

Ii  A«  your  dearest  T 

OrI,Uww«flf 


The  King  bent  low,  with  hand 


He  ■tay'd  hli  ■mu  apoa  hl>  km 
O  wl[«,  what  use  to  answer  now 
For  now  the  PrlM  haa  Judged 

ibholjf 

_.    would  I 

dioaenweU; 

Tet  both  are  near,  and  both  ara  di 

And  whld>  the   dearest  I  o« 


"The  King  Is  happf 
In  chOd  and  wife  ; 
Take  you  his  dearest. 
Give  ua  a  Ufe.' 


The  rites  prepared,  the  victim  bai 
'  ThekoireupririDgtoward  the  hi 
!  To  the  altsr-itono  she  sprang  alon 


Tke  Priest  went  ont  by  heath  anrl 
I  Nil : 

The  Kins  was  Ouniinfc  in  tbe  wilil : 
Thrj  found  the  mother  sitting  Btlll ; 
lUie  cast  her  arms  alx)ut  the  child. 


1  his  years  In-  , 

Bis  face  was  ruddy,  his  balr  wa*  gold ;  i 
Heseem'dBTirtlmduc  totheprlesL  i 
The  Priest  beheld  him. 
And  cried  with  Joy. 
*  The  Oods  have  answei'd : 
We  glTe  them  the  boy.' 

IT  I 

The  King  retum'd  from  out  the  wild, 


the  cbiU 

To  spfll  his  blood  and  heal  the  land.  , 

The  land  Is  sick,  the  people  diseased,   i 

And  faUght  and  famine  on  all  the 


Suildenly  from  him  brake  hts  w 
kmi  ■hripktne.  "  /  sm  his  dearest-. 

I  am  his  deaiesi ', '   rush'd  on 
knifcL 
And  the  Priest  was  happy  : 
'  O  Father  Odin. 
We  give  you  a  life. 
Which  was  hia  nearest  t 
Who  wu  liis  dmri'M,  T 
The  UoiIh  liaTC  annwer'd  : 
We  give  them  tin?  wifi:  I  * 

WAGES 

G1.0RY  of  warrior,   plory  of  on 
glory  oi^iwe. 
Paid  wllb  avoiit-tlyin);  by  In  be 

Olory  iif  ViriiH-.  lo  fljrht,  to  ?<lrug 


il  Klorj 


right  Ihe  t 
Nay.  but  alie  Kini'U  luii 
lover  of  Rlory  siie : 
Qlvc  her  the  glory  uf  going  on, 
■till  to  be. 


3SO 


ENOCH  ARDEN  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


Tbe  wages  of  sin  is  death :  if  the 

wages  of  Virtue  be  dust. 
Would  she  have  heart  to  endure  for 

the  life  of  the  wonn  and  the 

fly? 
She  deares  no  isles  of  the  blest,  no 

quiet  scats  of  the  just. 
To  rest  in  a  golden  grove,  or  to 

bask  in  a  summer  sky  ; 
Qive  her  the  wages  of  going  on,  and 

not  to  die. 


THE  HIGHER  PANTHEISM 

The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars,  the  seas, 
the  hills  and  the  plains,  — 

Are  not  these,  O  Soul,  the  Vision  of 
Him  who  reigns  ? 

Is  not  the  Vision  He,  tho'  He  be  not 
that  which  He  seems  ? 

Dreams  are  true  while  thcv  last,  and 
do  we  not  live  in  dreams  ? 

Earth,  these  solid  st'irs.  this  m  eight  of 

body  and  limb. 
Are  they  not  siirn  and  symbol  of  thy 

division  }rom  Him  ? 

Dark  is  the  world  to  thee;  thyself  art 

the  reason  why. 
For  is  He  not  all  biit  thou,  that  hast 

power  to  feel  *  I  am  I '  *t 

Glory  alK)ut  th(n*,  without  thcH* :  and 
thou  fultillest  thv  dmmi, 

Makinir  Him  broken  ^^leams  and  a 
stille<i  splendor  and  l'Kmjhi. 

Speak  to  Him.  thou,  for  He   h<'ars. 

and     Spirit     with     Sj)irit     can 

meet  — 
'.'loser    is    He    than    breathin^^    and 

nearer  than  hands  and  feet. 

God  is  law,  siiy  the  wi.««e  ;  O  Soul,  and 
hi  us  rrjoice. 

For  if  He  thunder  by  law  the  thun- 
der is  vi-t  His  voice. 

I^w  is  Go«:l.  say  s<mie:  no  God  at  all. 

says  the  fool. 
For  all  we  have   power  to  see  is  a 

straight  statT  bent  in  a  ptK>l ; 


And  the  ear  of  man  cannoi  hear* 
the  eye  of  man  caimofe  hbs 

But  if  we  could  see  and  hflu; 
Vision  —  were  it  not  Het  ^ 


THE   VOICE   A]KD    THB   U) 


The  voice  and  the  Ftoak 
Far  over  summit  and  lawn. 

The  lone  glow  and  loDff  roar 
Green-rushing  from  toe  nMj  fkv 
of  dawn  f 

n 

All  night  have  I  heaid  the 
Rave  over  the  rocky  bar. 

But  thou  wcrt  silent  in 
Above  thee  glided  tlie 

ni 

Hast  thou  no  voice,  O  Peak, 
That  standest  high  above  all  T 

'  I  am  the  voice  of  the  Peak, 
I  roar  and  rave,  for  I  fall. 

IV 

'  A  thousand  voices  go 

To  North,  South.  East,  and  "NVc 
They    leave    the    heights    and 
troubled. 

And  moan  and  sink  to  their  rest 


*  Tlie  fields  are  fair  beside  them. 

The  <-hestnut  toweis  in  his  bloo 
But  thev —  thev  feel  the  desire  of 
de<*p  — 
Fall,  and  follow  their  doom. 

VI 

*  The  «li'ep  has  power  on  the  heigl 

And  the   height  has  power  on 
derp  : 
They  ar»'  raisi.tl  Utr  ever  and  ever, 
And  Milk  again  into  sleep.' 

VII 

Not  raistnl  ft>r  ever  and  ever. 

But  when  their  cycle  is  o'er. 
The  valley,  the  voice,  the  peak, 
star 

Pass,  and  ar(^  found  no  more. 


Lttni.iA,  wfddnl  to  LniTctiiu.  touaa' 
Hit  tnmUri  nAil ;  for  n  hwn  Ih"  inOTO 

111):  diiiilt 
or  tiHH'Joii  luiil  lilt-  drat  tutilim-i'.  bad 

Sclwnti  ihcm.  Uio'  he  W<xl  hrr  Btl^H 

Uiv  Ihw,  ^H 

Tet  of(cu  oUen  Uie  wnnuui  ticiini  mH 

Hrlimi  fnmi  p»e\ugt  Iti  thi>  Drlil,  Mrl 

To  prrt  blm  with  ■  kJMi,  tla)  miuMV 
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BmRll  Dotice,  or  austerely,  for  —  his 

Half  buried  fn  eome  weightier  urgii- 

Or  fancy -borue  perhaps  upon  the  rise 
And  loDic  roll  of  the  lie):anie(«r  —  he 

To  turn  mid  pnndt^r  those  time  hun- 
dred scrolls 
Left  by  the  Tcaclier,.  whom  he  held 

She  brook'd  it  not,  but  wrathful,  pet- 
ulant, 

Drcuning  some  rival,  sought  and 
fouud  a  witch 

Wha  brew'd  the  philtre  which  had 
power,  they  said. 

To  le«il  no  ernuit  passion  home  sgnin. 

And  this,  at  times,  she  mingled  witli 
hm  drtulc. 

Andthigdestroy'dhim;  tor  the  wicked 

Confusftd  the  cheinlc  labor  of  the 
blond. 

And  Uchliag  the  hnite  braiD  within 
the  man 'a 

Made  havoc  among  tliose  tender  cells, 
and  check'd 

Bis  power  to  shape.  Be  loathed  him- 
self,  and  once 

After  a  lonipest  woke  upon  a  mom 

That  mock'd  him  witlireturniugcalm. 
and  cried : 

'Storm  in  the  night  I  for  thrice  1 

heard  the  rain 

Rushing :  and  once  the  flash  of  a 
thunderbolt  — 

Uetbought  I  never  saw  so  fierce  ti 
fork  — 

Struck  out  Uie  streaming  mountain- 
side, and  show'd 

A  riotous  confluence  of  watercourses 

Blanching  ami  billowing  in  a  hollow 

otTt.  I. 

Where  all  but  yeater-eve  was  dusty- 
dry. 

'Storm,  and  what  dreams,  ye  holy 

Oods.  what  drcnmel 
For  Ihricr  I  wakeu'd  after  dnams. 

Perchance 
We  do  but  recollect  ttie   Ireama  tliat 

luat  ern  the  waking.    Terrible :  for  It 


A  void  was  mitde  in  Nature,  iltk 

Crack'd  i  and  I  aaw  the  flaritif  «bi 

streams 
And  torrents  of  her  myriad  nnivsa 
ItuiulngiiloDg  the  illitnilabiD  IMH 
Fly  on  t»  clash  lo^pLhc-r  ag^  ■ 

Anothfr  and  nnotlier  fraine  ef  l])iq 
Forever,     That  wai  mine,  nv  dM 
I  knew  it  — 


His  function  of  the  woodland ;  Ml 

I  thought  Ouit  all  tlir  blood  byV 

ahed 
Came  driving  rulnlikv  downa^ 

earth. 
And   where   It   (lnrfi*il   Uw  nriM 

meadow,  apratig 
No  dragon  wamurv   tren  t^dH 

teeth. 
For  thmc'  I  Uiougbt  my  dnukiv 

show  to  me,  ' 

But  girls.  neUiraJ,   cnrfoin  li  t 

art,  < 

nired  anlmaliams,  vile  h  ihi»| 

The  multierry- fared  DidaUr'i  N 

Than  aught  they   fable  of  Ac  f 

Uods. 
And  hnods  ibey  lulst.  andytM 

round  tiie  drove 
In  nurrowiug  rite li»  till  I  jriHlj 
Half-EuSocated.  and   «prui{  ^ 

WositthcflrElbcftmofDylMtfi 

'  Then,  then,  front  uii«r  gtamti 
out  thn  breasts.  ' 

1'hc  bretista  of  lielcn,  ai>d  h 
aswonl 

Now  over  ami  now  uiidnr.wxr^ 

I'cijntMi  itBcK  to  pimv,  bala  * 
shamed 

At  nil  that  brauty  ;  « 


'  Is  this  tiiy  reajp 


not  otw  of  thiiu  own 

irere  offer'd  to  thee  T 

my   ibdi   procBmlrai 

ig  tlM  ItdUn  field.'" 
mtlart  thy  AtAtj  T 

ti7  wonhlppen.   H7 

profanely.    Whteb 

t,  or  ugcn  thaa  at 

I  of  thOM  irtio,  bx 

Mid  pl^,  and  aplte 

3  which  all  onr  gnmt- 

itred  in  etemd  calm. 

ust,  0  Qoddeas,  like 

So 

luch'd,  then  would  I 
rcxs,  roll  thy  tender 
keep  him  from  the 
Bteaming.  slaughter 

nt  not  thee ;  I  meant 


her  wounded  hunter 

JD  human- amorous 

ardlesa  apple-arbiter 
Rather,  O  ye  Oods, 
(Teat  Sicilian  called 
his  golden  verse  — 
iris  also— did  I  take 
le  of  tbine  to  shadow 

;  powers  and  genial 

■be  atrlkes  tbro'  the 


Of  cMtle,  and  U^t  la  large,  and  limla 

an  glad 
Nosing  the  mottaer'i  nddn,  and  the 

Uid  » 

Haket  hU  heart  YtAx  amtd  tbe  Uase 


Which 


1  things   appear 
mighty  Oods. 


the  wnk  of 


'The  Godal  and  If  I  go  my  woA  U 

left 
Unflnlsh'd— {^Iga    The  God^  who 

haunt 
The  Indd  Interapace  of   world  and 

world, 
Wher«  never  creeps  a  cloud,  or  movei 

a  wind, 
Nor  erer  falls  the  leaM  wUte  star  of 


Their  aacred  ereriastlng  calm  I   and 

Not  all  so  fine,  nor  so  dMne  a  calm. 
Not  such,  nor  all  unlike  it,  man  may 

gain 
Letting  bis  own  life  ga    The  Oods, 

tbeQodal 
If  all  be  atoms,  how  then  should  the 

Gods 
Being  atomic  not  be  dissoluble. 
Not  loUow  the  great  law?  Hr  master 

held 
That  Gods  there  are,  for  all  men  so 

believe. 
I  prest  my  footsteps  Into  his,  and  meant 
Surely   to    lead    my   Memmlus   in  a 


HeantT    I  meant?  m 

I  have  forgotten  what  I  meant ;  my 

Stumbles,  and  all  my  faculties  ore 


'Look  where  anotber  of  our  Gods, 

the  Sun, 
Apollo,  Delius.  or  of  older  use 
All  -  seeing      Hf  perion  —  what     you 

will  — 
Has  mounted  yonder ;  since  he  never 


354 


ENOCH  ARDEN  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


That  he  would  only  shine  among  the 

dead 
Hereafter  —  tales  I   for  never  yet  on 

earth  130 

Could  dead  flesh  creep,  or  bits  of  roast- 
ing ox 
Moan  round  the  spit — nor  knows  he 

what  he  sees ; 
King  of  the  East  altho*  he  seem,  and 

girt 
With  song  and  flame  and  fragrance, 

slowly  lifts 
His  golden  feet  on  those  empurpled 

stairs 
That  climb  into  the  windy  halls  of 

heaven. 
And  here  he  glances  on  an  eye  new- 

bom. 
And  gets  for  greeting  but  a  wail  of 

pain ; 
And  here  he  stays  upon  a  freezing 

orb 
That  fain  would  gaze  upon  him  to  the 

last ;  140 

And  here  uix)n  a  yellow  eyelid  fallen 
And   close<i   by   those  wIjo  mourn  a 

friend  in  vain. 
Not  thankful  that  liis  troubles  are  no 

more. 
And  me.  altho'  liis  fire  is  on  mv  face 
Blinding,  he  .sees  n<^t.  nor  at  all  can  tell 
"Whether  I  mean  this  day  to  end  my- 
self, 
Or  lend  an  ear  to  Plato  where  he  savs, 
That  men  like  soldiers  may  not  quit 

the  post 
Allotted  by   the  Gotls.     But  he  that 

holds 
The  Gods  are  careless,  wherefore  neitl 

he  care  150 

Greatly  for  them,  nor  rather  plunge  at 

ouce. 
Being  troubled,  wholly  out  of  sight. 

and  sink 
Past  earthquake  —  ay.  and  gout  and 

stone,  that  break 
B(j<ly  toward  death,  and  palsy,  drath- 

in-life. 
And   wretdied   asre  —  and   wor<t   i\\<- 

ease  of  all. 
These  prcxlitriesof  myriad  nakednesses. 
And  twisted  shap«'s  of  Inst,  unsjuak- 

able. 
Abominable,  stranirtTs  at  my  hearth 
Not  welcome,   harpies  miring  every 

dish, 


The    phantom    husks   of    aometiiii 

foully  done. 
And  fleeting  thro'  the  boundless  ui 

verse, 
And  blasting  the  long  quiet  of  i 

breast 
With  animal  heat  and  dire  insanity' 

*How  should  the  mind,  except 

loved  them,  clasp 
These  idols  to  herself  ?  or  do  they  t 
Now  thinner,  and  now  thicker,  11 

the  flakes 
In  a  fall  of  snow,  and  so  press  in,  pi 

force 
Of  multitude,  as  crowds  that  in 

hour 
Of  civic  tumult  jam  the  doors^  a 

bear 
The  keepers  down,  and  throng,  tb< 

rags  and  they 
The  basest,  far  into  that  coimcil-hal 
Where  sit  the  best  and  stateliest 

the  land  ? 

*  Can  I  not  fling  this  horror  off  1 
again. 
Seeing  with  how  great   ease  Natu 

can  .<iniile. 
Balmier  and  nobler  from  her  bath 
storm, 
i  At  random  ravage  ?  and  how  easily 
I  The  mountain  there  has  cast  hiscloiu 

slough, 
;  Now  towering  o'er  him  in  serenest  a 
.  A   mountain   o'er  a  mountain, — a 

and  within 
I  All  hollow  as  the  hopes  and  fears 
men  ?  1 

'But  who  was  he  that  in  the  ganl 
snared 

Picns  and  Faunus.  rustic  Gods  ?  a  ts 
To  laugh  at  —  more   to  laugh  at 
myself  — 
,  For  look  I  what  is  it  ?  there  ?  yon  i 

but  us 
'  Totters:  a  noiseless  riot  underneath 
Strikes  through  the  wood,  sets  all  t 

toj»s  quivering  — 
TIk'  mountain  quickens  into  Nymj 

and  Faun ; 
And  here  an  Oread  —  how  the  sun  d 
I  lights 

To  glance  and  shift  about  her  slippei 
sides. 
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and  mqipla  nmnded- 
botooi-pflidu^who  this 


;  bat  him  I  pnmd  impoHlble ; 
ifHMtnrad  k  no  Mtiive.    Tek  he 
dnwa 

a  and  I  mil  *>fan 


thsD  a^  phenlom  of  hSi  Uiid 
bnttea  ui  tcnfJEi  twottier- 


or  hMfef  blood  or  provender, 
abhor,  wgH^  aidun  at  him; 


UmaaweD;  soch  a  predpi- 
tatoheel,  mo 

tipd  aa  it  ifere  with  Mercmy's 


lUi  her  to  me— hot  win  ahe  flinr 

hemelf 
HariemupoBmef  Gatdi her, goat- 

footl  naj, 
it,  hide  them,  millioo-myrtled  wll- 

dt-mcflB, 
d  cmrf  Til -shadowing  laurels,  bide ! 

do  I  wiMh  — 
kat  T — that  the  bush  were  leafless  ? 

or  to  whelm 
of  them  in  one  massacre  ?    O  ye 

Gods, 
now  jou  careless,  yet,  behold,  to 

you 
im  childly  wont  and  ancient  use  I 

call  — 
iKKigbt  I  lived  securely  as  your- 

SI'ItcS —  aio 

lewdnc*8S,  narrowing  envy,  mon- 
key-spite, 
madness  of  ambition,  avarice,  none; 
larger  feast  than  under  plane  or 

pine 
th  oeighbors  laid  along  the  grass, 
•     to  take 
ly  such  cupa  aa  left  us  frien<ily- 

warm, 
Inning  each  bfs  own  philosophy  ~ 
thing  to  mar  the  sober  malesties 
seitMd,  sweet.  Epicurean  life. 
It  DOW  it  seems  some  unseen  mon- 
ster lays 
a  vast  and  filthy  hands  upon  my 

Wfl],  2tO 

TCBddnir  It  backward  into  his,  and 
ipoua 


My  Uim  in  being;  and  it  waa  not 
great. 

For  save  when  shutting  reasons  np  In 
ihythm. 

Or  Hdleooian  lionej  in  living  worda* 

To  make  a  truth  lem  harsh,  I  often 
grew 

Tired  of  so  mnch  within  our  little  life. 

Or  of  so  little  in  our  little  lif e  --     . 

Poor  little  life  that  toddlea  half  an 
hour 

Crown'd  with  a  flower  or  two^  and 
there  an  end — 

And  since  the  nobler  pleasure  aeems 
to  fftde,  99B 

Why  should  t  beaatlike  aa  I  flnd  my- 
■elf. 

Not  manlike  end  myaelf  7--our  privi- 
lege— 

Whatbeaat  haa  heart  todoit?  And 
Whatman, 

What  Roman  would  be  dragged  in 
triumph  thoB  T 

Not  I ;  not  be,  who  bears  one  name 
with  her 

Whose  death-blow  struck  the  dateless 
doom  of  kings. 

When,  brooking  not^thc  Tarquin  in 
her  Veins, 

She  mofie  her  blood  in  sight  of  Collatine 

And  all  his  peers,  flushing;  the  guilt- 
less air. 

Spout  from  the  maiden  fountain  in 
her  heart.  24a 

And  from  it  sprang  the  Common- 
wealth, whieh  bri'uks 

As  I  am  breaking  now  ! 

"And  tlien*fon*  now 
I/Ct  her,  that  is  the  womb  and  tomb 

of  all. 
Great  Nature,  take,  and  forcing:  far 

apart 
Those    blind    be^inninirs    that    have 

made  me  man. 
Dash  them  anew  topfher  at  Iht  will 
Thro*  all  her  cyeh'S  —  int«»  man  oni'e 

more, 
Or  b4'ast  or  binl  or  tlsh.  or  opulent 

lh»wrr. 
Hilt  till  tliis  ciwniir  nnlrr  rvrrvwhrre 
ShattiTM  intt)  oin/  earthy u:iku  in  one 

(lay  25a 

Cmcks  all  tn  pif'ees,  ~  and  that  hmir 

p<'rhups 
Is  not  so  far  when  momeutary  mail 
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Shall  seem  no  more  a  aomething  to 

himself, 
But  he,  his  hopes  and  hates,  his  homes 

and  fanes, 
And  even  his  bones  long  laid  within 

the  {^ve. 
The  very  sides  of  the  grave  itself  shall 

pass. 
Vanishing,  atom  and  void,  atom  and 

void. 
Into  the  unseen  for  ever,  —  till  that 

hour. 
My  golden  work  in  which  I  told  a 

truth 
That  stays  the  rolling  Ixionian  wheel. 
And  numbs  the  Fury's  ringlet-snake, 

and  plucks  a6i 

The  mortal  soul  from  out  immortal 

hell. 
Shall  stand.    Ay,  surely ;  then  it  fails 

at  last 
And  perishes  as  I  must ;  for  O  Thou, 
Passionless  bride,  divine  Trau quill ity, 
Yearn'd  after  bv  the  wisest  of  t£e  wise. 
Who  fail  to  fin4  thee,  being  a^  thou  art 


Without  one  pleanre  and  without  c 

pain, 
Howbeit  I  know  thoa  aiirdy  must 

mine 
Or  soon  or  late,  vet  out  of  aeaaon,  tl 
I  woo  thee  roughly,  for  thou  caresi  1 
How  roughly  men  maj  woo  thee 

they  win — 
Thus — thus — the  aoiil  ffiea  oat  a 

dies  in  the  air.' 

With  that  he  dioro  tbe  UUb  ii 
his  side. 
She  heard  him  raging;  hettdlfcifi 

ran  in. 
Beat  breast,  tore  hair.  Cfted  oak  qp 

hersfilf 
As  having  fail'd  fn  dutr  to  U 

flhriek'd 
That  she  but  meant  to  win  Iftm  bai 

fell  on  him, 
Claap'd,  kiss'd  him,  waU'd.    He  i 

swei^d,  '  Care  not  thou ! 
Thy  duty?  Whatiadutv?  Fare  ti 

welir 


DOW;  OR.  THE   SONG  OF   THE 
WRKNS 


'^"i?.!l 


I  MUSIC  BT    ABTIirit  SL'LUTAK 

B  Sullivan  r«>|Utolid  m>  li>  nrld  •  IlitU  *ui>k->'»I«.  < 

*       "      -  ..-.-..     -  -    -  L„(„J  in  witit 

V-  in  tbc  nM  i 

It.  ttalllmo'i 


Jrtih  bl*  Inlc/  ■U'l  t  >lr»l  u 
■/  Mtrlt  1^  pcrbapa.  that  II 


A  jtH  tl.  a  Jewel  iloBT  K 


I  ptxil,  or  IiFr 
'   wiail>  kn  up  in  Oiv 
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THE  WINDOW 


Clouds  that  are  racing  aboye. 
And  winds  and  lights  and  shadcyws 
that  cannot  be  atiU, 
All  ninnin  ff  on  one  way  to  the  home 
of  mv  love, 
You  are  all  running  on,  and  I  stand 
on  the  slope  of  the  hill. 
And    the  winds  are  up  in  the 
morning  I 


lO 


Follow,  follow  the  chase ! 
And  my  thoughts  are  as  quick  and  as 
quick,  ever  on,  on,  on. 
O  lights,  are  you  flying  over  her 
sweet  little  face  7 
And  my  heart  is  there  before  you  are 
come,  and  gone. 
When  the  winds  are  up  in  the 
morning! 

Follow  them  down  the  slope  I 
And  I  fcdlow  them  down  to  the  win- 
dow-pane of  my  dear. 
And  it  brightens  and  diirkcns  and 
bri;;hteus  like  my  hope. 
And  it  darkens    and    brightens  and 
darkens  like  my  feiir. 
And   the    winds   arc   up  in  the 
morning !  ao 

AT  THE  WINDOW 

Vine,  vine'  ami  (•♦:lantin«\ 
CIjisp  her  window,  trail  and  twine  ! 
Rose,  rose  ami  elematis. 
Tniil  and  twim*  and  rlasp  and  kiss. 
Kiss,  kiss ;  and  make  Iht  a  lu»wer 
All    of    tluwers.    and    dn.>p    me    a 
tlower. 

Drop  nie  a  tlower. 

Vine,  vine  and  eirlantine, 
( 'anuot  a  lli^wrr.  a  flower,  be  mine  ? 
Rose,  r(»s«'  and  elt'matis.  y^ 

i>ro[)  mi*  a  flower,  a  flower  to  kiss. 
Kiss,  kiss  —  and  out  of  her  l>ower 
All  of  flowers,  u  flower,  a  flower, 
Dropt,  a  tlower. 


GONE 

Gone ! 

Gone,  till  the  end  of  the  yi-ar. 
Gone,  and  the   li^jrht  irone  with  her, 
and  li'ft  me  in  shadow  here  ! 
Ooue  —  flitted  away, 


Taken  the  stars  from  the  night 

the  sun  from  the  day  I 
Gone,  and  a  dond  in  my  heart,  a 

stonn  in  the  air  I 
Flown  to  tiie  east  br  the  west^  fli 

I  know  not  where  I 
Down  in  the  sooth  if  a  flash  ai 

groan:  she  la   tfaeiel  sb 

therel 

WINTER 

The  f  roat  is  here. 
And  f  ud  is  dear. 
And  woods  are  sear. 
And  fires  bum  deu; 
And  frost  is  here 

And  has  bitten  the  heel  of  the  g< 
year. 

Bite,  frost,  bite  I 

Von  roll  up  away  from  the  light 

The  blue  wood-louse  and  the  pli 

dormouse. 
And  the  bees  are  stiird,  and  the 

are  kill'd. 
And  y(m  bite  far  into  the  heart  ol 

'  house, 
Hut  not  into  mine. 

Bite,  frost,  bite  I 

The  wocxls  art*  all  the  searer, 

The  fuel  is  all  tlie  dearer. 

The  fires  are  all  the  elearer. 

My  sprinir  is  all  the  nearer. 

You  have  bitten  into  the  heart  of 

earth. 
But  not  into  mine. 


SPRING 

Binls*  love  and  birds'  song 
j      Flyinjr  here  and  there. 

Binls'  s«)n«r  and  birds'  love. 
I      And  \-(Mi  with  gold  for  hair  ! 
'  Binls'  son^  and  birds'  love, 
Passini:  with  the  weather. 
Men's  s»)ni:  and  men's  love. 
To  love  onee  and  for  ever. 

Men's  love  and  birds'  love. 

And  women's  love  and  men's  ! 
And  you  my  wren  with  a  crow 
'trold. 

You  my  queen  of  the  wrens  I 


THE   WINDOW 


•  qi>e«a  o(  Uic  wrtna  — 
I  be  Uids  of  a  Tealbtr, 
'  King  of  the  (joeeu  of  the 


THK  METTKa 

la  MiMlwr  swrL-t  nn  nijr  Hwanl, 
at  Uw  llIH^,  kiid  Hby  of  llii! 

tie  tMOdil^  fine  littln  fiwt  —     ito 

write  bilwrT  ihatl  I  si>! 
brt  W  nutrrj  inn  hy  nnrt  by  > 
■ly  Mill  Uiai  ohi-  'il  Mv  no ; 
tbadf  kwivratluit  lUe'lliityity  I 

Ml.  If  aMA  to  hnr  (an<t 

«  nu,  tnna  Ut;  of  tbe  atiy  T 

■Iff  lctt«t,  KpKce,  npocG, 

r :  <a 

ifae  lixhl  iu  the  Titlivy  below 

taj  WMi  to  bnr  ilrwy  b' 

nly  mM  that  «hf<  'ft  sty 


bnr  iJrwy  blue  cyi-. 
it  dip  'fl  s*y  no ; 
'IxVly liDOnis  Uial  tXiv'W  Hayayt 

NO  AJISWEK 

IH  and  tiw  nin,  tlw  miM  nuiI 
tbenini 

ay  or  not  UUay  wdoT 
•m  a  gUmpae  tn  hrr  window- 
paoe! 
I  auj  die  but  the  gnus  will 

Se  gnu*  will  grow  wben  I  am 

b»    wrt    west    wind    and   tlii- 
world  will  go  on.  i^, 

the  untift  nf  th4! 
» trooblc  &nd  ( 
life  (or  B  Imndred  y 


Uw  WFt,  U117  wind  and 
k),  how  you  blow,  you 


And  iif  V(T  a  line  frum  my  ludy  yH 

U  it  ay  or  nii  ?  Is  it  nv  or  110 1 
Blow  then,    blow,   nnn   wlicn    I   t 


NO  ANSWRU 


U> 


.e  hut  (i: 


u  iife. 


wiiwl*  nrr  loud  and  wimU  will  p 
tSfHug  U  liern  with  Intf  and  gnvw  1 

TaVf  my  love  and  be  my  wife. 
A(l«r>lc)vcji  of  maidn  and  men 
Arc  but  [lafutlea  drt«t  again. 
I.rfivi?  mo  now,  ymi  'U  love  uie  then ;  i»o 

Lore  can  lo»i;  but  once  a  life. 

THK  ANSWKB  Jj 

1'wo  llltic  bands  that  mrel,  ^| 

Olaji()t  on  luT  i»cal,  my  sweet  I  ^W 

Must  1  Xakn  you  and  brenk  ytm,  " 

Two  lliilfl  hmidB  that  mMt  t 
I  muHltakc  vou.  aud  bi«ak  ywu, 
A111I  lorln^  Wxla  miwl  |iun~ 
Taki',  f Ilk !■  — break,  tireak  — 
Itn.'uk  —you  may  break  my  bearl. 
Kuint  heart  never  won—  lyt 

Rri^k,  brt^k,  nnd  fdl  >  done, 

AT 

Be  merry,  all  bitdn,  to-day. 
Iki  merry  on  wth  a«  yon  ncv<T 
wet*  merry  before. 
Be  merry  in  luMven.  O  Urka.  luxl  far 
away. 
And  merry  for  ever  and  ever,  and 
one  day  more 

WhyT 
For  it  'a  cuay  to  dnd  a  rby  nie. 
ijook.  look,  how  hf  fUti, 
Tlie  ftrp-erown'd  klnK  of  the  wruni 
from  out  of  the  piiif  > 
liook  how  Uiey  tumble  llio  blcMaom. 
the  mail  Kttle  tJU  I  i,^ 

'Cuckoo!    (.'mk-oo!'   waa  nTcr  ■ 
Mny  VI  Hue  T 

Wliy! 
fur  H  ■»  (niv  to  find  a  rbynK 
0  merry  Uie  llmiet  and  dorc,  


THE  WINDOW 


le  wiDgs  of  loT^ 
And  Bit  like  th«  king  of  the  wieng 
with  ft  crown  of  Are. 
Why? 
For  It's  ajr  u,y,  nj  ay. 

WHEX 

Sun  cornea,  mooo  comes,  ijd 

Time  sllp>  swaj. 
Son  seta,  moon  sets. 

Love,  Ox  s  day. 


'  A  moDttk  beoce,  a  moutb  bence.' 


'A  veek  hence,  B  week  bence.' 
'  Ah,  the  long  delar ! ' 

'Wait  a  \>n\e.  wait  a  little 
YoiisbaDflxaday.- 

'To-morrow,  love,  to-morrow, 
And  that 's  an  ni^c  bwhv.' 

Blaze  upon  her  window,  sun. 
And  honor  all  the  day. 


Uriit,  so  low  npoii  earth. 

You  send  a  flarii  to  the  tot.  4 
Hen  It  the  golden  close  of  lovtiT' J 

All  my  wodng  b  done.  I 

O.  the  woods  aaa  the  mesdowib 

Woods  when  we  hi<l  from  ite  1 
Stiles  where  we  sttv'd  to  be  kfaidb 

Meadows  in  which  we  met '. 

Light,  so  low  In  the  vak 

You  flash  and  llghu-o  afar. 
For  this  la  the  g^jldeu   moralql 
love; 

And  you  are  his  morning  star. 
Flash,  I  sm  coming.  I  come. 

By  mMdow  and  stile  and  wood 
0,   lighten  Into   biy    eyes   Bin 
heart. 

Into  my  heart  and  my  bloodi  1 

Heart,  are  yon  great  cnou^       i 

For  a  lo*e  that  oever  tires  T 
G  heart,  are  jou  gri.'at  enougb 
love! 

I  have  heaid  of  thorns  and  bfki 
Over  the  thorns  and  briers. 

Over  the  meadows  and  utiles. 
Over  the  world  to  the  end  of  it 

Flash  for  a  millioD  milea. 


THK    l.OVKR'S   TALE 


:ii|i»nW  *ltli  ■  rriiHnl  <il 


I  (MMtiil,  luiri  at  Iwt  riugioic  flit  1  ni>r>li|n> ;  iiui  h^  lir 
mthm  lb*  Kvtn).  knit  (  mlarx  (o  it  coiM)ilrlit  ih>  uli. 


f  vMi  pi«nrie  gkun  iIik  ti 


Ilunn   In   mid-bmvrv,  nnil   taalf* 

down  rvreuUfl. 
WliiU  ni   Khite  rioudii,  d<a 

•ky  to  ttj. 
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0  pleasant   breast  of   waters,   quiet 

bay, 
Like  to  a  quiet  mind  in  the  loud  world. 
Where  the  chafed    breakers    of    the 

outer  sea 
Sank  powerless,  as  anger  falls  aside 
And  withers  on  the  breast  of  peaceful 

love  I  10 

Thou  didst  receive  the  growth  of  pines 

that  fledgeil 
The  hills  that  watch'd  thee,  as  Love 

watcheth  Love. 
In  thine  own  essence,  and  delight  thy- 
self 
To  make  it  wholly  thine  on  sunny 

days. 
Keep  thou  thy  name  of  *  Lover's  Bay.' 

Sw,  sirs, 
Even  now  the  Goddess  of  the  Past, 

that  takes 
The  heart,  and  sometimes  touches  but 

one  string 
That  quivers  and  is  silent,  and  some- 
limes 
Sweej)S  siuMeiily  all  itshalf -mnulder'd 

cliords 
To  sornr  old  in»'ltKly.  begins  to  play  20 
That  air  wliicli  plcaM-d  Iht  tirsi.     1  frrl 

tliy  lin-tiili  : 

1  cnmo.  .irri-at  Mistn'ss  of  tlu-  ear  and 

Thy  brraih  is  of  tlu*  piin'  \vn«Kl,  ami 

tlio'  vtar*^ 
Have  linllnw'd  nut  a  (hep  and  >tt)rniy 

>trait 
Helwixi  till'  nativi-  land  of   I.ovr'  an«l 

nif. 
Hnatlic   iMit  a   litiK'   <»n   nn-,  an«l   tin- 

siil 
Will  draw  inr  Id  tin*  ri'-inL'  "f  the  sun. 
Tla-    lurid    ihanibrr<  (if  the  nuirninir 

>Tar. 
And  Ka>!  nf  LitV. 

Vt  rnii*  nir.  fri»'nd.  I  ]>rythri-. 
Ti>  pa<s  niv  hand  a(*P»»'»  mv  bro\v«-.  ami 

niu>r 
( >:i    tli«>M'  (i«:ir  liilN.    that   n«v«Tin<'n 

^^  ill  inrri 
Til'    >ii:liT   ili;it   iliit'li-^  mimI  ai-li' -•  l-- 

ni'.'iili  my  inudi. 
A-itlm'  I  1m  :■«•  lu-at  a  li'-irt  in  •  itlii-r  <  y.- ; 
Fttr  \vli.  11  ilic  ."tit'T  li-lii^^.-nr  ilarkiuM 

thu-. 
Tlu'    niini<'i\"'>  Nisinn    hath  a  kcLiiir 

e<iir<.'. 


It  grows  upon  me   now  —  the  aei 

curie 
Of  dark-blue  waters  and  the  nair 

fringe 
Of  curving  beach  —  its  wreaths  of  di 

ping  green  — 
Its  pale    pink  shells  —  the    summ 

house  aloft 
That  open'd  on  the  pines  with  doon 

glass, 
A  mounttun  nest  —  the  pleasure-bi 

that  rock'd. 
Light-green  with  its  own  shadow,  fc 

to  keel, 
Upon  the  dappled  dimplings  of  1 

wave 
That  blanch'd  upon  its  side. 

O  Love,  O  Hop 
They  come,  they  crowd  upon  me  1 

at  once — ' 
Moved  from  the  cloud  of  unforgott 

things. 
That  sometimes  on  the  horizon  oft 

mind 
Lirs  foldeil.  often  sweeps  athwart 
storm  — 
!  Flash  upon  tlash  they  lighten  thrtVi 
I  —  days 

i  Of  dtr-wy  dawning  and  the  ami 
I  evi's 

I  Wli(n  tliou  antl  I.  Camilla,  thou  aii< 
i  Were  boriu-  about  the  bay  or  safi 
I  niCKir'd 

'  Brnialh  a  Inw-brow'd  cavern,  wli 
,  thr  iid»' 

I  Pla.>ircl.  capping  its  worn  ribs;  and 

I  Tla*    slciwlv- jjidirinj;    rolk-rs    on  ' 

clitTs 
:  Cla^hd.  railing  to  each  other,  and  ili 
j  th»-  an-li 

l)«)\vn  ilio<«'  loud  waters,  like  a  sett 
I  star. 

.  Mi\t  Willi  the  irorgeous  west  the  lie 
liousc  shone. 
Ainl  vilv«  r-sniilin!T  Venus  ere  she  f< 
WcuM    tifu-n    h)iter    in    ht-r    hd 

lihu'. 
To  I  r.iwn  it  with  herself. 

Here.  t(x\  my  I 
W.iv.  id  at  anchor  with  nir,  wluu  ( 

liuiii: 
Fnun  his  mid  dome  in  heaven's  t 
1  halls ) 
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s  off  the  waterdrcln  m  they 


i^d  like  doaUful  ndlet  about 
hcrUM 

fd  a  Bjteg  ti^ofj  OB  her  heir, 
Hke  a  punng  thought  across 


riiw  with  one  that  will  not  pass, 

till  earth 

heaven  pass  too^  dwelt  on  my 

heaven,  afooe 

siMii-frir,  but   kindled   from 

within  70 

ran  with  dawn.    She  was  dark- 

hair'd.  dark-eyed-- 

h  dark  eyes !  a  single  glance  of 


overaa  whole  life  from  birth  to 


off  ail  tliingB  else,  led  on  with 
ligiit 

and  in  Tisiona.    Look  at 


yourself  in  utter  ignorance ; 
mnot  find  Uieir  depth ;  for  they 
go  back. 

uther  back,  and  still  withdraw 
tliemselTes 

fanto  the  deep  soul,  that  eyermnrc 
mingiog  from  her  fouuUiins  in 
the  brain.  80 

ouring  thro*,  floods  with  rcdiin- 
daot  life 
irrow  portala 

Trust  me.  long  ago 
Id  liave  died,  if  it  were  po(»il>le 
in  saxing  on  that  perfecttu^fts 
I  I  do  b&LT  within  me.     I  had 
died. 

nm  my  farthest  lapse,  my  latest 
ebb, 

image,  like  a  charm  of  light  and 
strength 

tlie  waters,  puah'd  me  back  again 
see  deserted  sands  of  barren  life. 
from  the  deep  vault  where  the 
heert  of  Hope  go 

Dto  dust,  and  crumbled  in  the  | 
dark— 

Iting  how  to  render  b<*autiful 
Donntenance   with    quick    and 
healthful  blood  — 
didA  not  sway  me    upward ; 
eonld  I  perish 
thou,  a  meteor  of  the  sepulchre, 


Didst  swathe  thysdf  all  round  Hope's 

quiet  urn 
For  evert    He  tliai  saith  it  hath  o*er 

stept 
The  slippeiy  footing  of  his  narrow  wit. 
And   xallen  away   from   Judgment 

Thou  art  liffht, 
To  which  my  spirit  leaneth  all  her 

flowers,  MO 

And  length  of  days,  and  immortalitv 
Of  thought,  and  freshness  ever  self 

rencw'd. 
For  Time  and  Grief  abode  too  long 

with  Life, 
And,  Uke  all  other  friends  i'  the  world. 

atbst 
They  grew  awearr  of  her  fellowship. - 
80  Time  and  Grief  did  beckon  unto 

Death, 
And  Death  drew  nigh  and  beat  the 

doors  of  Life ; 
But  thou  didst  sit  alone  in  the  Inner 

house, 
A  wakeful  portress,  and  didst  parle 

with  Death,  — 
*  This  is  a  charmed  dwelling  which  I 

hold ; '  no 

So  Death  pive  back,  and  would  no 

further  conu*. 
Yet  is  niy  life  nor  in  the  present  time. 
Nor  in  the  pr(?Hent  platr.  To  me  alone. 
Push'd  from  his  chair  of  n>pil  heritage. 
The  Present  is  the  vassal  of  the  Past : 
So  that,  in  that  I  hart  lived,  do  I  live. 
And  cannot  die.  and  am,  in   liaving 

been  — 
A  portion  of  the  ph^aHant  y«»Hteniay. 
Thrust  forwani  on  to-<lay  and  out  of 

place ; 
A  body  journeying  onwanl,  sitrk  with 

toil.  ijo 

The  weight  as  if  of  age  u|>on  my  limba. 
The  grasp  of  hopeU^ss  grief  alMuit  my 

heart. 
And  all  the  sens<?s  w<*»kenM,  save  in 

that. 
Which  Ion);  ufro  they  hail  plean'd  and 

garner'd  up 
Into  tlie  ^ranarii'H  of  menif>rv  — 
The  clear  brow,  bulwark  tt{  Uie  pre 

cious  brain, 
Chink'd  as  you  see.  aiMi  si'um'd  —and 

all  the  while 
The  li>rhtHoul  twinesandmin^rleswiih 

the  ^niwths 
Of  vigorous  early  days,  attracted,  won. 
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Married,  made  one  with,  molten  into 
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3Iy  inward  sap,  the  hold  I  have  < 
earth. 


The  beautiful  in  Past  of  act  or  place.    \  My  out  wan.!  circling  air  wherewith 

And  like  the uU-endiiriu^ camel,  drivi'D  '.  bresitlie. 

Far  frtmi  the  diamond  fountain  by  the    Which  yet  upholds  my  life,  and  ere 


palms, 

Who  toils  across  the  middle  moonlit 
nights. 

Or  when  the  white  heats  of  the  blind- 
ing noons 

Beat  from  the  concave  sand ;  yet  in 
him  keeps 

A  draught  of  tliat  sweet  fountain  that  ■ 
he  loves. 

To  stay  his  feet  from  falling  and  his 
spirit 

From  bitterness  of  death. 

Ye  ask  me,  friends. 


more 
Is  to  me  daily  life  and  daily  death. 
For  how  should  I  have  lived  and  zv 

have  loved  ? 
Can  ye  take  off  the  sweetness  from  tl 

flower. 
The  color  and  the  sweetness  from  f] 

rosi*. 
And  place  them  by  themselves ;  or  9 

apart 
Their   motions  and   their  brightne 

from  the  stars. 
And  then  point  out  the  flower  or  ll 

star  1  1 

When  I  beean  to  love.    How  .<liould  1  ;  Or  build  a  wall  betwixt  mv  life  ai 


tell  vou  ? 
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love, 


Or  from  the  after-fulness  of  my  heart.  \  And  XvW  me  where  I  am  ?    'Tis  evi 
Flow   back    again   uuto  my    slt-niUr  j  thus: 

spring  !  In  that  I  live  I  love;  becaus*'  I  love 

And  firsi  ot'  Idvi.'.  tlii>'  fVvry  turn  and     i    live.     Whatt-'er  is  fountain  to  tl 

llrpth  nliC 

Krtwi'on  i^  «-l«anT  in  my  lilV  than  all  I<  fountain  t<'»  the  othrr :  and  wln-m-V 

Its  proMUT  tli>\v.     Ye  knnw  uol  what  t)ur  (imi  unknils  tliu  ridilit-of  iJiLc»a( 

vi'  ask.  '.  Tlure  is  in»  sli:idf  ur  fi»Ul  of  niystery 

How  siitiuld  the  broad  ami  opt.-n  tlowt-r  Swailiiuir  ihf  other. 

tril  j 

What  si.Mt  of  Inid  it  ^va^,  when.  i»rcst  '.                                Manv.  manv  vear«- 

to::»tli»'r  Kur  tln-v  stfi-m  manv  and  niv  most  0 

In  its  gn-i  II  sn»  ath.  rlo-i«'-lapt  in  silkm  lifr. 

foiii-.  Anil  \\v\\  I  rould  have  linger'd  in  :lia 

It  si'eniM  TiilvHi-p  its«*\vnTnisitn  iii;».lf.  :              |«>nli.                                          la 

Yft  wa-^  n.-t  iIr- li  s> -wrt  T  f.  ir  that  it  So   unpptportiou'd    to   the    dwelliua 

stM-niM  ■;                                      i5-.'  I              ]'la('c.  — 

Fur  youMi:  Li  :••  knows  lit  1:  wluii  yoinii:  In  il.r  May-<lews  i>f  childhoixl.  oppo 

Lifi-  w;i<  bi»:n.  sitr 

But  tako<  i*  all  lor  :»ranT«d:  nritli'-r  Tin  tiii-h  and  tlawnof  vourh.  welivti 

LoVi-.  Tt'L'llInT. 

\V:'.rni  in  thi-  hmrt,  liis  cradl'.',  ran  n--  ■  A|iar;.  alone  togoihi-r  on  tliv'se  hills. 


in-  !:i:"-r 
I.ove  in  '.lit-  ^voIn^.  but  nsTith  saiis- 

li'  ll. 
Loiikini:  on  Iht  that  l'i«^iL'ht  him  ■•» 

tlio  liirh:  : 


liiloiv  Ir-  Sii'.v  mv  dav   mv   fa  the 

•  •  • 

dlLd, 
Anil  \u-  \\a-  liappy  that  he  saw  it  not 
Milt  I  a::'i  (111   tiiM  ilaisv  imi  his  ::rave 


Or  as  nii-n  ki-ow  not   wl.-n  'li-y  f;   ".     I-'r^ni  ?lii:'  <anu'  ilay  came  into  liiihta 

Into  di':if.  io.K  ilr-  :i!ii<.  ■■  :r  o:In.r  lif--. 
»^o  kn'iw  1  n-ii  '.v'mii  I  ll"  jan  l«»  lo\'". 


\^  r."\i:ii:«l  1  ilo  numlM-r  e»{ual  yi-ar: 
^■»  ^li'  .  niv  lt'\ «.'.  is  t»f  an  ag«-  \vi:li  im 
This  is  ni\   '•uni  ■•:"  kn'»'A  I'.-.iLit.  —  'ii.it     11. -w  likr- ra«li  i.uIut  \va<  tli«-  birth  v 


u\\    ■.•'\L- 


i-Aish  ! 


Is 


Grew  with  i:.y-if  —  wy  rather,   wa^     '  >r,  tin- same  morning,  alnios;  tlustim 
niv  l:i«»u!1i  '  160  i  iiour, 
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Sfii 


tte  wJHiinfi  aqwct  of  Ihe 


irinlMiod  of  all  itai^cnft!--we 

won  bora. 
IV  Hn  6Mdi  otber  wM  tbo  birth  of 

OMhl 

htrfrtsr  of  nx  moUior — die  febat  bore 
don  bneiOh  bar  beating 


Mcib  to  tho  Imprlaoo'd  iplrltof  fhe 

ddU, 
ftb  Hi  traa-tooched  pukes  in  the  flow 
rikmrij  TUtatkmof  tbe  blood,  »» 
H  aom  of  prapaimtioQ  manifold, 

ri  aalloWa  ftdioea  of  the  outer 

—I  I -1,1 

Cwttn's  riatar,  mother  of  my  Ioy e, 
had  a  twofold  daim  upon  my 
haartto 
It  twofold  mightier  than  the  other 


ghlog  n  much  beauty  to  the  world, 
n  m  nrach  wealth  n  God  had 

charged  her  with — 
addng  to  put  it  from  herself  for 


ft  her  own  life  with  it ;  and  dying 

thua. 
Dwn'd  with  her  highest  act  the  placid 

face  aio 

d  breathless  body  of  her  good  deeds 


)o  were  we  bom,  so  orphan'd.    She 

was  motherless, 
d  I  without  a  father.    So  from  each 
thon  two  pillars  which  from  earth 

uphold 
T  chiidbood.  one  had  fallen  away, 

andaU 
e  esref ul  burthen  of  our  tender  years 
embled  upon  the  other.    He  that 

gave 
r  Bfe,  to  me  delightedly  f ulflll'd 
t  loHBg  Icindneases,  all  offices 
watchful  care  and  trembling  ten- 

dcmeas.  310 

f  waked  for  both,  he  pray'd  for  both, 

be  slept 
earning  of  both ;  nor  was  his  love  tho 


it  waa  divided,  and  shot  forth 
n  each  side,  laden  with  whole- 
shade, 
hcRia  we  nested  sleeping  or  awake, 
the  matin-song  of  life. 


She  was  my  (ostsr-sister.    On  one 


The  flaxen  ringlets  of  our  Jnfanclea 
Wandered,  the  while  we  rested;  one 

soft  lap 
Pillow'd  us  both;  a  common  light  of 

Was  on  us  as  we  lay;  our  baby  Una, 
Kissing  one  bosom,  erer  drew  from 

thenoe 
The  stream  of  life,  one  stream,  one 

life,  one  blood. 
One  sustoiance,  which,  still  as  thou^ 

grew  large. 
Still  Itfger  moulding  all  the  house  of 

thought. 
Made  all  our  tastes  and  fiuidea  llki^ 

perhaps — 
All— ail  but  one;  and  strange  to  me, 

and  sweet, 
Sweet  thro^  stranae  yeara  to  know 

that  whatsorer 
Our  genersl  mother  meant  for  ma 

alone. 
Our  mutual  mother  dealt  to  both  of 

US.  a^e 

So  what  was  earliest  mine  in  earliest 

life, 
I  shared  with  her  in  whom  myself  re- 
mains. 

As  was  our  childhood,  so  our  in- 
fancy. 
They  tell  me,  was  a  very  miracle 
Of  fx*l]ow>feeling  and  communion. 
They  tell  me  that  we  would  not  be 

alone. — 
We  cried  when  we  w^ere  parted ;  when 

I  wept. 
Her  smile  lit  up  the  rainbow  on  my 

tears, 
8tay*d  on  the  cloud  of  sorrow;  that 

we  loved 
The  sound  of  one  anotlier*8  voices  more 
Then  the  ^rray  cuckoo  lov(«  his  name. 

and  IcamM  25-. 

To  lisp  in  tune  toprthf-r;  that  wpRh-pt 
In  the  same  onuile  always,  face  to  face. 
Heart  iK'atin^  time  to  heart,  lip  pn^as- 

intr  lip, 
Folding  each  other,  bn^atliing  on  each 

otlier. 
Dreaming  together  —  dreaming  of  each 

other. 
They  should  have  added. —  till  the 

morning  light 
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.neg,  upon  the  dewy 
our  eyelids,  and  we 
ti  other.     If  this  be 

a6o 

tiich  my  whole  soul 


hath  no  pulse,    no 
\  tho* 
ill  garden  should  in- 


The  dead  man  cast  upon  the  d 

All  this 
Seems  to  the  quiet  daylight  of 

minds 
But  cloud  and  smoke,  and  in  fbe 

of  mine 
Is  traced  with  flame.     MoYewi 

to  the  event. 


There   came   a    glorious  mo 

such  a  ono- 
As  dawns  but  once  a  season.  1I< 
On  such  a  morning  would  hBJi 

himself 
From  cloud  to  cloud,  and  swiu 

balanced  wings 
To  some  tall  moimtain.     Wbn 

to  her, 
*A  day  for   gods  to  stoop,'  i 

swered,  'Ay, 
it,  't  is  so  sweet   a  |  And  men  to  soar ; '  for  as  thi 

gazed. 


)osom  of  the  rose, 
its  own  wine,  and 

I  in  smelling  of  itself, 
m  thorns — if  this  be 

y  wish  leads  me  ever- 


tter    stillness  of    the 

270 
memory  answer  not, 

ost,  our  closest -drawn, 
urtlily-heavenliest  har- 


portal  of  the  lonely 

April  promise,   glad 

li  with  earliest  violets 

I  of  clear-throated  larks 

Jarch  of  life'.  — I  will 

k  of  theo, 

>t  seen  theo,  these  can 

low  thee, 

understand    me.     rass 

iteen  years.     Ye  wo\iUl 

"11^  you  how  I  hoanl  in 

ymcs  and  semps  of  an 

irVhe   nurseries  of  the 


Shading  his  eyes  till  all  the  fier 
The  prophet* and  the  chariot  i 

steeds, 
Suck'd  into  oneness  like  a  littl 
Were  drunk  into  the  inmost  I 

stood. 
When  first    we   came    from  t 

pines  at  noon. 
With  hands  for  eaves,  uplook 

almost 
Waiting  to  see  some  blessed  s 

heaven. 
So    bathed    we     were    in   br 

Never  yet 
Before  or  after  have  I  known  tli 
Pour  with  such  sudden  delu^ 
Into  the  middle  summer;  for 
Love,    rising,    shook   his  win 

charted  the  winds 
With  spiced  May-sweets  froi 

to  bound,  and  blew 
Fresh    fire    into    the    sun,   ai 

within 
Burst  thro*  the  heated  buds. 

his  soul 
Into  the  songs  of  birds,  and 
far-off 

Ills  moimtain-altars,    his  hij 
with  flame 


<;ot  in  mv  memory.  with 

c^lrnt  them  with  me;  or    Milder  and  purer. 

'fl^thi.r  left  US  iust  hefoH^  Thro'  the  rocks  w< 

^  «1>M^^  ^^^    P^^^    sliook  wit 

was  blovr  n  T  ur  j  rounds  of  Joy 
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Hcuneoa  the  tea- wind.  ABmoun- 

tainatmms 
r  Uoods  ran  free;  the  iimshine 

Mcm'd  to  brood  jao 

It  wnnnfy  on  the  heart  than  on  the 


!  ofleQ  paoeed,  and,  looking  back, 

we  taw 
ideCka  and  openings  in  the  rnoun- 

teinallll'd 
ii  tha  blue  Tallegr  and  the  glisten- 

ins  brooks, 
1  aD  the  low  daik  groyes^  a  land 

of  lore! 
lad  ci  promise,  a  land  of  memory, 
and  of  promise  flowing  with  the 

mflk 
1  honey  of  delicioiiB  memories  I 
1  dofvn  to  sea,  and  far  as  eye  could 

ken, 
itk  way  from  Terge  to  Terge  a  Holy 

Land,  330 

1  growing  holier  as  you  near'd  the 

bay. 
r  there  the  Temple  stood. 

When  we  had  roach 'd 

e  grassy  platform  on  some  hill,  I 
stoopu, 

ither'd  the  wild  herbs,  aud  for  her 
brows 

1  mine  made  garlands  of  the  self- 
same (lower, 

ich  she  took  smiling,  and  with  my 
work  thus 

iwu'd  her  clear  forehead.  Once  or 
twice  she  toM  me  — 

'  I  remember  all  thinjj^ — to  let  grow 

>  flowers  tliat  run  [Kiison  in  their 
▼einsw 
saifi.   'The  evil  flourish  in  the 

WcM'Id. '  340 

m  playfully  she  gave  herself  the 
lie  — 

jthing  in  nature  is  unlK*autiful ; 

bnjther,  pluck  ami  spare  not.*  So 
1  wove 

sn  the  dull-blooded  poppy -stem. 
•  whose  flower, 

ed  with  the  warlet  of  a  flerc*e  sun- 
rise. 

;e  to  the  wild  youth  of  an  evil 
princ<\ 

rithout  sweetness,  but  who  ciowns 
himself 

Of  e  the  naked  poisons  of  his  heart 


In  his  old  age/    A  graceful  thought 

of  hers 
Graven  on  my  fancy!    And  O,  how 

like  a  nymph,  iso 

A  stately  mountain  nymph  she  look'd  1 

how  native 
Unto  the  hills  she  trod  on!    While  I 

gazed 
My  coronal  slowly  dlsentwined  itself 
And  fell  between  us  both ;  Uko'  while 

I  gazed 
My  spirit  leap'd  as  with  those  thrills 

of  bliss 
Tliat  strike  across  the  soul  in  prayer, 

and  show  us 
That  we  are  surely  heard.  Methought 

a  light 
Burst  from  the  sarland  I  had  woven, 

and  stood 
A  solid  glory  on  her  bright  black 

hair; 
A  light  methought  broke  from  her 

dark,  dark  eyes,  |6o 

And  shot  itself  into  the  singinff  winds ; 
A  mystic  light  flash'd  even  from  her 

white  robe 
As  from  a  glass  in  the  sun,  and  fell 

My  footsteps  on  the  mountains. 

I^st  we  came 
To  what  our  people  call  *The  Hill  of 

Woe/ 
A  bridj,'«»  is  there,  tlmt,  look'd  at  from 

i)eueath, 
S<*em8  but  a  eobweb  filament  to  link 
The  yawning  of  an  earthquake-cloven 

chasm. 
And  thence  om;  night,  when  all  the 

winds  were  loud, 
A  woful  nmn  —  for  so  the  story  went  — 
Had   thrust   his  wife  ami   diild  and 

dasliM  himself  371 

Into  tlie  di/.xy  depth  below.     IWIow. 
Fieree  in  the  strenju:tli  of  far  dcrscM-iit. 

a  stn'ain 
Flies  with  a  sliatter'd  foam  alonir  the 

chasm. 

The    path    was    ihtHous.     loosely 

Ktrown  with  rniirs. 
We    nuuint<*<l   slowly ;    yet    to  btitli 

there  ejiUie 
Thi'  ]t)V  of  life  in  steepness  oven-onie. 
And  vietori«'s  of  ascent,  aiul  looking 

down 
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On  all  that  bad  look'd  down  on  tia ;  and 

joy 
In  bmtning  nearer  heaven ;  and  Joy 

to  me,  380 

High  over  all  the  azure-circled  earth. 
To  breathe  with  her  as  if  in  heaven 

itself : 
And  more  than  Joy  that  I    to  her 

became 
Her  guardian  and  her  angel,  raising 

her 
Still  higher,  past  all  peril,  until  she 

saw 
Beneath  her  feet  the  region  far  away. 
Beyond  the  nearest  mountain's  bosky 

brows. 
Arise  in  open  prospect  —  heath  and 

hill. 
And  hollow  lined  and  wooded  to  the 

lips. 
And  steep-down  walls  of  battlement  ed 

rock  390 

Gilded  with  broom,  or  shattered  into 

spires. 
And  glory  of  broiid  waters  interfused. 
Whence  rose  as  it   were  breath  and 

steam  of  gold, 
And  over  all  ihe  great  wood  rioting 
And  climbing,  streak'd  or  starr'd  at 

intervals 
"With  falling  brook  or  blossom'd  bush 

—  and  last. 
Framing  the  mighty  landscape  to  the 

west, 
A  purple  range  of  mountain- cones, 

between 
Whose  interspaces  gush'd  in  blinding 

bursts 
The  incorporate  blaze  of  s\m  and  sea. 

At  length 
Descendinsr  from  the  point,  and  stand- 
ing both  401 
There  on  the  tremulous  bridge,  that 

from  beneath 
Had  seem'd  a  gossamer  filament  up  in 

air. 
We  paused  amid   the  splendor.     All 

the  west 
And  even  unto  tlie  middle  .south  was 

ribb'd 
And  barr'd    with    bloom  on  bloom. 

The  sun  bo  low. 
Held   for  a   space  'twixt   cloud  and 

wave,  shower'd  down 
[^ys  of  a  mighty  circle,  weaving  over 


That  yarioiiB  wfldemen  ft  tlflBue  i 

liffht 
Unparallerd.    On  the  other  side,  ti 

moon,  4 

Half-melted  into  thin  blue  air,  Km 

still. 
And  pale  and  fibrous  as  a  wither 

leaf. 
Nor  yet  endured  in  presence  of  H 

eyes 
To  indue  his  lustre ;  most  unloTeiiifci 
Since  in  his  absence  full  of  light  sft 

Joy. 

And  giving  light  to  others.    But  tU 

most. 
Next  to  her  presence  whom  I  loved  s 

well. 
Spoke  loudly  even  into  my  inma 

heart 
As   to  mv  outward  hearing.      Tb 

loud  stream. 
Forth  issuing  from  his  portals  in  th 

crag.  —  « 

A  visible  link  unto  the  home  of  m 

heart.  — 
Ran  amber  toward  the  west,  and  nig 

the  sea 
Parting    my    own    loved   mountah 

was  received, 
Shorn  of  its  strength,  into  the  svmp 

thy 
Of  that  small  bay,  which  out  to  op« 

main 
Glow'd    intermingling  close  beneal 

the  sun. 
Spirit  of  Love  I  that  little  hour  w; 

lK)und, 
Shut  in  from  Time,  and  dedicate 

thee; 
Thy  fires  from  heaven  had  touch'd  i 

and  the  earth 
They  fell  on  became  hallow'd  eve 

more.  4 

We  tiim'd,  our  eyes  met;  hers  we 

bright,  and  mine 
Were  tiini  with  floating  tears,  th 

shot  the  sunset 
In  lightnings  round  me,  and  my  nar 

was  borne 
Upon   her  bn»ath.       Henceforth  n 

name  has  been 
A  hallow'd  memorv  like  the  names 

old. 

j  A  centred,  glory -circled  memory. 
And  a  peculiar  treasure,  brooking  n 
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or  enrrencj;  and  .in  thai 
hipt  iow'd  ramd  me,  like  a  golden 


'd  amid  eddies  of  melodknis 
■11%  440 

ere  tke  onwtid  whirhrind 
riatterit, 
nei'd  end  floeled— wUdi  wee  leie 

■BK  ft  iSd^tbe  power  of  perfect 

Hope; 
twUcawM  more  end  higiier  then 

■UHopep 
■■ne  nD  other  Hope  had  loivrer 

aim; 
■  that  tfaie  name  to  which  her 

gcadoaeUpe 
leSd  aodi  gentle  utterance,  this 

onoaame, 

obacnre  hereafter,  mi^t  in- 


w  lovelier,  nobler  then  I — her  life, 

her  lore, 
th  my  life,  lore,  eoul,  spirit,  and 

heart  and  strength.  4So 

xither/  she  said,  'let  this  be  called 

henceforth 
r  Hill  of  Hope  ; '  and  I  replied, 

'  O  sister, 
will  is  one  with  thine ;  the  Hill 

of  Hope.* 
rertheless,  we  did  not  change  the 

name. 

did  not  speak  :  I  could  not  speak 

my  love, 
re  lieth  deep.  Love  dwells  not  in 

lip-depths. 
re  wraps  his  wings  on  either  side 

the  heart, 
istraining  it  with  ki«ees  Hose  and 

warm, 
lorbing  lUl  the  inceiM^  ?r  sweet 

tlKMlghtS 

that  they  pam  not  to  the  abriiip  of 

sound.  460 

e  had  the  life  of  tlmt  denghto<l  hour 
ink  In  the  largeness  of  th»  uttvr- 

ancc 
Lore:    but  how  shimia  earthly 

measure  mete 
e  heaTenly-unnieasure6  or  unlim 

ited  Lore, 
10  scarce  can  tune  his  hign  majestic 


Unto  the  tiiander-aong  that  wheda 

theepherea» 
Scarce  liTing  in  the  JEdUtJi  harmony. 
And  flowing  odor  of  the  apadona  air. 
Scarce  houMd  within  the  circle  of  this 

earth. 
Be  caUn'd  up  in  words  and  ^ynable% 
Which  nasa  witii  thai  which  breathea 

them  T    Sooner  earth  471 

Ifl^t  go  round  heaven,  and  the  strait 

fffarthof  Time 
Inswatoe  the  fulnesa  of  Eternity, 
Than  language  grasp  the  inimite  of 

Lore, 

O  day   whidi  did  enwomb  that 

happj  hour, 
Thou  art  olessed  in  the  year^  diTin- 

estday! 
O  Qenius  of  thai  hour  wlildi  doat  up- 
hold 
Thy  coronal  of  gloiy  like  a  god, 
Amid  thy  melam:hoiy  mates  far-seen. 
Who  walk  before  thee,  ever  turning 

round  4S0 

To  gaze  upon  thee  till  their  eyes  are 

dim 
With  dwelling  on  the  light  and  depth 

of  thine, 
Thy  name  is  ever  worshipp'd  among 

hours  I 
Had  I  died  then,  I  had  not  seem'd  to 

die, 
For  bliss  stood  round  me  like  the  light 

of  heaven,  — 
Had  I  died  then,  I  had  not  known  the 

death ; 
Yea,  had  the  Power  from  who«e  right 

hand  the  light 
Of  Life  issiieth.  and  from  whose  left 

hand  fl()w<'th 
The  8hH<low  of  Death,  pfn*nnial  efflu- 

end's. 
Whereof  to  all  that  dniw  the  whole 

some  air,  49c 

Soniewhile  th<*  one  must  overflow  the 

othor  — 
Then  had  he  stomniM  my  dny  with 

nijrht.  ami  <lrivrii 
My  current  to  the  fountain  whenre  it 

spnin^,  — 
Kven  his  own  abiding  ex('i*llrnr<'  — 
On  nil',  nu'thinks.  that  shtK'k  of  gkH>m 

iiHfi  fallen 
Unfdt.  and  in  this  jrlory  I  lia<l  merged 
The  other,  like  the  sun' I  gazed  upon 


aTo 
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Which  seeming  for  the  moment  due  to 

death. 
And  dipping  his  head  low  beneath  the 

verge. 
Yet  bearing  round  about  him  his  own 

day,  500 

In  confidence  of  unabated  strength, 
Steppeth    from   heaven   to   heaven, 

from  light  to  light. 
And  holdeth  his  undimmed  forehead 

far 
Into  a  clearer  zenith,  pure  of  cloud. 

We  trod  the  shadow  of  the  down- 
ward hill  ; 
We  post  from  light  to  dark.    On  the 

other  side 
Is  scoop'd  a  cavern  and  a  mountain 

hall. 
Which  none  have  fathomed.    If  you 

go  far  in  — 
The  country  people  rumor — you  may 

hear 
The  moaning  of  the  woman  and  the 

child,  510 

Shut  in  tlie  secret  cliambers  of  the 

rock. 
I  too  havo  hoard  a  sound  —  perchance 

of  strrnms 
Ruunin<^  fjiron  within  its  inmost  halls. 
The  home  of  darkm-ss ;  but  the  cavem- 

mouth. 
Half  overtrailcd  with  a  wanton  wtf  d. 
Gives  birth  to  a  brawling  brook,  that 

passinir  li;rhtly 
Adown    a    natural    stair  of   tanghxl 

roots. 
Is  presently  received  in  a  sweet  grave 
Of  eglantines,  a  place  of  burial 
Far  lovelier  than  its  cradle ;   for  un- 
seen 520 
But  taken  with  the  sweetness  of  the 

place, 
It  makes  a  constant  biibblinir  mrlotiy 
That     drowns     the    nearer    ech<K'S. 

Lower  down 
Spreads  out  a  little  lake.  that.  llotKi- 

ing,  leaves 
Low  banks  of  vellow  sjiud  ,  and  from 

the  wo<xls 

That    belt    it    rise    thrw    dark,    tall 

cypresses.  — 
Three  cypresses,  syml>ols  of  mortal 

woe, 
rhat  men  plant  over  gravea. 


And  sitting  down  upon  tiw  gdl 

moss,  ^ 

Held  converse  sweet  and  low— >li 

converse  sweety 
In  which  our  voiceB  bore 

The  wind 
Told  a  love-tale  beside  11% 

woo'd 
The  waters,  and  the  waten 

lisp'd 
To  kisses  of  the  wind,  that^ 

love. 
Fainted  at  intervals,  and  _ 
To  utterance  of  pasrion.    Ye 

shape 
Fancy  so  fair  as  is  this  memoiy; 
Methbught  all  excdlenoe 

was 
Had  dra^-n  herself  from  many  tiha 

sand  years, 
And  all  the  separate  Edens  of  tl 

earth, 
To  centre  in  this  place  and  time.  1 1 

ten'd. 
And  her  words  stole  with  most  pi 

vailing  sweetness 
Into  my  heart,  as  thronging  fanci 

come 
To  bovs  and  mrls  when  summer  da 

are  new, 
And  soul  and  heart  and  body  are  ; 

at  ease. 
"What  marvel  my  Camilla  told  me  al 
It  was  s<)  happy  an  hour,  so  sweet 

place, 
And  I  was  as  the  brother  of  her  bloc 
And  by  that  name  1  moved  upon  1 

bri^ath  ; 
Dear  name,  which  had  too  much 

nearness  in  it 
And  henilded  the  distance  of  thistim 
At  first  her  voice  was  very  sweet  a 

low, 
As  if  she  were  afraid  of  utterance: 
But    in    the  onward  current  of  I 

sp(*ech,  — 
As  echoes  of  the  hollow-banked  broc 
Are  fashion'd  by  the  channel  whi 

they  keep,  — 
I  ler  words  did  of  their  meaning  bom 

sound. 
Her  cheek  did  catch  the  color  of  1 

wonls. 
I  heard  and  trembled,  yet  I  could  I 

hear; 


.  ■  t  wUli'd  h<T  H' 
o.  lor  I  dUI  muuo  i 


wltn 


v.r- 


Tliere.  where  Ilml  dav  I  (m 

"ukiu)!, 
Tlirni  In  my  realm  nnil  r-vnn  on  in; 

luMrr.'  llii'u  It  w-um'iluilia'Knnk 
'  simu  ttg:hl  chalii  within  m;  iniiKMt 

Wosrivnn  iii  twnin ;  tliM  lifs  I  bndc^ 

Flow'd  from  mo,  and  the  iltirltnnMj 

Ihu  JtTBVl',  " 

Tlin  lUrkiirw  at  Uie  gntVtrMld 

uiKlil. 
tmiwatliivr  upinvviaina;  utherl 
Evm  tbr  f.iit  of  \u-t  I  toriMl,  I  fi 
8idIC    wltli    uxcredintc 

iImiUi. 


till. 


r  I  dW 

Unpi*  was  not 
:  iNoiippnNirli  o( 


my  rMnillo.  wtia  ym*  mfnr 
■g|nr    lu    till-  ilmrwt   Minw?   ciF 

■r  IniunuL  lu'srl. 

I.jfndf  lirr  rnitid. 
'Ill',  and  I  HAW 
■raoU  tu  I 


I 


Thrn    hiu)    the  purlh   InninUh  1 
ynwi^nt;  ctuvcn 
With  Biich  a  Hxiiid  n>  wliPuan  Ireliirrft 

Fntm  Pftio  tn 

ut!  Lt-r 
WltUnll  bLT  coUii 

In|t,  rot  I'll 
Hi^r  livaTli-Hi  iliundi-r— I  liad  Ulna* 

<1umI. 

tifuilu*  M  Uien  I 


—  hndllimvcn  ftom 
ti  tbrMlicddi  dMh- 
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Mute,  for  henceforth  what  use  were 

words  to  me  ? 
Blind,  for  the  day  was  as  the  night  to 

me ! 
The  nieht  to  me  was  kinder  than  the 

dav;  600 

The  night  in  pity  took  away  my  day,  < 
Because  my  grief  as  yet  was  newly 

bom 
Of  eves  too  weak  to  look  upon  the 

'  light; 
And  thro*  the  hasty  notice  of  the  ear 
Frail  Life  was  startled  from  the  tender 

love 
Of  him  she  brooded  over.  Would  I  had 

lain 
Until  the  plaited  ivy-tress  had  wound 
Round  my  worn  limbs,  and  the  wild 

brier  had  driven 
Its  knotted  thorns  thro*  my  unpaining 

brows, 
Loaning  its  roses  on  my  faded  eyes. 
The  wind  had  blown  alwve  me,  and 

the  rain  6n 

Had  fallen  upon  me,  and  the  gilded 

snake 
Had  nestled  in  this  l)(">"^om  throne  of 

Love. 
But  I  hiid  been  at  rest  for  evermore. 

Long  time  entrancement  held  me. 

All  too  soon 
Life  —  like    a    wanton,    too-ollieious 

friend. 
Who  will  not  /(«<7/'d»'nial,  vain  and  nide 
WithprolTerof  unwish'd-forsi-rvicfs  — 
EnteriiiiT  all  the  avenues  of  si-nsi* 
Past  thro"  into  his  eitadel.  tht*  brain. 
With  hated  warmth  of  apprehensive- 

ness.  621  j 

And  first  the  ehillnessof  the  sprinkled 

brook  ! 

Smote  on  my  brows,  and  then  I  seeniM  ■ 

to  h<'ar 
Its  murmur,  as  the  drowning  seaman 

hears. 
Who  with  his  head  below  the  surface 

dropr 

Listens  the  muffled  booniinfi:  indistini't 
Of    the   confused   tloo<is.    and   dinilv 

knows 
His  head  shall  ris<>  no  more  ;  and  thi-n 

came  in  | 

The  white  light  of  the  weary  moon  1 

above,  j 

Diffused  and  molten  into  flakv  cloud.   | 


Was  my  sight  drunk  that  it  did  shi 

tome 
Him  who  should  own    that  nan 

Were  it  not  well 
If  so  be  that  the  echo  of  that  name 
Ringing  within  the  fancy  had  updni 
A  fashion  and  a  phantasm  of  the  fa 
It  should  attach  to?  Phantom  1 — b 

the  ghastliest 
That  ever  lusted  for  a  body,  suckiq 
The  foul  steam  of  the  grave  to  thick 

by  it. 
There  in  the  shuddering  moooUg 

brought  its  face 
And  what  it  has  for  eyes  as  doK 

mine  < 

As  he  did  — better  that  than  Ids.  tk 

he 
The  friend,  the  neighbor,  Uooel,  t 

beloved. 
The  loved,  the  lover,  the  happy  Don 
The  low-voiced,  tender-spirited  Lioo 
All  joy,  to  whom  mv  agony  was  a  jc 
O,  how  her  choice  did  leap  forth  fn 

his  eyes ! 
O,  how  her  love  did  clothe  itself 

smiles 
About  his  lips!    and  —  not  one  u 

ment's  grace  — 
Then  when   the  effect   weigh'd  si 

upon  my  head 
To  come  my  way  I   to  twit  me  w 

the  cause ! " 

Was  not  the  land  as  free  thro' 

her  ways 
To  him  as  me  ?    Was  not  his  wont 

walk 
Between  the  going  light  and  growi 

night  ? 
Had  I  not  U^rnt  mv  loss  before 

came  ? 
Could  that  be  more  Ix^cause  he  ca 

my  way  ? 
AVhy  should  he  not  come  my  way 

he  wotild  ? 
And  yet  to-night,  to-night  —  when 

my  wealth 
FlashM  from  me  in  a  moment  am 

fell 
Beggar'il   for  ever  —  why  sJiould 

come  my  way 
Robed  in  those  robes  of  light  I  m 

not  wear. 
With  that  great  crown  of  beams  ab< 

his  brows — 
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a  aiinl  to  «  damned  tout, 
1  of  the  MiM  he  had  with 

I 

i  owelen  and  a  greedy  heir 
i  CAB  wait  the  reading  of 

rin 

Jces  poieesdon  T  Waa  mine 

Qd 

led  rudely,  and  not  rather 

Bcret.  nnapproached  woe, 

let   I  was  shut  up  with 

e  body  of  my  past  delight. 
I  swaUied  and  iMlm'd  it  for 
If*  671 

in  a  sepulchre  of  rock 
K  again.    1  was  led  mute 
nple  like  a  sacrifice ; 
algh  Priest  in  her  holiest 

« 

Nidly  broken  in  upon. 

thoughts  deep  and  heavy 
ese  well-nigh 

*  limits  of  my  brain :  but  he 
no.  and  my  neck  his  arm 
ly'd. 

it  was  an  adder's  fold,  and 

680 

0  disengage    myself,  but 

eble.     She  bent  above  me, 

T  cheek,  for  whatsoe'er  of 

t 

e  dewy  touch  of  pity  had 

se  there  a  pale  one — and 

jres  — 

inoonlight  glitter  on  their 

fw  drops  of  that  distress- 
Jn 

face,  and  her  long  rinfi^letA 
d, 

nd  beaten  by  the  brc^cze. 
trush'd 

>rehead  in  their  to  and  fio, 
sudden   anguish  of    her  | 

1  their  simple  thrall  thfy 
low*d  abroad. 

on  and  parted  round  her 

ler   form   halfway.     She. 
I  woke. 


Something  she  ask'd,  I  know  not  idiath 

andask'd, 
Unanswered,  since  I^Mkenot;  forthe 

sound 
Of   that   dear  voice    so    musically 

low, 
And  now  first  heard  with  any  sense  of 

pain. 
As  it  had  taken  life  away  before. 
Choked  all  the  sylhdiles  that  strove  to 

rise 
From  my  full  heart 

The  blissful  lover,  too, 
From  his  great  hoard  of  happiness  dia- 

tilVd 
Some  drops  of  solace;  like  a  vain  rich 

man, 
That,  having  always  prospered  In  the 

woridT 
Folding  his  hands,  deals  comfortable 

words 
To  hearts  wounded  for  ever;  yet,  In 

truth. 
Fair  speech  was  his  and  delicate  of 

phrase, 
Falling  in  whispers  on  the  sense,  ad- 

dress'd 
More  to  the  inward  than  the  outward 

ear, 
As  rain  of  the  midsummer  midnight 

soft,  710 

Scarcc-heani,  recalling  fragrance  and 

the  green 
Of  the  dead  spring:    but  mine  was 

wholly  dead. 
No  bud,  no  feaf,  no  flower,  no  fruit  for 

me. 
Yet  who  had  done,  or  who  had  suffer'd 

wnmg  ? 
And  why  whs  I  to  darken  their  pure 

loVe  ? 
If.  as  1  found,  they  two  did  love  eac) 

other, 
BfTause  my  own  was  darkened  ?    Wh  \ 

was  I 
To  cross  b(*tween  thiMr  happy  star  and 

them  ? 
To  stand  a  shadow  by  their  shinini:: 

door*. 
And  vi'X  them  with  my  darkness  T  Did 

I  love  lltT  ?  7K 

Ye  know  that  1  did  love  her;  to  this 

pn'wnt 
My  full-orb'd  love  has  waned  not    Did 

I  love  her. 
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And  coiild  I  look  upon  her  tearful 

eyes? 
Wh%t  had  the  done  to  weep?    Why 

ghould  the  weep  ? 

0  innocent  of  spirit  —  let  my  heart 
Break  rather  —  whom  the  gentlest  airs 

of  heaven 

Should  kiss  with  an  unwonted  gentle- 
ness. 

Her  love  did  murder  mine?  What 
then  ?    She  deem*d 

1  wore  a  brother's  mind ;  she  call'dme 

brother. 
She  told  me  all  her  love ;  she  shall  not 
weep.  730 

The  brightness  of  a  burning  thought, 

awhile 
In  battle  with  the  glooms  of  my  dark 

will. 
Moonlike  emerged,  and  to  itself  lit  up 
There  on  the  depth  of  an  unfathom'd 

woe 
Reflex  of  action.     Starting  up  at  once, 
As  from  a  dismal  dream  of  my  own 

death. 
I,  for  I  lovt*d  her,  lost  my  love  in  Love ; 
I,  for  1  loved  her,  graspt  the  hand  she 

loved. 
And  laid  it  in  her  own,  and  sent  my 

cry 
Thro*   tlic  blank   night  to  Him  who 

loving  made  740 

Thelmppv  and  the  unhappy  love,  that 

He* 
Would  hold  the  hand  of  blessing  over 

them, 
Lionel,  the  happy,  and  her,  and  her, 

his  bride  ! 
Let  them  so  love  that  men  and  boys 

may  say, 
'Lo!  how  they  love  each  other  I*  till 

their  love 
Shall  ript'H  to  a  proverb,  unto  all 
Known,  when  their  faces  are  forgot  in 

the  hind  — 
One  golden  dream  of  love,  from  which 

may  death 
Awake  them  with  heaven's  music  in  a 

life 
More  living  to  some  happier  happi- 
ness 750 
SwallowiniT  its  precedent  in  victory. 
And  as  fctr  nie,  C'amilla.  as  for  me,  — 
The  dew  of  tears  is  an  unwholesome 

dew, 


They  will  but  sicken  the  sickpla 

more. 
Deem  that  I  love  thee  but  as  bn 

do. 
Bo  shalt  thou  love  me  still  as  nstei 
Or  if  thou  dream  aught  farther,  d 

but  how 
I  could  have  loved  thee,  had 

been  none  else 
To  love  as  lovers,  loved  again  by 

Or  this,  or  somewhat  like  to  tl 

spake, 
When  I  beheld  her  weep  so  ruefi 
For  sure  ray  love  should  ne'er  i 

the  front 
And  mask  of  Hate,  who  lives  on  o4 

moans. 
Shall  Love  pledge  Hatred  in  her  1 

draughts. 
And  batten  on  her  poisons? 

forbid  I 
Love  passeth  not  the  threshold  0I 

Hate, 
And  Hate  is  strange  beneath  th( 

of  Love. 
O  Love,  if  thou  be'st  Love,  dr 

these  tears 
Shed  for  the  love  of  Love  ;  for 

mine  image. 
The  subject  of  thy  power,  be  c< 

her. 
Yet,  like  cold  snow,  it  melteth  i 

source 
Of  these  sad  tears,  and  feeds 

downward  flow. 
So  Love,  arraign'd  to  judgment  a 

death, 
Received  unto  himself  a  p>art  of  b 
Being  guiltless,  as  an  innocent 

soner. 
Who,  when  the  woful  sentence 

been  past. 
And  all  the  clearness  of  his  fame 


gone 
eath  th 


Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  cm 

man, 
First  falls  asleep  in  swoon,  when 

awaked, 
And  looking  round  upon  his  t« 
I  friends, 

Forthwith  and  in  his  agony  com 
'  A  shameful  sense  as  of  a  cle 

crime  — 
For  whence  without  some  guilt  s] 

such  grief  be  ? 
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Bn  died  that  hour,  and  fell  Idu>  the 
tanaa  outwon,  but  not  to  me  out- 
ks  B«ra-  haf  I'd  another  —  was  tberv 


one  other,  worth 
So  that  hour 


(fe  might  b 

the  life 
at  made  it  uaalble. 

died 

ie  odor  rapt  Into  the  wlii|;L-d  wind 
me  into  alien  lands  aud  far  away. 

rherp  be  some  hearts  so  airily  built. 

that  ilipy.  7,, 

fj  —  when  their  love  U  wreck'd  — 

if  Love  can  wnKk  — 
tbat  sharp  riilgt-  of  utmost  doom 

ride  hif^hly 
uve  ihc  pollousscasof  Chaugeand 


J,  mure,  hokl 

rtm'rfiduriw  . 
Uu  tall  nhip,  that  many 


the  lights  of 
disniiil  Hnndh:iiik  far  al 


thro'  tlie  livdong  hcmi-4  oF  iitliT 
dark, 
iwerv .-lanlini;  light  upon  thedolor- 


Forme  — wliat  liRht,  what  gleam  on 
those  black  wayn  Soa 

Where  Love  could  walk  with  banisb'd 
Hope  no  more  T 


It  »« 


ill-done  to  part  you,  sisters 
wreath'd  about  the 


neck  of  Hope. 
And  HoiM^  kiss'il  Iiovi',  and  Love  drew 

111  ht-r  brt-nth 
In  that  clow;  kiss,  and  drank  her  whis 

)>er'd  tales. 
Tlicy  sntd  ttiat  I^ive  would  die  when 

Hope  was  gone. 
And  lA)ve  niimm'il  lonj;;,  and  sorrow'd 

aftiT  Hope : 
At  last  stie  sought  out  Itlemory,  and 

they  trod 
The  Rami-'  old  pathR  where  Love  bad 

walk'd  with  Ho]>e, 
And  Memory  fed  the  soul  of  Love  with 

n 

From  that  time  forth  I  would  not  see 

hiTnii>r<>. 
But  nuui  V  wvury  in<  ^m-:  1  lived  n)<mf  — 
Alone,  aiiil  in  thu  heart  of  the  great 

forgsL 
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The  rouffh  brier   tore    my    blewliiig 
palms:  the  hemlock. 


Bometimes  upon  the  hills  beside  the 

sea 
All  day  I  watch*d  the  floating  isles  of 

shade, 
And  sometimes  on  the  shore,  upon  the 

sands 
Insensibly  I  drew  her  name,  until 
The  meaning  of  the  letters  shot  into 
My  brain;  anon   the  wanton  billow 

wash'd 
Them  over,  till  they  faded  like  my 

love.  lo 

The  hollow  caverns  heard   me  —  the 

black  brooks 
Of  the  mid-forest  heard  me  —  the  soft 

winds. 
Laden  with  thistle-down  and  seeds  of 

flowers. 
Paused  in  their  course  to  hear  me,  for 

my  voice 
Was  all' of  thee;   the    merry    linnet 

knew  me, 
The  squirrel  knew  me,  and  the  dragon- 
fly 
Shot  by  me  like  a  flash  of  purple  fire, 
ffh  brier 
ilms:  the 
Brow-high,  did  strike  my  forehead  as 

I  past; 
Yet  trod  I  not  the  wild -flower  in  my 

path,  20 

Nor  bruised  the  wild-bird's  egg. 

Was  this  the  end  ? 
Why  grew  we  then  together  in  one 

plot  ? 
Why  fed  we  from  one  fountain  ?  drew 

one  sun  ? 
Why  were  our  mothers  branches  of 

one  stem  ? 
Why  were  we  one  in  all  things,  save 

in  that 
\VTiere  to  have  been  one  had  been  the 

cope  and  erown 
Of  all  I  hoped  and  fear'd  ?  —  if  that 

same  nearness 
Were  father  to  this  distance,  and  that 

one 
Vauntcourier  to  this  douUc  f  if  Affec- 
tion 
Living    slew    Love,   and    Sympathy 

hew'd  out  30 

The  bosom-sepulchre  of  Sympathy  ? 

Chieflv  1  sought  the  cavern  and  the 
hill 


Where  last  we  roam'd    together,  lid 

the  sound 
Of  the  loud  stream  was  pleasant,  anl 

the  wind 
Came  wooin^ly  with  woodbine  smelli 

Sometimes 
All  day  I  sat  within  the  caTem-moat^ 
Fixing  my  eyes  on  those  three  cypreai 

cones 
That  spired  above  the  wood ;  andwitl 

mad  hand 
Tearing  the  bright  leaves  of  the  ity 

screen, 
I  cast  them  in  the  noisy  brook  be 

neath,  4 

And  watch'd  them  till  they  vamsh'c 

from  my  sight 
Beneath  the  bower  of  wreathed  eglas 

tines. 
And  all  the  fragments  of  the  liviiii 

rock,  — 
Huge  blocks,  which  some  old  tren 

bling  of  the  world 
Had  loosen 'd  from  the  mountain,  til 

they  fell 
Half -digging    their    own    graves, - 

these  in  my  agony 
Did  I  make  bare  of  all  the  golde; 

moss. 
Wherewith  the  dashing  runnel  in  th 

spring 
Had  liveried  them  all  over.     In  m 

brain 
The  spirit  secm'd  to  flag  from  thougl 

to  thought,  ; 

As  moonlight  wandering  thro'  a  mist 

my  blood 
Crept  like  marsh  drains  thro'  all  m 

languid  limbs ; 
The  motions  of  my  heart  seem'd  fi 

within  me, 
Unfrequent,  low,  as  tho*  it  told  i1 

pulses ; 
And  yet  it  shook  me,  that  my  fram 

'  would  shudder. 
As  if  't  were  drawn  asunder  by  th 

rack. 
But  over  tlie  deep  graves  of  Hope  an 

Fear, 
And  all  the  broken  palaces  of  the  pasi 
Br(X)de(i  one  master-passion  evemion 
Like  to  a  low-hung  and  a  fiery  sky  < 
Above    some  fair  metropolis,  eartl 

shock'd,  — 
Hung  round  with   ragged  rims  an 

burning  folds,  — 


THE  LOVER'S  TALE 


ftttiiiig   hII  wjUi  nild  and  woful 
t    hills    of   ruioB,  and   collapsed 


I  thought  CatnUla  wai  do 

Then   I 

iIm,  Kod  through  the  forott-shodnw 
moital  BwlftDCM,  I  ran 
M-faank,    tUl    I   came 


K  fiBc  IimI  luU  mo  she 
I  vtwli)  »nr   her   buriu). 


I   bay,  Id    front   of 


«atbed  round  the  bier  with  gar- 
landa.    In  the  diaCaace. 

m  out  tlw  jellow  woods  upoo  the 
MO 

•ICi  forth  the  ■ummft  and  the  pio- 

I  psT  •leeple — thence  at  iDtetriUii 
nr  ball  tollmg.  AJl  the  nageantrv. 
«  tfeo»  Ak  TbflDt  which  upheld 
thibler. 

bead  to  foot  in  Sow. 

K  with  me.  and  vell'd 


iwidfdi 


hat  WB  foUow'd.    A  •trong  Bym- 

palbjr 
tOk  aH  my  aoul;    1  flung  myself 

u|M»  blm 
Hnaod  cflM.    lukt  him  all  m; 
tore. 

I  hid  loved  bar  from  the  fir«t ; 
'■nU  v> 

t  Had  bowl'd,  and  from  his 
dnwbMlt 

>  ptuta  nut  from  him,  and 
tern, 
e>  iBd  torn)  of  Llunal 


Plnsh'd  thro'  my  efea  into  my  inner 

most  brain. 
Ami  at  Ilia  feet  I  seem'd  to  faint  and 

fall. 
To  fall  and  die  away.     I  could  not 

Albeit  I  Hirovc  to  follow.     Thoy  past 

The  lordly  phantasms  I  in  their  float- 
ing folds 

They  past  and  were  do  more ;  but  I 
bad  fallen 

Prone  by  tbe  dashing  runnel  on  the 
grass.  loo 

Alway     the     Inaudible,    isTiaible 

tboagbt. 
.Vrtiflcer  and  subject,  lord  and  slkTe, 
Sliapod  by  tlie  aiidiUe  and  visible. 
Moulded  tbeatidibloand  visible. 
All  crisped  sounds  of  wave  and  leaf 

and  wind 
Flatl«r'd  the  faocv  of  my  fading  brain ) 
The    cloud  iMiVlliou'd    eleinenl,    tiu 

"'  '  in,  thu  three  cypresKS,  the 


■  and  glorleaof.tba 


Below  black  Srs,  when  silent-creeping 

Laid  the  long  olght  b  silver  str«aks 

and  bars. 
Were  wrought  Into  the  tissue  of  mj 

The  moanings  in  the  forest,  tlui  loud 

Criw  of  the  partridge  like  a  ruMv  key 
Tum'd  in  a  fock.  owl-whoop  and  dor- 

hawh-whirr 
Awoke   me  not,  but   were  a  part  of 

And  voices  in  tbe  distauce  cnlllug  to 

And  In  toy  vision  bidding  me  drvam 

Like    sounds   without    the    twilight 

rtalm  of  difomt. 
Which  wander  round  tbe  bosL's  of  the 

bills.  ■» 

And  murmur  at  the  low-dropl  caves  of 

Half-enicnng  the  uorlnU,  Ofienlitnee 
The  vlnlon  had  (air  pri'liidi-,  In  lb«  end 
Opening  on  darknuiB.  statvly    veNt 
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To  caves  and  shows  of  death  —  whe- 
ther the  iniml, 
With  some  revenge  —  even   to  itself 

unknown  — 
3Iade  strange  division  of  its  suffering 
With  her,   whom   to  have  suffering 

view'd  had  been 
Extremest  pain ;  or  that  the  clear-eyed 

^pint, 
Being  blunted  in  the  present,  grew  at 

len.jrth  130 

Prophetieal  and  prescient  of  whate'er 
The  future  had  in  store ;  or  that  which 

most 
Encliains  belief,  the  sorrow    of  my 

spirit 
Was  of  so  wide  a  compa.ss  it  took  in 
All  I  had  loved,  and  my  dull  agony, 
Ideallv  to  her  transferr'd,  became 
Anguish  intolerable. 

The  day  waned : 
Alone  I  sat  wit  li  her.     About  my  brow 
Her  wann  brejith  flnatt^l  in  the  utter- 
ance 
Of  silver-chonletl  tones ;  her  lips  were 

siinderd  m* 

With  smiles  of  tranquil  bliss,  which 

brnk**  in  liirht 
Like   morninu:   from    her    eves —  \wt 

eloquent  eyes  — 
As  I  have  scrii  them  manv  a  hundre<l 

times  — 
Fiird  all  witli   pure   clear  tire,  tliro* 

mine  (Inwn  rainM 
Their  spirit  s<*archini;  splendors.     As 

a  vi<i(in 
Tnto  a  haL'irard  ]>ri»inner,  in»n-stay*d 
In  damp  an«i  dismal  duni:ei»ns  undcr- 

irround, 
Continetl    nn    ])(>ints  of    faith,   when 

streuL'th  is  slnH'k*d 
With    torment,    and     expectancy    of 

w«  »rse 
I'pon   U\o  morrow,  thro'   the   rairsred 

walls,  15U 

All    imawares    before    his    half  shut 

eyes. 
Comes  in    upon   him  in  the  dead  of 

niirlit. 
And  with  the  excess  «if  sweetness  and 

«tf  awe. 
Makes  tin- heart  tremble,  and  the  sight 

run  oVi'T 
I'pon  his  steely  gyves  ;  so  those  fair 

eyes 


Shone  on  my  darkness,  fonns  wbk 

ever  stood 
Within  the  magic  cirqu.^  of  memorr, 
Invisible  but  deathless,  vi'aiting  still 
The  edict  of  the  will  to  reassume 
The  semblance  of  those  rare  realitifli 
Of  which  they  were  the  mirrofs.   K01 

the  light  ii 

Which  was  their  life  burst  throng 

the  cloud  of  thought 
Keen,  irrepressible. 

It  was  a  room 
Within  the  summer-house  of  whidk 

spake. 
Hung  round  with    paintings  of  tt 

sea,  and  one 
A  vessel  in   mid-ocean,  her  heave 

prow 
Clambering,  the  mast  bent  and  tl 

ravin  wind 
In  her  sail  roaring.     From  the  out 

day, 
Betwixt   the    clost»-set    ivies  came 

bnnid 
And  solid  Ixvnm  of  isolated  lieht.     i 
Cro\Nded   with  driving  atomies,  ni 

fell 
Slanting    upon     that     picture,    fro 

prime  youth 
Well-known,    well-loveti.      She  dre 

it  long  ago 
Forth  gazing  on   the  waste  and  ofn 

si'a. 
One  morning  when  the  upblown  b 

low  nin 
Shoreward  beneath  red  clouds,  and 

had  p«)ur'd 
Into  the  shadowing    pencil's    nak« 

forms 
Color  and   life.     It  was  a  lK»nd  ai 

seal 
Of  friendship,  spoken  of  with  tearf 

smiles ; 
A     monument   of  childhood   and 

love;  1 

The  poesy  «)f  childhood,  my  lost  lov 
Symbol  Id  in  stonn.     We  gazed  on 

together 
In  mut«'  and  glad  remembrance,  ai 

each  heart 
Grew  closer  to  the  other,  and  the  ey 
\Va-  rivetcil  and  charm-bound,  gazh 

like 

The  Indian  on  a  still-eyed  snake,  lo^ 
couch'd  — 
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anfey  wfakh  la  doiUi ;  wheo  all  at 


a  painted  ^aanl,  aa  with  imwr  life. 
■B  to  iMKre  upoQ  that  paiDted 

cvUiaiiake,  my  loud  heart-beats, 

■Moe  the  grooiid  190 

1  mder  ua,  uid  all  at  onoe,  aool, 

life 
I  hraath  and  motioD,  paat  and 

flowed  away 
fhoae  annal  biUow&    Round  and 

round 
vhMwind   caught  and  bore  ua; 

niriity  Kjies 
lid  ana  Tait,  of  hiaahigaprmy  wind- 

drlTen 
'  thrar  the  diiiy  dark.    Aloud  she 

ahrlek'd; 
heart  waa  doTcn  with  pain;  I 

wound  my  amis 
got  her;  we  whirl'd  giddily ;  the 

wind 
ig,  but  I  daap'd  her  without  fear. 

Her  wei|^t 
ank  in  my  grasp,  and  over  my  dim 

cyea,  900 

i    parted    lips    which  drank  \wr 

breath,  down-hung 
i   Jaws  of  Death.      I,  groaning, 

from  me  flung 
r  empty  phanUMn ;  all  the  sway 

and  whirl 
the  storm  dropt  to  windless  calm, 

aodl 
mi  weltei'd  thro*  the  dark  ever  and 

ever. 

m 

ame  one  day  and  sat  among  the 

Btooea 
ewn  in  the  entry  of  the  moaning 

cave; 
naming  air,  sweet  after  rain,  ran 

orer 
B  rippling  leyels  of  the  lake,  and 

jlneasand  moisture  and  all  smells 
of  bud 

d  foliage  from  the  dark  and  drip- 
ping wooda 

oa  my  fevered  brows  that  sliook 
andthrobb'd 

■I  temple  unto  temple.  To  whtit 
beight 


The   dav  had   grown  I  know  not 

Then  came  on  me 
The  hoUow  tolUng  of  the  bell,  and 

all  to 

The  Tision  of  the  Uer.    Aa  heretofore 
I  walk'd  behhid  with  one  who  Teil'd 

his  brow. 
Methought  by  alow  degrees  the  aullen 

bell 
Toird  quicker,  and  the  breakers  oc 

theahore 
Sloped  into  louder  surf.    Those  that 

went  with  me. 
And  those  that  held  the  bier  before 

my  face, 
Moyed  with  one  spirit  round  about 

the  bay. 
Trod    awifter    steps;   and   while   I 

walk'd  with  these 
In  marrel  at   that  gradual  change* 

I  thought 
Four  bells  instead  of  one  began  to 

ring,  w 

Four  merry  bells,  four  merry  mar- 

riage-bells, 
In  clanging  cadence  Jangling  peal  on 

peal  — 
A  long  loud  clash  of  rapid  marriage- 
bells. 
Then  those  who  led  the  van,  and  those 

in  rear, 
Rush*d   into   dance,   and    like   wild 

Bacchanals 
Fled  onward  to  the  steeple   in   the 

woods. 
I,  too,  was  borne  along  and  felt  the 

bhist 
Beat  on  my  heated  eyelids.     All  at 

once 
The  front  rank  niad(^  a  sudden  halt ; 

the  bells 
lapsed  into  frightful  stillness;    the 

surg*'  fell  30 

From  thund«T  into  whis|XTs;    those 

six  maids 
With  shri4*ks  and  ringing  luuirKter  on 

the  sand 
Threw   down    the    bii-r;    tho   wwxia 

upon  the  hill 
Waved     with    a    sudden    gust    that 

sweeping  down 
Tc)ok  the  <ilg"s  of  the  pall,  and  blew 

it  far 
lentil  it  hung,  a  little  silver  cloud 
Over  tlu*  sounding  seas.     1  tum'd  ; 

my  heart 
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Shrank  ia  me,  like  a  saowflake  ia  the 

hand. 
Waiting  to  see  the  settled  countenance 
Of  her  I  loved,  adoru'd  with  fading 

flowers.  40 

But  she  from  out  her  death-like  chrys- 
alis. 
She  from  her  bier,  as  into  fresher  life. 
My  sister,  and  my  cousin,  and  my 

love. 
Leapt  lightly  clad  in  bridal  white  — 

her  hair 
Btudded  with  one  rich  Provence  rose 

— a  light 
Of  smiling  welcome  round  her  lips  — 

her  eyes 
And  cheeks  as  bright  as  when  she 

climb'd  the  hill. 
One  hand  she  reach'd  to  those  that 

came  behind. 
And  while  I  mused  nor  yet  endured  to 

take 
So  rich  a  prize,  the  man  who  stood 

with  me  50 

Stept  gjiily  forward,  throwing  down 

his  robes. 
And  claspt  her  baud  in  his.     Again  ^ 

the  bulls 
Jangled     and     clang'd ;     again     the  I 

stormv  surf  I 

Crash'd  in  the  shingle  ;  and  the  whirl-  ' 

ing  rout  ! 

Led  bv  fliose  two  rush'd  into  dance, 

and  tied 
Wind-fo^^ted  to    the    steeple    in    the 

woods, 
Till  thev  were  swallow'd  in  the  leafv  : 

bowers,  ; 

And   I   stooi.1   sole  beside  the  vacant 

bier. 

There,    there,    my    latest   vision  — 
then  the  event  I 


IV 

THE  GOLDEN  SUPPER i 

{Anvthtr  fj>tak\<) 

He  flies  the  event :  he  leaves  the  event 

to  me. 
Po<.>r  Julian  —  how  he  rush'd  away; 

the  bells. 

1  This  pofin  i-  fninidoil  u|h»ii  a  .-tery  hi 
Boccaccio.     St'<;  Iiiiruduction,  p.  2.  ,' 


Those  marriage-bells,  echoing  in  em 

and  heart  — 
But  cast  a  parting  glance  at  me,  yoa 

saw, 
As  who  sliould  say  '  Continue.*  Well, 

he  had 
One  golden  hour  —  of  triumph  shall  I 

say? 
Solace  at  least  —  before  he  left  hv 

home. 

Would  you  had  seen  him  in  that 
hour  of  his  I 

He  moved  thro*  all  of  it  majesti- 
cally— 

Restrain'd  himself  quite  to  the  dose 
—  but  now —  ic 

Whether  they  vere  his  lady's  marriage- 
bells. 

Or  prophets  of  them  in  his  fantasy, 

I  never  ask'd  ;  but  Lionel  and'  the 
girl 

Were  wedded,  and  our  Julian  came 
again 

Back  to  his  mother's  house  among  the 
pines. 

But  these,  their  gloom,  the  mountain: 
and  the  Bay, 

The  whole  land  w'eigh'd  him  down  af 
^Etua  dw^s 

The   Giant  of  Mythology ;  he  wouk 

Would  leave  the  land  for  ever,  anc 

had  gone 
Surely,  but  for  a  whisper.   *Go  no 

yet.'  » 

Some  warning  —  sent  divinelv — as  i 

seem  d 
Bv  that  whieh  follow'd  —  but  of  thi: 

I  deem 
As  of  the  visions  that  he  told  —  th< 

event 
Glanced  back  upon  them  in  his  afte: 

life. 
And  juirtly  made  them  —  tho'hekne\^ 

it  not. 

And  thus  he  stav'd  and  would  no: 

hH>k  at  her  — 
Xo,  not  for  months;  but,  when  th( 

eleventh  moon 
At't<T  their  niarriaire  lit  the  lover's  Bav, 
Heard  yet  on  it?  more  the  tolling  bell, 

and  s^iid. 
'  Wuuld  vou  eould  toll  me  out  of  life !' 

but  found —  y 
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WtiMt^   SB  Ub 


brake  H  to 


ijaar 
ttet  low  kadi  toiliiig  JdB  lady 


d — andlMd  lain  time  diyt  wifh- 

omapalee; 
tint  loolrd  on  hflr  kad  pfOBounoed 


1 00  thej  kon  ker— far  in  Julian'i 


If  nevw  aafl  n  dumb  kead  up  Id 
elm — 

firee-fMed  to  tiie  fiee  aire  of 


llaidkerintiieTanliofkflrownkfai. 

HMt  did  ke  Uienf  notdle— keia 
heieandkale—  40 

t  plunfe  keadforanoat  from  the 
aawintain  tiiere, 

I  leaTO  tiie  name  of  Lover^a  Leap, 
BOtka. 

knew  tiie  meaning  of  tiie  wlilq;>er 


mgkt  tiiat  he  knew  it.    'This,  I 

aUy'd  for  this : 
Lore,  1  have  not  aeen  you  for  so 

loogl 
•r,  now,  will  I  go  down  into  the 

gimve, 
ID  be  all  alone  with  all  I  love, 
1  IlIss  her  on  tiie  lips.    She  is  his 

no  more; 
i  dead  returns  to  me,  and  I  go  down 
kirn  the  dead.' 

The  fancy  stirr'd  him  so 
rose  and  went,  and,  entering  the 

dim  vault  51 

i  making  there  a  sudden  light,  be- 

keki 
round  about  him  that  which  all 

will  be. 
)  light  was  but  a  flash,  and  went 

again. 
!n  at  the  far  end  of  the  vault  he  saw 
lady  with  the  moonlight  on  her 

face: 
r  breast  aa  in  a  shadow-prison,  bars 
black  and  bands  of  silver,  which 

the  moon 
lick  from  an  open  grating?  oveihead 
fh  in  the  wall,  and  all  thir  rest  of  her 
iwn'd  in  the  gloom  and  horror  of 

tkoTault  ei 


'Itwaamy  wlah^'keaald,  'topaai^ 

to  deep. 
To  real,  to  be  witb  her— till  the  great 

day 
Peal'd  on  na  with  that  mualc  whldi 

righta  all, 
And  raised  ua  hand  in  hand.'    And 

kneeling  there 
Down  in  the  dreadful  dust  that  once 


'  Dust,'  aa  he  aaid, '  that  onoe  waa  Iot- 

inff  kearta, 
Hearta  tGat  had  beat  with  audi  a  love 

aamine — 
Not  anch  aa  mine,  no,  nor  for  such  aa 

her,'  — 
He  aoftiy  put  kia  arm  about  her 

neck  9<B 

And  kisa'd  her  more  than  once,  till 

belpleaa  death 
And  dlenoe  made  him  bold  —  nay,  but 

I  wrcmg  him, 
He  reverenced  hia  dear  lady  even  in 

death; 
%ut,  placing  his  true  hand  upon  her 

heart, 
*  O  you  warm  heart,'  he  moan'd,  '  not 

even  death 
Can  chill  you  all  at  once '  —  then,  start 

ing,  thought 
His  dreams  hacf  come  again.     '  Do  J 

wake  or  sleep  ? 
Or   am    I    made    immortal,    or   my 

love 
Mortal  once  morcY'      It   beat— the 

heart  —  it  beat ; 
Faint  —  but  it  beat ;  at  which  his  own 

began  So 

To  pulse  with  such  a  vehemence  that 

it  drown*d 
The  feebler  motion    undenieath    his 

hand. 
But  when  at  last  his  doubts  wen*  sat 

isfl(Mi 
He  n\set\  her  softly  from  the  sepul 

chre. 
And,  wrapping  her  all  over  with  the 

cloak 
He  came  in,  and  now  striding  ftif^t,  and 

now 
Sitting  awhile  to  rest,  but  evermore 
Holding   his    golden  burthen  in  his 

arms. 
So  bore  her  tlm>'  the  solitary  land 
Back  to  the  mother's  house*  where  she 

was  bom.  90 
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There  the   good   mother^s  kindly 

ministenng, 
With  half  a  night's  appliances,  recall'd 
Her  fluttering  life.    She  rais'd  an  eye 

thatask'd 

*  Where?'  till  the  things  familiar  to 

her  youth 
Had  made  a  silent  answer;  then  she 

spoke 
'Here I  and  how  came  I  here?'  and 

learning  it — 
They  told  her  somewhat  rashly,  as  I 

think  — 
At   once   began   to  wander  and   to 

wail, 

*  Ay,  but  you  know  that  you  must  give 

me  back. 
Send  I  bid  him  come ; '  but  Lionel  was 

away  —  loo 

Stung  by  his  loss  had  vanished,  none 

knew  where. 
'He  casts  me  out/  she  wept,  'and 

goes' — a  wail 
That>  seomiiip  something,  yet  was  no- 
thing, born 
Not  from  believing  miud  but  sliatter'd 

nerve. 
Yet  haunting  Julian,  as  her  own  re* 

proof 
At  some  precipitance  in  her  burial. 
Then,  when  her  own  true  spirit  hod 

retum'd. 
*0,  yes.  and  you,*  she  said,  *and  none 

but  you  ? 
For  you  have  given  me  life  and  love 

again. 
And  none  but  vou  vourself  shall  tell 

him  of  it,  I  lo 

And  you  shall  give  me  Iwck  when  he 

returns.* 
'Stay  then  a  little,'  answer'd  Julian. 

'  hen*. 
And  ketrp  yourself,  nom*  knowing,  to 

)'Ours<'lf : 
And  I  will  do  your  will.     I  may  not 

stay. 
No,  not  an  hour;  but  scud  me  notice 

of  him 
When  he  returns,  and  then  will  I  re- 
turn. 
And  I  will  make  a  solemn  offering  of 

you 
To  him  you  love.*    And  faintly  she 

replied. 
'And  I  will  do  your  will,  and  none 

shall  know.' 


Not  know  t  with  such  a  seen 

known. 
But  all  their  house  was  oki  and 

them  both. 
And  all  the  house  had  known  th 

of  both, 
Had  died  almost  to  aeire  the 

way, 
And  all  the  land  was  waste  an 

tary. 
And  then  he  rode  away;  bu 

this. 
An  hour  or  two,  Camilla's  trava 
Upon  her,  and  that  day  a  boy  wa 
Heir  of  his  face  and  land,  to  Li( 

And  thus  our  lonely  lover  rode 
And  pausing  at  a  hostel  in  amai 
There  fever  seized  upon  him. 

was  then 
Travelling  that  land,  and  meant 

an  hour ; 
And  sitting  down  to  such  abase 
It  makes  me  angry  vet  to  speak 
I    heard    a   groanfng  overheai 

climb'd 
The  moulder'd  stairs  —  forever 

was  vile  — 
And  in  a  loft,  with  none  to  v 

him. 
Found,  as  it  seem'd,  a  skeleton 
Having  of  dead  men's  dust  and  1 

hearts. 

A  dismal  hostel  in  a  dismal  la 
A  flat  malarian  world  of  reed  am 
But  there  from  fever  and  my  > 

him 
Spmng  up  a  friendship  that  uia 

us  yet. 
For  while  we  roam*d  along  the 

coast. 
And  waited  for  her  message,  pi 

piece 
I  learnt  the  drearier  story  of  his 
And.  tho'  he  IovhI  and  honor'd '. 
Foiuul  that  the  sudden  wail  h 

made 
Dwelt  in  his  fancy.     Did  he  ku 

worth. 
Her  beauty  even?   should  he 

taught. 
Even  bv  the  price  that  others  sc 

it. 
The  value  of  that  jewel  he  1 

guard? 
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lorv  to  kta  DfttiTe  Baj. 


lovelftof  the  btilii*  the  miiid, 
tbeeool; 

HilDee  the  eeqnel  pore,  thoT  some 
of  ae 
igat  theeeqnel  knoir  nomora. 
em  I ;  end  yet  I  eej  the 

vfD  not  beer  iny  cell,  however 


if  Bj  neighbor  wUetle  enswere 

htw  .  160 

DMtterf  Oen  ere  others  hi  the 
wood. 

Tel  when  I  nw  her— end  I  thought 

Uni  creiefli 
iW  not  with  eoob  a  creilneH  es  needs 
A  eril  end  keeper— thoee  dark  eyes 

of  hers — 
\  Of  sodi  dork  sjesl  end  not  her  eyes 

akne. 
Bat  en  Irain  theee  to  where  she  touch'd 

OD  eerth, 
Fbr  sndi  a  craziness  as  Julian's  1ook*d 
No  kas  than  one  divine  apology. 

80  sweetly  and  so  modestly  she  came 
To  greet  us,  her  young  hero  in  Iter 

snnsi  170 

*Kiis  him/  she  said.     'You  gave  me 

life  again. 
He,  but  for  you,  had  never  seen  it 

once, 
nis  other  father  you  t    Kiss  him,  and 

then 
Forgive  him,  if  his  name  be  Julian 

toa' 

Talk  of  lost  hopes  and  broken  heart  1 

his  own 
Kent  such  a  flame  into  his  face,  I  knew 
Some  sodden  vivid  pleasure  hit  him 

there. 

But  he  was  all  the  more  resolved  to 

.Vnd  sent  at  once  to  Lionel,  praying 

him. 
By  that   grrst  love  they  both   had 

borne  th<*  dfad,  180 

Tooomeand  revel  for  one  hour  with 

him 
Before  be  left  the  land  for  evermore ; 


And  then  to  friends — they  were  n 

manj — who  lived 
Beatteringnr  about  that  lonely  land 

his. 
And  bade  them  to  a  banquet  of  fai 

wella 

And  Julian  made  a  solemn  feast ; 

never 
Sat  at  a  costlier,  for  all  round  his  hi 
From  column  00  to  oolunm,  as  in 

wood, 
Not  such  as  here — an  equatorial  on 
GrMt  garlands  swung  apid  blosKmiV 

and  beneath,  « 

Heirlooms,  and  andent  miracles 

art. 
CSialice  and  aslver,  wines  that,  heavi 

knows  when. 
Had  snck'd  the  Are  of  some  forgott 

sun. 
And  kept  it  thro'  a  hundred  years 

gloom, 
Tet  glowing  In  a  heart  of  ruby — cu 
Where  nymph  and  god  ran  ever  roui 

in  gold  — 
Others  of  giasn  as  costly  —  some  wi 

gems 
Movable  and  rcsettablc  at  will, 
And  trebling  all  the  rest  in  value 

Ah  heavens  I 
Why  nee<l  I  tell  you  all? — suffice 

say 
That  whatsoever  such  a  houAc  as  hii 
And  his  was  old,  has  in  it  rare  or  fa 
Was  brought  before  the  puest.     Ai 

they,  the  gui*sts. 
Wondcr'd  at  iK)me  stninge  light 

Julian's  eyes  — 
I  told  you  that  he  hiul  his  golden  hour 
And  such  a  f<*ast,  ill-suitnl  as  it  seem 
To  Hueh  11  time,  to  Lionels  loss  and  1 
And  that  r<*»olved  M'If-exilc  from  aim 
He  never  would  n'visit.  sik'Ii  11  frast 
^^o  rich,  80  stninpe,  and  stninp^T  ev< 

timn  rich. 
But  rich  a.s  for  the  nuptials  of  u  kin 

And  Rtrangrr  yet,  at  one  end  of  tl 

hall 
Two  gn*at  funercjil  curtains,  loopii 

down. 
Part(»d  a  little  rn-  tlu-y  m«t  \]\o  floor 
About  a  pieturf  of  liis  lady,  tjiken 
Some  yt^ars  licfon*.   und  falling  h 

the  frame. 
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And  Jast  aboye  the  parting  was  a 

lamp; 
So  the  iweet  figure  folded  round  with 

night 
8eem*d  stepping  out  of  darkness  with 
lie. 


a  smiJ 


Well,  then — our  solemn  feast — we 

ate  and  drank,  230 

And  might  —  the  wines  being  of  sudi 

nobleness — 
Have  Jested  also,   but  for  Julian's 

eyes. 
And  something  weird  and  wild  about 

it  all. 
What  was  itt  for  our  lover  seldom 

spoke. 
Scarce  touch'd  the  meats,  but  ever 

and  anon 
A  priceless  goblet  with  a  priceless  wine 
Arising  show*d  he  drank  beyond  his 

use: 
And  when  the  feast  was  near  an  end, 

he  said : 

'  There  is  a  custom  in  the  Orient, 
friends — 

I  read  of  it  in  Persia —  when  a  man  130 

Will  honor  those  who  feast  with  him, 
he  brings 

And  shows  them  whatsoever  he  ac- 
counts 

Of  all  his  treasures  the  most  beautiful. 

(jk>ld,  jewels,  arms,  whatever  it  may 
be. 

This  custom  *  — 

Pausing  here  a  moment,  all 
The  guests  broke  in  upon  him  with 

meeting  hands 
And  cries  about  the  banquet  — '  Beau- 
tiful ! 
Who  could  desire  more  beauty  at  a 
feast?* 

The  lover  answer'd :  *  There  is  more 

than  one 
Here  sitting  who  desires  it.    Laud  me 

not  240 

Before  my  time,  but  hear  me  to  the 

close. 
This  custi;ra  steps  yet  further  when 

the  guest 
Is  loved  and  lionor'd  to  the  uttermost. 
For  after  he  hath  shown  him  gems  or 

gold. 


He  brings  and  sell  before  him  !■  ik 

guise 
That  which  is  thrioe  m  bewitiful  1 

these. 
The  beauty  that  is  deanat  to  N 

heart  — 
"O  my  heart's  lord,  would  I  ood 

show  you,"  lie  saya^ 
"Even  my  heart  toa"  And  I  propoi 

to-night 
To  show  you  what  is  demiest  to  or 

heart,  q 

And  my  heart  too. 

'  But  solve  me  first  a  douhl 
I  knew  a  mac,  not  many  years  ago: 
He  had  a  faithful  servant^  one  wb 

loved 
His  master  more  than  all  on  earth  bi 

side. 
He  falling  sick,  and  seendng  cloaeo 

death, 
His  master  would  not  wait  untQ  I 

died. 
But  bade  his  menials  bear  him  froi 

the  door. 
And  leave  him  in  the  public  wayl 

die. 
I  knew  another,  not  so  long  ago, 
Who  found  the  dying  servant,  too 

him  home.  » 

And  fed.  and  cherished  him,  and  save 

his  Ufe. 
I  ask  you  now,  should  this  first  ma 

ter  claim 
His  service,  whom  does  it  belong  tc 

him 
^Mio  thrust  him  out,  or  him  wl 

saved  his  life?' 

This  question,  so  fiung  down  befo 

the  guests. 
And  balanced  either  way  by  each,  1 

length 
When  some  were  doubtful  how  tl 

law  would  hold. 
Was  handed  over  by  consent  of  all 
To  one  who  had  not  spoken,  Lionel 

Fair  speech  was  his,  and  delicate  < 

phrase.  3 

And  he.  beginning  languidly  —  hislo 

Weigh'd  on  him  yet — but  warmin 

as  he  went. 
Glanced  at  the  point  of  law,  to  pa 
it  by. 
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TbK  wrrloe  of  the  oae  M  saved  was  due 
ABlOtbtMTgr — adding,  withasmile. 
Tte  flrat  tor  tauiy  ireelu— a  semi- 

■nllc 
Ai  mt  a  Rtnmg   nmcluaioa — 'bod; 


Jtiag  C 

Ami  crMBlng  ber  own  picture  aa  she 

AmA  tooklnjF  ■•  much  loreller  •■  her- 

btordtcTlhaoallatben — on  her  bead 
AdlMMBdcfntot,  and  from  under  tfali 
A  tcO.  tkBt  Mom'd   no  more   Lban 

fifht  ^  hA  One  ear,  bq  Eastern 

Witk  weda  of  gold— »,   with  that 

gncaof  ben. 
Sow-moving  ai  a  wave  against  the 

wind.  1^ 

IWifllags  a  mlM  beUnd  H  in  Uw  su  Q — 
tai  iMinng  U^  in  arma  the  mighty 

tabe. 
The  foongv  Julian,  who  himaeU  was 

Wltb  roaea,  nooe  bo  roay  aa  himielt  — 
And  OTtT  all  her  babe  and  her  tbo 

Jewda 
Of  many  gcneratiooa  of  his  boute 
SpaiUed  and  flaah'd,  for  he  bad  deck'd 

tbemout 
Aa  for  a  acdamn  aacrlfice  of  lore  — 
So  ihc  came  in —  I  am  long  in  tellbg 

It. 
I  never  r«t  beheld  a  thing  ao  atrange. 
Sad,  awwt,  and  atrmnge  together— 

floated  In—  y» 

VUltf  all  the  gueau  in  mute  amaic- 

BMBtraae— 
And  alowlj  pacing  lo  the  middle  hall, 
Before  the  boanT  there  pauied  and 

tbMd,  ha  breaat 
Hsd-liaTfnr,  and  her  evea  upon  her 

fbet. 
Vat  dvlng  yet  to  slanec  at  Uonel. 
Bat  Um  ate  carried,  him  nor  lights 


Dazed  or  amaied.  nor  eyea  of  n 
who  cared 


About  him,  look'd.  aa  he  ia  lib 
When  Julian  goes,  the  lord  of  al 

'H<r  guests,'  said  Julian,  'you 

boDor'd  now 

Even  to  tiie  uttermoat :  In  her  bel 

Of  all  vaj  treaauica  the  most  beauti 

Of  all  thingB  upon  earth  tbedeara 

Then  waving  na  a  dgn  to  seat 

Led  his  dear  ladf  to  a  chair  of  sta 
And   L   bj   Lionel    slttiag,   saw 


WO, 
And  heard  him  muttering,  '  So  llk< 

like: 
She  never  had  a  sliler.     I  knew  m 
Borne  cousin  of  his  and  hers— O  ( 

so  like  t  - 
And  then  be  suddenly  aak'd  ber  if 

6he  shook,  and  cast  ber  eyes  da 

and  was  dumb. 
And  then  some  other  questloo'd  if 

Prom  foreign  lands,  and  still  she 

not  speak. 
Another,  if  the  boy  tren.'  here :  but 
Tq  all  their  qucrira  answer'd  at 

Which  made  the  amazement  more, 

one  o(  them 
Said,  shuddering,  'Her upectrel' 

bis  friend 
Replied,  In  half  a  whisper,  ■  N'oi 

The  spMtrc  that  wilt  speak  it  spa 

Terrible  pity,  if  one  ai)  benutlful 
Prove,  as  1  almost  dread  lo  Hod 
diirobr 

But  Julian,  siitius  by  her,  answ 
all: 
'  Bbe  is  but  dumb,  because  In  ber 
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That  faithful  servant  whom  we  spoke 

about, 
Obedient  to  her  second  master  now ; 
Which  will  not  last.    I  have  here  to- 
night a  guest  341 
Bo  bound  to  me  by  common  love  and 

loss — 
What !  shall  I  bind  him  more  T  in  his 

behalf. 
Shall  I   exceed  the  Persian,  giving 

him 
That  which  of  all  tilings  is  the  dearest 

tome, 
Not  only  showing?   and  he  himself 

pronounced 
That  my  rich  gift  is  wholly  mine  to 

give. 

'Now  all  be  dumb,  and  promise  all 

of  you 
Not  to  break  in  on  what  I  say  by  word 
Or  whisper,  while  I  show  you  all  my 

heart.'  350 

And  then  began  the  story  of  his  love 
As  here  to-day,  but  not  so  wordily  — 
The  passionate   moment  would    not 

suffer  that  — 
Past  thro*  his  visions  to  the  burial ; 

thence 
Down  to  this  last  strange  hour  in  his 

own  hall ; 
And  then  rose  up,  and  wMth  him  all 

his  guests 
Once  more  as  bv  enchantment ;  all  but 

he. 
Lionel,  who  fain  had  risen,  but  fell 

again. 
And  sat  as  if  in  chains — to  whom  he 

said  : 

'Take  my  free  g^ft,  my  cousin,  for 
your  wife :  360 

A.nd  were  it  only  for  the  giver  s  sake, 


And  tho'  she  seem  ao  like  the  cme  yo 

lost. 
Yet  cast  her  not  away  to  suddenly. 
Lest  there  be  none  left  here  to  brizi^ 

her  back. 
I  leave  this  land  for  ever.'    Here  In 

ceased. 

Then  taking  his  dear  lady  by  om 
hand. 

And  bearing  on  one  aim  the  noble  babe; 

He  slowly  brought  them  both  to  Lio- 
neL 

And  there  the  widower  hosband  and 
dead  wife 

Rush'd  each  at  each  with  a  ciy  that 
rather  seem'd  370 

For  some  new  death  than  for  a  Ufe 
renew'd ; 

Whereat  the  veiy  babe  began  to  wail 

At  once  they  tum'd,  and  caught  and 
broaght  him  in 

To  their  charm'd  circle,  and,  half  kill- 
ing him 

With  kisses,  round  him  dosed  and 
claspt  again. 

But  Lionel,  when  at  last  he  f^eed  him- 
self 

From  wife  and  child,  and  lifted  up  a 
face 

All  over  glowing  with  the  sun  of  life. 

And  love,  and  l^undless  thanks — th€ 
siirht  of  this 

So  frighted  our  good  friend  that,  turn- 
ing to  me  38c 

And  saying,  *  It  is  over ;  let  us  go*  — 

There  were  our  horses  ready  at  the 
doors  — 

We  bade  them  no  farewell,  but  mount- 
ing these 

He  past  for  ever  from  his  native  land , 

And  I  with  him,  my  Julian,  back  tc 
mine. 


IDVLLS   OF   THF.    KING 

IN   TWELVE  BCK>KS 

nllbllanurj  —  ilnuebo  bdil 
'    ae    llnillux    Uiura    iinmD' 


Anil  Imlcnl  hi'  ■» 
Scitn«   ulhcr    IIikii    my    hJDtc'a 

Iwiiglil.  -_ 

'  Whn  rrtrjvnrni  hla  ronw^lelicn  aaj 

kinjc : 

WIhi  cinIu-  |)»  tlnniM-.  ii'i,  uv  tM 
ii>lt: 
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Who  loved  one  only  and  who  clave  to 
her' —  lo 

Her — over  all  whose  realms  to  their 
last  isle. 

Commingled  with  the  gloom  of  immi- 
nent war, 

The  shadow  of  his  loss  drew  like 
eclipse, 

Darkening  the  world.  We  have  lost 
him ;  he  is  gone. 

We  know  him  now ;  all  narrow  jeal- 
ousies 

Are  silent,  and  we  sec  him  as  he  moved. 

How  modest,  kindly,  all-accomplish'd, 
wise. 

With  what  sublime  repression  of  him- 
self. 

And  in  what  limits,  and  how  tenderly ; 

Not  swaying  to  this  faction  or  to 
that ;  3o 

Not  making  his  high  place  the  lawless 
perch 

Of  wing'd  ambitions,  nor  a  vantage- 
ground 

For  pleasure ;  but  thro*  all  this  tract 
of  years 

Wearing  the  white  flower  of  a  blame- 
less life, 

Before  a  thou^iuul  peering  littlenesses, 

III  that  tierce  light  which  beats  upon 
a  throne 

And  blackens  every  blot ;  for  where 
is  he 

Who  (lares  foreshadow  for  an  onlv 
son 

A  lovelier  life,  a  more  uustainM.  than 
his  ? 

Or  how  should  England  dreaming  of 
hiH  sons  30 

Hope  more  for  these  than  some  inher- 
itance 

Of  such  a  life,  a  heart,  a  mind  as  thine. 

Thou  noble  Father  of  her  Kings  to  bi*. 

Laborious  for  ht-r  people  and  her 
po')r  — 

Voice  in  the  rich  dawn  of  an  anij>ler 
<iay  — 

Far-si irhted  suniuioner  of  War  and 
Waste 

To  fruitful  strifes  and  rivalrit-s  of 
peact^  — 

Sweet  nature  irildcd  bv  the  flrraeious 
irleain 

Of  letters,  dear  t«>  Scit-nct'.  dear  to  Art. 

Dear  to  thy  land  and  ours,  a  Prince 
indeed,  40 


Beyond  all    titles,  and  a  hooaehii 

name, 
Hereafter,  thro'  all  times,  Albert  tl 

Good. 

Break  not,  O  womanVheart,  b 

still  endure ; 
Break  not,  for  thou  art  royal,  but  c 

dure. 
Remembering  all  the  beauty  of  til 

star 
Which  shone  so  close  beside  thee  tli 

ye  made 
One  light  together,  but  has  past  ai 

leaves 
The  Crown  a  lonely  splendor. 

May  all  loi 
His  love,  unseen  out  felt,  o  ershad^ 

thee, 
The  love  of  all  thy  sons  encompt 

thee,* 
The  love  of  all  thy  daughters  cher 
I  thee. 

The  love  of  all   thy  people  comf 

thee. 
j  Till  Gtxi's  love  set   thee  at  his  s 
I  again ! 


THE  COMING  OF  ARTHUR 

Leodogran,  the  king  of  Cameliarc 
Had  one  fair  daughter,  and  none  oti 

child ; 
And   she  was  fairest  of  all  flesh 

earth, 
Guinevere,  and  in  her  his  one  delig 

For  many  a  petty  king  ere  Artl 

came 
Ruled   in  this  isle  and,  ever  wagi 

war 
Each  upon  other,  wasted  all  the  lar 
And  still  from  time  to  time  the  heatl 

host 
Swarni'd  over-seas,  and  harried  wl 

was  left. 
And  so  there  grew  great  tracts  of  v 

derness. 
Wherein  the  beast  was  ever  more  £ 

more, 
Jiut  man  was  less  and  less,  till  Artl 

came. 
For  lirst  Aurelius  lived  and  fought  i 

died. 


THE  COMING  OF  ARTHUR 


i  Khg  nth«  fonght  and 
iUTd  to  BMin  the  Ungdom 
KiBf  Aftirar  for  a 
ilHHMM  of  his  Tible 
liK  thab  pattj  pfiacedonn  nnctor 


'Um  Md  heady  Hid  made  a  fealm 

asd  laiainrd* 

tkna  the  landof  OameUaid  was 


wllh  wei  wood%  and  many  a 

thSTflBi 

or  hm  to  scaie  or  chase  the 


wild  dof  and  wolf  and  boar 


■1 


lijgwddaT.tDdiooladlnthe 

waDow'd  hi  the  gaideiia  of  the 

Khig. 

erer  and  anon  the  wolf  would 
stnl 
chfldren  and  devour,  but  now  and 

then, 
own  brood  lost  or  dead»  lent  her 
fierce  teat 
bhnman  sncklings ;  and  the  children, 

housed 
la  hsr  foul  den,  there  at  their  meat 
would  growl,  lo 

Aid  mock  thdr  foster-mother  on  four 
feet. 


-^Tn,  straighten'd,  they  grew  up  to 

I  wolf-like  men, 

::JWone  than  the  wolvea    And  King 

1         Leodogran 
-^flioan'd  for  the  Roman  legions  here 
again 
iad  tesar's  eagle.    Then  his  brother 
^        king, 
Crien,  s—iird  him;   last  a  heathen 

horde, 
Reddening  the  sun  with  smoke  and 

earth  with  blood. 
And  on  the  spike  that  split  the  mother^s 

heart 
Spitting  the  child,  brake  on  him.  till, 


Bnt-i-  idr  ha  heard  of  Arthur  nev 

crown'd, 
TW  not  without  an  uproar  made 

those 
Who  cried,  'He  IsnotUther'ssoii' 

the  King 
Sent  to  hhn,  saying,  'Arise,  and  hi 

us  thou  1 
For  here  between  the  man  and  be 

we  die.' 

And  Arthur  yet  had  done  no  di 

of  arms, 
But  heard  the  call  and  came;  a 

Guineyers 
Stood  by  the  castle  walla  to  wat 

him  pass; 
But  since  he  neither  wore  on  hefan 

shield 
The  golden  sjmbol  of  hisUngllhoc 
But  rode  a  nmple  knight  among  ] 

knlght% 
And  many  of  these  in  richer  annstli 

lie. 
She  saw  him  not,  or  mark'd  not,  if  i 


He  knew  not  whither  he  should  turn 
lorald.  4» 


One  among  many,  thoT  his  face  n 

bar& 
But  Arthur,  looking  downward  aa 

past, 
Felt  the  light  of  her  eyes  into 

life 
Smite  on  the  sudden,  yet  rode  on,  t 

pitch'd 
His  tents  beside  the  forest    Then 

drave 
The  heathen;   after,  slew  the  bet 

and  fell*d 
The  foreflt,  letting  in  the  sun,  n 

made 
Broail  pathways  for  tlic  hunter  t 

the  knight, 
And  so  return  d. 

For  while  he  linger  d  the 
A  doubt  that  ever  pniouUlor'd  in 

heart8 
Of  thoHT  i?r«'at  lords  and  hjirons  of 

rfiilni 
Fhisli'd  forth  and  into  war;  for  m 

of  tlU'JM'. 

CoUea^uin^   with    ii    s<<>n^   of  pe 

kinps. 
Made  head  against  him,  crying :  *  ^^ 

is  he 
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That  he  should  rule  us  ?  who  hath 

proven  him 
King  U  ther's  son  T  for  lo  I  we  look  at 

him, 
And  find  nor  face  nor  bearing,  limbs 

nor  voice,  70 

Are  like  to  those  of  Uther  whom  we 

knew. 
This  is  the  son  of  Gtorlols,  not  the 

King; 
This  is  the  son   of  Anton,  not  the 

King/ 

And    Arthur,    passing    thence   to 

battle,  felt 
fravail.  and  throes  and  agonies  of  the 

life* 
Desiring  to  be  Join*d  with  Guinevere, 
And  thinking  as  he  rode :  '  Her  father 

add 
That  there  between  the  man  and  beast 

they  die. 
Shall  I  not  lift  her  from  this  land  of 

beasts 
Up  to  mv  throne  and  side  by  side 

with  me  ?  80 

What   happiness    to  reign  a  lonely 

king, 
Vext — Oye  stars  that  shudder  over 

me, 

0  earth  that  soundest  hollow  uuder 

me, 
Vext  with  waste  dreams  ?  for  saving 

I  be  joiu'd 
To  her  that  is  the  fairest  under  heaveu, 

1  seem  213    uothiug    in    the  mighty 

world. 
And  cannot  will  my  will  nor  work  my 

work 
Wliolly,   nor  make    myst'lf  in  mi  no 

own  rwilm 
Victor  ami  lord.     But  were  I  j()in*d 

with  her, 
riieu  niiirlit  wo  live  together  as  one 

lifl*,  <yO 

And  reicning  witli  one  will  in  every- 
thing 

Have  power  on  this  dark  land  to 
litrhten  it, 

A.nd  power  on  this  dead  world  to 
make  it  live.' 

TlieroafttT  —  as  he  speaks  who  tells 
the  tjile  — 
iVhen  Arthur  reach'd  a  field  of  battle 
bright 


With  pitch'd  pavilions  of  his  foe,  1 

world 
Was  all  so  clear  about  him  that 

saw 
The  smallest  rock  far  on  the  ftint 

hill. 
And  even  in  high  day  the  mond 

star. 
So  when  the  King  had  set  his  bam 

broad. 
At  once  from  either  side,  with  tiii 

pet- blast. 
And  shouts,  and  clarions  shrillfaig  m 

blood. 
The  long-lanced  battle  let  their  hov 

run. 
And  now  the  barons  and  the  kfa 

prevail'd, 
And  now  the  ^ng,  as  here  and  tb 

that  war 
Went  swaying ;  but  the  Powers  n 

walk  the  world 
"Made  lightnings  and  great  thund 

over  him. 
And  dazed  all  eyes,  till  Arthur 

main  might. 
And  mightier  of  his  hands  with  ev 

blow. 
And  leading  all  his  knighthood  thi 

the  kings, 
Carddos,  Urien.  Cradlcmont  of  Wa 
Claudius,  and  Ciariance  of  North! 

berlaud, 
The  King  Brandagoras  of  Latangc 
With  Anguisant  of  Erin,  3Iorgano] 
And  Lot  of  Orkney.     Then,  befoi 

voice 
As  dreadful  as  the  shout  of  one  t 

To  one  who  sins,  and  deems  him 

alone 
And  all  the  world  asleep,  they  swer 
I  and  brake 

Flying,  and  Arthur  call'd  to  stay 

brands 
That  hackM  among  the  flyers,  *] 

they  yield  !  * 
So    like    a '  painted    battle    the 

stood 
Silem-ed,  the  living  quiet  as  the  d< 
^  And  in  the  heart  of  Arthur  joy 
i  lonl. 

He  laugh'd  upon  his  warrior  whon 

ioved 
And  honor'd  most.     *Thou  dost 

doubt  me  King, 
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htth  wraughfc  for 

^aad  my  ll^e.'  he  cried,  *the  fbee 
of  God 

upoo  fliee  in  flw  bettle-ileld. 
for  m J  King  1'   Whereat 
two^ 
r  tMh  had  warded  either  in  the 

ve  on  the  Held  of  death  a  deathless 


i  Aifhor  aaid,  '  Man's  w(Rd  is  God 

fonan; 
tchanee  what  wHI,  I  tnut  thee  to 

the  death.- 


■  qidciLiy  from  flie  foughten 

Add  he  tent 

.  and  Biastiai,  and  Bediyere, 
liaew  made  kni^t%  to  King  Leo- 

doflran. 
yiag;  *1f  I  in  anght  haye  eeryed 

thee  well. 
««  me  thy  danghter  Guineyere  to 

wife.* 

ITbom  when  he  heard.  Leodograii 

in  heart 
ibating  — '  How  should  I  that  am  a 

king.  140 

iweyer  much  he  holp  me  at  my 

need, 
re  mj  one  daughter  saving  to  a 

king, 
d  a  Icing's  son  T '  —  lifted  bis  voice, 

and  call'd 
lioary  man,    his   chamberlain,   to 

whom 
trusted  all  things,  and  of  him  re- 
quired 
I  counsel :  '  Knowest  thou  augbt  of 

Arthur's  birth  ? ' 

"hen  spake  the  boary  chamberlain 

ana  saM: 
r  King,  there  be  but  two  okl  men 

that  know ; 
i  each  is  twit*e  as  old  as  I ;  and  one 
Merlin,   the  wise  man  tiiat  ever 

served  150 

ig  Utlier  thro'  his  magic  art,  and 

one 
Merlin's  master  ~  so  they  call  bim 

—  Bleys, 
M>   taoffht   him   magic;    but   the 

acholar  ran 


Before  the  master,  and  ao  far  that 
Bleys 

Laid  macic  by,  and  sat  him  down, 
and  wrote 

All  things  and  whataoever  Xeriln 
did 

In  one  great  annal-book,  where  after- 
years 

Will  learn  the  aeciet  of  our  Arthw'c 
bbrth.' 

To  whom  the  King  Leodogran  re 
plied: 

'  O  friend,  had  I  been  holpen  half  as 
virell  ific 

By  this  King  Arthur  as  by  thee  to- 
day. 

Then  beast  and  man  had  had  their 
sliare  of  me; 

But  summon  here  before  us  yet  once 
more 

Ulflus,  and  Brastias,  and  Bediyere.' 

Then,  when  they  came  before  him, 
the  king  safcl : 

'I  have  seen  the  cuckoo  chased  by 
leaser  fowl. 

And  reaAou  in  the  chase ;  but  where- 
fore now 

Do  thest*  your  lords  stir  up  the  heat 
of  war, 

Some  calling  Arthur  bom  of  Qorlols, 

Others  of  Anton  ?  Tell  me,  ye  your- 
selves, *     170 

Hold  ve  this  Arthur  for  King  Uther's 
'son  t* 

And  Ulflus  and  Brastlas  answered, 

'Ay/ 
'llien   iWlivere,   the    first  of  all   his 

knijfhts 
Knighted  by  Arthur  at  his  crowning, 

spake  — 
For  bold  in  heart  and  art  and  won' 

was  he, 
Wht'never    sIuTider  bn-athnl    airainsi 

the  King   - 

*  Sir.  th«Te  U'  many  rumors  im  this 

li(*ad  : 
For  th^re  Ih^  tliose  who  hat**  him  in 

their  iM'arls, 
Call  him  luLSeborn,  and  since  his  way  a 

are  sweet. 
Anil  theirs  an»  bestial,  hold  him  le«is 

than  man;  iii« 
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And  there  be  those  who  deem  him 

more  than  man, 
And  dream  he  dropt   from  heaven. 

But  my  belief 
In  all    this   matter — so  ye  care  to 

learn  — 
Sir,  for  ye  know  that  in  King  Uther*8 

time 
The  prince  and  warrior  QorloTs,  he 

that  held 
Tintagil  castle  bjy  the  Cornish  sea, 
Was  wedded  with  a  winsome  wife, 

Ygeme; 
And  daughters  had  she  borne  him,  — 

one  whereof. 
Lot* s  wife,  the   Queen   of  Orkney, 

Bellicent, 
Hath  ever  like  a  loyal  sister  cleaved 
To  Arthur,  —  but  a  son  she  had  not 

borne.  191 

And  Uther  cast  upon  her  eyes  of  love ; 
But  she,  a  stainless  wife  to  GorloTs, 
So  loathed  the  bright  dishonor  of  his 

love 
Tliat  €k)rloT3  and  King  Uther  went  to 

war. 
And  overthrown  was  GorloYsaud  slain. 
Then  Uther  in  his  wrath  and  heat  be- 
sieged 
Ygeme    within  Tintagil,  where  her 

men. 
Seeing  the  mighty  swarm  about  their 

walls. 
Left  her  and  fled,  and  Uther  euter'd 

in,  aoo 

And  there  was  none  to  call  to  but  him- 
self. 

So,  compass'd  by  the  power  of  the 
king. 

Enforced  she  was  to  wed  him  in  her 
tears, 

And  with  a  shameful  swiftness;  after- 
ward. 

Not  many  moons.  King  Uther  died 
himself. 

Moaning  and  wailing  for  an  heir  to 
rule 

After  him,  lest  the  realm  should  go  to 
wrack. 

And  that  same  night,  the  night  of  the 
new  year. 

By  reason  of  tlie  bitterness  and  grief 

That  vext  his  mother,  all  before  his 
time  aio 

Was  Arthur  bom,  and  all  as  soon  as 
bora 


Delivered  at  a  secret  poiteni-gate 
To  Merlin,  to  be  hoMen  far  apart 
Until  his  hour  should  oome,  hea 

the  lords 
Of  that  fierce  day  were  as  the  k»d 

this, 
Wnd  beasts,  and  sarely  would  I 

twn  the  child 
Piecemeal  among    them,    had  1 

known;  for  each 
But  sought  to  rule  for  his  own 

and  hand. 
And  many  hated  Uther  for  the  sal 
Of  Qorlob.    Wherefore  Merlin  I 

the  child. 
And  gave  him  to  Sir  Anton,  an 

knight 
And  andent  friend  of  Uther;  and 

wife 
Nursed  the  young  prince,  and  n 

him  with  her  own ; 
And  no  man  knew.    And  ever  s 

the  lords 
Have  foughten  like  wild  beasts  an 

themselves, 
So  that  the  realm  has  gone  to  wn 

but  now. 
This  year,  when  Merlin  —  for  his  1 

*  had  come  — 
Brought  Arthur  forth,  and  set  hii 

the  hall. 
Proclaiming.  "Here  is  Uther s  1 

vour  king," 
A  hundred  voices  cried :  *•  Away  ^ 

him ! 
No  king  of  ours !  a  son  of  GorloTs 
Or  else  the  child  of  Anton,  and 

king. 
Or  else  basebom."    Yet  Merlin  1 

his  craft, 
And  while  the  people  clamor'd  1 

king, 
Had  Arthur  crown*d;  but  after, 

freat  lords 
.  and  so  brake  out  in  open  t 

Then  while  the  king  debated  ^ 

himself 
If  Arthur  were  the  child  of  8ham< 

ness. 
Or    bom    the   son    of    GorloTs   i 

death. 
Or  Uther's  son  and  bom  before 

time, 
Or  whether  there  were  truth  in 

thing 
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id  .by   these  three,  there  came  to 

Cftmeliaid, 
Kth  Gmwain  and  young  Modred,  her 

tWOflOOS, 

C*s  wife,  the  Queen  of  Orkney,  Belli- 

ceot; 
hom  as  he  could,  not  as  he  would, 

the  king 
ide  feast  for,  saying,  as  they  sat  at 

meat: 
L  doubtful  throne  is  ice  on  summer 


i  oome  from  Arthur's  court.    Victor 

bis  men 
port  him  t    Tea,  but  ye  —  think  ye 

this  king — 
many  thoae  that  hate  him,  and  so 

strong,  350 

few  his  knights,  however  brave 

they  be  — 
Uh  bo<iy  enow  to  hold  his  foemen 

down?* 

'O  King.*  she  cried,  'and  I  will  tell 

lht«:  few, 
w.  but  all  brave,  all  of  one  mind 

with  bim  ; 
r  I  was  near  bim  wben  tbe  savai^o 

yells 
Uther's  petTage  died,  and  Arthur 

sat 
owned  on  the  <laTs,  and  his  warriors 

cried, 
le  thou  the  king,  and  we  will  work 

thy  will 
10  love  thee."     Then  the  King  in 

low  deep  ton(?s, 
i  simple  words  of  great  authority. 


And  ere  it  left  their  faces,  thro'  the 

cross 
And  those  around  it  and  the  Crucified, 
Down  from  the  casement  over  Arthur, 

smote 
Flame-color,  vert,  and  azure,  in  three 

rays. 
One  falling  upon  each  of  three  fair 

queens 
Who  stood  in  silence  near  his  throne, 

the  friends 
Of  Arthur,  gazing  on  him,  tall,  with 

bright 
Sweet  faces,  who  will  help  him  at  his 

need. 

'And   there   I  saw  mage  Merlin. 

whose  vast  wit 
And  hundred  winters  are  but  as  the 

hands  aSc 

Of  loyal  vassals  toiling  for  their  liege. 

'And  near  him  stood  the  Lady  of 

the  Lake. 
Who  knows  a  subtler  magic  than  his 

own  — 
Clothed  in  white  sjimite,  mystic,  won- 
derful. 
8he  gave   the  King  his  huge  eross- 

hilttnl  swonl. 
When*by  to  drive  the  heathen  out.    A 

nii.st 
Of  incense  curl'd  about  Ikt.  and  her 

face 
Wellnigh  was  hidden  in  the  minster 

gloom ; 
Hut  there  was  heard  among  th<*  holy 

hymns 
und  them  by  so  strait  vows  to  his  :  A  voie«'asof  the  waters,  for  sh** dwells 
own  84^1  f  2fn  \  Down  in  a  deep  —  calm,  whatsoever 

storms  aoi 

May  shake  the  worid  — and  when  the 

surfae<*  rolls. 
Hath  power  to  walk  the  waters  like 

oiir  Lord, 


at  when  they  rose,  knighted  from 

kneeling,  some 
■re  pale  as  at  the  pa.«ising  of  a  ghost, 
nt-  fiush'd.  and  oth<*rs  dazed,  as  one 

who  wakes 
f  blinded  at  the  coming  of  a  light. 

•  ThrTe   likewise  I  beluld  Kxc.ililjui 

But  when  he  spake,  and  cheer'd  his    Before  him  at  his  crowning:  iK.riir,  ihr 

Table  Itound  s\v«»rd 

:h  large,  divine,  and  comfortabl**     That  nwe  from  out  the  1mi^)iii  of  the 

words,  lak«'. 

ond  my  tongue  to  tell  thee  —  I  U*-  ,  And  Artlmr  mwM  acro-^s  ;m.l  tn.ik  it  ^ 

held  j  rirh 

m  eve  to  eye  thro*  all  their  Onh-r  ;  With  jewils.  »-ltin  rriin.  nn  tin-  hilt. 

tfa.4h  i  Bewildering  heart  and  eye  -    theMadc 

komentary  likeness  of  the  King  ;  a;©  |  so  bright 
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That  men  are  blinded  by  it — on  one 

aide,  300 

Grayen  in  the  oldest  tongue  of  all  this 

world, 
"  Take  me/'  but  turn  the  blade  and  yc 

shall  sec, 
And  written  in  the  speech  ye  speak 

yourself, 
"Cast   me   awayl"     And   sad  was 

Arthur's  face 
Taking  it,  but  old  Merlin  counsell'd 

nim, 
"Take  thou  and  strike!  the  time  to 

cast  away 
Is  yet  far-off."  So  this  great  brand  the 

king 
Took,  and  by  this  will  beat  his  foemen 

down.' 

Thereat   Leodogran   rejoiced,    but 

thought 
To  sift  his  doubtings  to  the  last,  and 

ask*d,  310 

Fixing  full  eyes  of  question  on  her 

face, 

*  The  swallow  and  the  swift  are  near 

akin, 
But    thou    art   closer    to  this   noble 

prince, 
Being  his  own  dear  sister;*  and  she 

siiid. 

•  Daughter  of  GorloYs  and  Ygerne  am 

'  And  therefore  Arthur's  sister"?*  ask'd 

the  king. 
She  auswer'd, '  These  be  secret  things,' 

and  sign'd 
Tothof^  twostmsto  pass,  and  let  them 

be. 
And  Gawaiu  went,  and  breaking  into 

song 
Sprang  out,  and  followed  by  his  flying 

hair  320 

Ran  like  a  colt,  and  leapt  at  all  he 

saw ; 
But  Modreti  laid  his  ear  beside  the 

doors. 
And  there  half -heard  —  the  same  that 

afterwani 
Struck  for  the  throne,  and  striking 

found  his  doom. 

Anl  then  the  Queen  made  answer: 
*  What  know  I  ? 
For  dark  my  mother  was  in  eyes  and 
hair. 


And  daik  in  hair  and  eyes  m 

dark 
Was  Ck»rloTs ;  yea»  and  dark  -^ 

too, 
Wellnigh  to  blacknesB ;  but 

is  fair 
Beyond  the  race  of  BritoE 

men. 
Moreover,  alwavs  in  my  min 
A  cry  from  out  the  dawning  o 
A  mother  weeping,  and  I  tea 
"O  that  ye  had  some  brotht 

one. 
To  guard  thee  on  the  rou|^ 

the  wOTld."' 

'Ay,'  said  the  khng,  'uid 
such  a  cry  ? 
But  when  did  Arthur  dianoe  1 
first?' 

'OKing  I'  she  cried,  'ud 

thee  trua 
He  found  me  first  when  yc 

maid. 
Beaten  I  had  been  for  a  little 
Whereof  I  was  not  guilty  ;  a 

ran 
And  flung  myself  down  on  1 

heath, 
And    hated  this  fair  world 

therein. 
And  wept,  and  wish*d  ths' 

dead;  and  he — 
I  know  not  whether  of  hi 

came, 
Or  brought  by  Merlin,  who, 

can  walk 
Unseen  at    pleasure — he  wi 

side. 
And   spake  sweet  words,  f 

forted  my  heart. 
And  dried  my  tears,  being 

with  me. 
And  many  a  time  he  came,  1 

more 
As  I  grew  greater  grew  with 

sad 
At  times  he  seem'd,  and  sad 

was  I. 
Stern  too  at  times,  and  thei 

him  not. 
But  sweet  again,  and  then 

him  well. 
And  now  of  late  I  see  him 

lessi. 
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AixIM'Tltii 
nil'  till  tlKv  iiiiw  mill 


tiilil  mi'  tliiit  biiii- 
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Then  from  the  castle  gateway  by  the 

chasm 
Descending  thro'  the  dismal  night  —  a 

night  370 

In  which  the  bounds  of  heaven  and 

earth  were  lost — 
Beheld,    so   high    upon    the    drear}* 

deeps 
It  seem*d  in  heaven,  a  ship,  the  shape 

thereof 
A  dragon  wing'd,  and  all  from  stem 

to  stern 
Bright  with  a  shining  people  on  the 

decks. 
And  gone  as  soon  as  seen.     And  then 

the  two 
Dropt  to  the  cove,  and  watch'd  the 

great  sea  fall. 
Wave  after  wave,  each  mightier  than 

the  last, 
Till  last,  a  ninth  one,  gathering  half 

the  deep 
And  full  of  voices,  slowly  rose  and 

plunged  '  380 

Roarinp,  and  all  the  wave  was  in  a 

flame ; 
And  down  the  wave  and  in  the  flame 

was  borne 
A  naked  babe,  and  rode  to  Merlin's 

feet. 
Who  stoopt  and  caueht  the  babe,  and 

cried,  "The  King! 
Here  is  an  heir  for  Uther  I "     And  the 

fringe 
Of  that  treat  breaker,  sweeping  up 

the  strand, 
Lashd  at  the  wizard  as  he  spake  the 

wonl, 
And  all  at  once  all  round  him  rose  in 

fire. 
So  that  the  child  and  he  were  clothed 

in  fire. 
Ami  presently  thereafterfollow'd  calm. 
Free  sky  and  stars.     "And  this  same 

child,"  he  said.  391 

•*  Is  he  who  reigns;  nor  could  I  part 

in  peace 
Till  this  were  told."    And  saying  this 

the  seer 
Went    thro'   the   strait    and   dreadful 

pass  of  death. 
Not  ever  to  be  question'd  any  more 
Save  on  the  further  side  ;  but  when  I 

met 
Merlin,  and  askd  him  if  these  things 

were  truth  — 


The  shining  dragon  and  the  nakc 

child 
Descending  in  the  glory  of  the  seas- 
He  laugh'd  as  is  his  wont,  and  si 

swer'd  me  41 

In  riddling  triplets  of  did  time,  an 

said :  — 

'  **  Rain,  rain,  and  sun!  a  rainbow  in  tk 
»ky! 
A  young' man  will  be  wiser  by  and  by; 
An  uld  man's  wit  may  wander  ere  he  die. 

'  *^  Rain,  rain,  and  sun!  a  rainbow  on  th 
lea! 
And  truth  is  this  to  me,  and  that  to  thee; 
And  truth  or  clothed  or  naked  I«t  it  be. 

'"Rain,  sun,  and  rain!  and  the  fn 

blossom  blows; 
Sun,  rain,  and  sun!  and  where  is  he  wfa 

knows? 
From  the  great  deep  to  the  great  deep  I 


goes, 


f» 


i^ 


'So  Merlin   riddling  anger'd   mt 

but  thou 
Fear  not  to  give  this  King  thine  onl 

child, 
Guinevere ;  so  great  bards  of  him  wi 

sing 
Hereafter,  and  dark  sayings  from  of  o] 
Ranging  and  ringing*  thro'  the  mint 

of  men, 
And  echo'd  by  old  folk  beside  the 

fires 
For  comfort  after  their  wage-work 

done, 
Speak  of  the  King ;  and  3[erlin  in  oi; 

time 
Hath  spoken  also,   not  in  jest,  an 

sworn 
Tho'  men  may  wound  him  that   h 

will  not  die,  4J 

But  pass,  again  to  come,  and  then  0 

now 
Utterly  smite  the  heathen  underfoot. 
Till  these  and  all  men  hail  him  fc 

their  king.' 

She  spake  and  King  Leodogran  n 

joieed, 
But  musins:  'Shall  I  answer  vea  c 

nay  ? ' 
Doubted,  and  drowsed,  notlded  an 

slept,  and  saw. 
Dreaming,  a  slope  of  land  that  ev( 

grew, 
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^ 


ftflar  llald,  up  to  a  lielglit»  the 
peak 

and  tbflieoa  a  pbaatom 

kiiiff. 

loaning,  and  now  lost ;  and  on 

tbaitopa  490 

larod  raw,  the  hfaid  fell,  the  herd 

waadriTeii, 
glBMaed;  and  all  the  land  from 

vow  and  rk^ 
irffia  off  smoke  before  a  rollhig 

wmflp 

rd  to  the  peak,  and  mingled 

with  the  hase 

Hde  it  thicker;  while  the  phan- 

tomldng 
oatattiiMiaToioe;  and  here  or 

there 

one  wlio  pointed  toward  tlie 

ToiocL  thereet 
on  and  bunit^  crjing,  'No  king 

of  oora, 
»«m  of  Utiier.  and  no  king  of  oars ; ' 
with   a   wink  his  dream   was 

diaogcd,  the  base  440 

led.  and  the  solid  earth  be- 
came 
iBOCliing.  but  the  King  stood  out  In 

besTeo, 

I'd.  And  Leodograo  awoke,  and 

sent 

and  Brastias,  and  Bedivere, 

to  the  court  of  Arthur  answer- 

higjea. 

Then  Arthur  charged  his  warrior 
whom  he  1o?ed 
Aad  honored  most.  Sir  Lancelot,  to 
ride  forth 

bring  tlie  Queen,  and  watcb*d 
him  from  the  gates ; 
Lancelot  past  away  among  the 


then  was  latter  April— and  re- 
tom'd  450 

the  ffewers.   In  >Iay,   with 
-jinerere. 
wvhom  arrived,  by  Dubric  the  high 

Mint. 
Iw  of  the  church  In  Britain,  and 
^     before 
nt «atdiest  of  her altarslirlncs,  the 

King 
Bm  mom  was  married,   while  In 

leas  white. 

nt  fair  beginaefs  of  a  nobler  time, 


And  glorying  in  their  tows  and  him, 

his  ImTghts 
Stood  round  him,  and  rejoldng  in  his 

Joy. 
Far  shraie  the  fields  of  May  thro' open 

door. 
The  sacred  altar  btoosom'd  white  witb 

May,  4k 

The  sun  of  May  descended  on  theii 

King. 
They  gazed  on  all  earth's  beauty  in 

their  Queen. 
RoU'd  incense,  and  there  past  along 

the  hymns 
A  Toloe  as  of  the  waters,  while  the  two 
Sware  at  the  shrine  of  Christ  a  death* 

lessloTe. 
And  Arthur  said,  'Behold,  thy  doom 

is  mine. 
Let  diance  what  will,  I  Ioto  thee  to 

the  death  I' 
To  whom  the  Queen  replied  with 

drooping  eyes, 
'  King  and  my  lord.  I  love  thee  to  the 

death  I  ^ 
And  holy  Dubric  spread  his  handi 

and  spake :  47a 

'Reign  ye,  and  live  and  love,  and 

make  the  worid 
Other,  and  may  thy  Queen  be  one 

with  thee. 
And  all  this  Order  of  thy  Table  Hound 
Fulfil  the  boundless  purpose  of  theli 

King ! ' 

So  Dubric  said ;  but  when  they  left 
the  shrine 

Qreat  lords  from  Rome  before  the 
portal  stood. 

In  scornful  stillness  gazing  as  they 
past; 

Then  while  they  paced  a  city  all  on 
fire 

With  sun  and  cloth  of  ^Id,  the  trum- 
pets blew. 

And  Arthur's  knighthood  sang  before 
tlie  King:—  48a 

'Blow  truTnfM't,  for  the  worM  in  whita 

with  May! 
niofr  tniinpet,*  the  \oi\^  nif^ht  hath  roIPd 

Awav! 
UIufT  thru*'   the  livitifc  worlil  — "Let  tha 

King  ri'ign!  *' 

'Shall  Rome  or  Heathen  rule  in  Arthnr*! 
realm? 
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Hash  brand  and  lance,  fall  battle-axe  upon 

helm. 
Fall  battle-axe,  and  flash  brand  1    Let  the 

King  reign! 

'  Strike  for  the  King  and  live !  his  knights 

have  heard 
That   God   hath   told  the  King  a  secret 

word. 
Fall  battle-axe,  and  flash  brand!    Let  the 

King  reign  1 

filow  trumpet!  he  will  lift  us  from  the 
dust.  490 

'filow  trumpet]  live  the  strength,  and  die  the 
lust! 

CSang  battle-axe,  and  clash  brand!  Let  the 
King  reign! 

< Strike  for  the  King  and  die!  and  if  thou 
diesL 

Hie  King  u  king,  and  ever  wills  the  high- 
est. 

Clang  battle-axe,  and  clash  brand!  Let  the 
King  reign! 

*BIow,  for  our  Sun  is  mighty  in   his 

May! 
Blow,   for  our  Sun  is  mightier   day  by 

day! 
Clang  battle-axe,  and  clash  brand!  Let  the 

King  reign! 

*  The  King  will  follow  Christ,  and  we  the 

King, 
In  whom  high  God  hath  breatheil  a  secret 

thing.  5'X) 

Fall  battle-axe,  and  cla>h  brand!    Let  the 

King  reign!' 


So  sang  the  knl^thood,  morin 

their  halL 
There  at  the  banquet  those  greaft  1 

from  Rome, 
The   Blowly-fadfng  miatreai  of 

world, 
Strode  in  and  daim'd  their  -tritral 

of  yore. 
But  Arthur  spake:  'Behold,  for  t 

have  8W<uii 
To  wage  my  wan»  and  wonhip 

their  King ; 
The  old  order  changeth,  yieldhig  i 

to  new, 
And  we  that  fight  tot  our  fair  fi 

Christ, 
Seeing  that  ye  be  grown  too  weak 

old 
To  drive  the  heathen  from  your  Ro 

wall, 
No  tribute  will  we  i>ay.'    80  i 

great  lords 
Drew  ^ck  in  wrath,  and  Arthur  st 

with  Rome. 

And  Arthur  and  his  knightho« 

a  space 
Were   all  one  will,   and    thro' 

strength  the  King 
Drew  in  the  petty  princedoms  u 

him, 
Fought,  and  in  twelve  great  ba 

overcame 
The  heathen  hordes,  and  made  a  r 

and  reign'd. 


THE   ROUND  TABLE 


OARETEI  AND  LTXl-ITTE 
THK  MARK  I  AGE   OF  GERAINT 
GERAINT   AKD  ENID 
BALIN   AND   BALAN 
MERLIN   AND  VIVIEN 

GARETH  AXD  LYNETTE 

The  last  tall  son  of  Lot  and  Bcllia»nt. 
And  tallest,   Gareth,  in  a  showerful 

spriiiji: 
Stared  at  the  spate.   Aslender-sbaftei^ 

pine 
Lost  footing,  fell,  and  so  was  whirl'd 

away. 
*How  he  went  down,*  said  Gareth,  *  as 

a  false  knight 


LANCELOT  AND  ELAINB 
THE  HOLT  ORAIL 
PELLEA8  AND  ETTARRE 
THE  LAST  TOURNAMENT 
GUINEVERE 

Or   evil    king   before   my    lano 

lance 
Were  mine  to  use  —  O  senseless  < 

ract. 
Bearing  all  down  in  thy  precipitant 
And  vet  thou  art  but  swollen  with 

snows 
And  min(>  is  living  blood.     Thou 

His  will. 
The  Maker's,  and  not  knowest,  a 

that  know. 
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icth  and  wlt^  In  my  irood 
-  hall  • 

wHIi  ▼acflktiog  obedience, 
BB'd,  and  kept  m  ooax'd  and 

wliiakledtt>— 
n  Um  good  mother  holdt  me  itfll 

adifldl 
id  BOClier  is  bid  mother  unto 

met 
vone  were  better;  yet  no  wone 

would  L 
vnsk  yield  her  far  it»  but  In  me  put 

force 
weuy  her  eui  with  one  continuous 

prayer, 
lO  (rile  let  me  ily  discaged  to 

sweep 
erer-hignering  eadle-drdes  up    ai 
the  grnt  Sun  of  Qlory.  and  thence 

swoop 
«B  apon  all  things  base,  and  dash 

UMmdead, 
bdght  of  Ardiur,  w<Hking  out  his 

will, 
cleanse  the  worid.    Why,  Gawain, 

when  he  came 
di  Modred  hither  in  the  summer- 
time, 
L'd  me  to  tflt  with  him,  the  proven 

knight 
died  for  want  of  worthier  was  the 


Judge. 


a  1  so  shook  him  in  the  saddle,  he 

said, 
hou  hast  half  preTaird  against  me, " 

said  so — he —  30 

/  Modred  biting  his  thin  lips  was 

mute. 
'  he  is  al  way  sullen  —  what  care  I T  * 

»nd    Oareth   went,   and  hovering 

round  her  chair 
L*d.  '  Mother,  tho'  ye  count  me  Rtill 

the  child, 
eet  mother,  do  ye  love  the  child  ? ' 

She  Uugh'd, 
KNi  art  but  a  wild-goose  toqu<'Htion 

if 
len.  mother,  an  ye  love  the  child.* 

heeaki. 
ing  a  goose  and  rather  tame  than 

IT  the  diiM's  story.'  'Yea.  my  well 

beloTcd. 
t  were  but  of  the  goose  and  golden 

•gga.'  40 


And  Gareth  answei'd  her  with  kin- 
dling eyes: 
'Nay,  nay,  good  mother,  but  this  egg 

of  mine 
Was  ilner  gold  than  any  goose  can 

hty; 
For  this  an  eagle,  a  royal  eagle,  laid 
Almost  beyond  eye-reach,  on  such  a 

palm 
As  glitters  gilded  in  thy  Book  of 

Hours. 
And  there  was  STer  haunting  round 

the  palm 
A  lus^  youth,  but  poor,  who  often 


The  splendor  sparkling  from  aloft, 

and  thouffnt, 
*'  An  I  could  climb  and  lay  my  hand 

upon  it,  ^ 

Then  were  I  wealthier  than  a  leash  of 

kings.** 
But  ever  when  he  reach'd  a  hand  to 

dlmb. 
One  that  had  loved  him  from  his  child- 
hood caught 
And  stay'd  him.  "  Climb  not  lest  thou 

break  tliy  neck, 
I  charge  thee  by  my  love,"  and  so  the 

boy. 
Sweet  mother,  neither  clomb  nor  brake 

his  neck, 
But  brake  his  very  heart  in  pining  for 

it, 
And  past  away/ 

To  whom  the  mother  said. 

'True  love,  sweet  son,  had  risk'd  him- 
self and  climb'd. 

And  handctl  down  the  golden  treasure 
to  him.'  60 

And  Gareth  answcr'd  her  with  kin 

dlin^  even : 
'Gold?  said  \  ^)ld?  — ay  then,  why 

he,  or  slie. 
Or  wh()so<*Vr  it  whh.  or  li.ilf  the  wnrl<'. 
Had  venrureil  —  hatf  tin*  thiiiir  I  -^paki 

of  iMfn 
Merc  gold — but  this  w:is  all  of  that 

tnie  stwl 
Whereof  they  forg«'<i  the  brand  Exeali 

bur. 
And  lightnincrs  play'd  al>uut  it  in  thu 

storm. 
And  all  the  little  fowl  were  Hurried  at 

it. 
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And  there  were  cries  and  dashings  in 

thenest. 
That  sent  him  from  his  senees.    Let 

mega'  70 

ThenBellicent  bemoan*d  herself  and 

said: 
'Hast  thou  no  pity  upon  my  loneli- 
ness? 
Lo,  where  thy  father  Lot  beside  the 

hearth 
Lies  like  a  log,  and  all  but  smoulder'd 

outl 
For  ever  since  when  traitor  to  the  King 
He  fought  against  him  in  the  barpns' 

war. 
And  Arthur  gave  him  back  his  terri- 
tory. 
His  age  hath  slowly  droopt,  and  now 

lies  there 
A  yet- warm  corpse,  and  yet  unburi- 
able. 
No  more;    nor  sees,   nor  hears,  nor 

speaks,  nor  knows.  80 

And  both  thy  brethren  are  in  Arthur's 

hall. 
Albeit  neither  loved  with  that  full 

love 
I  feel  for  tbee,  nor  worthy  such  a  love. 
Stay  therefore  thou ;  red  berries  charm 

the  bird. 
And  thee,  mine  innocent,  the  Jousts. 

the  wars, 
Who  never  knewest  finger-ache,  nor 

pang 
Of  wrench'd  or  broken  limb — an  often 

chance 
In  those  brain-stunning  shocks,  and 

tourney-falls. 
Frights  to  my  heart.  But  stay  ;  follow 

the  deer 
By  these  tall  firs  and  our  fast- falling 

burns ;  90 

So  make  thy  manhood  mightier  day 

by  day. 
Sweet  is  the  chase;  and  I  will  seek 

thee  out 
Some  comfortable  bride  and  fair,  to 

grace 
Thy  climbing  life,   and  cherish  my 

prone  year. 
Till  falling  into  Lot's  forgetfiilness 
I  know  not  thee,  myself,  nor  anything. 
Btay,  my  best  son !  ye  are  yet  more 

boy  than  man.' 


Then  Gareth :  '  An  ye  hold  mi 

for  child. 
Hear  yet  once  more  the  atory  ol 

child. 
For,  mother,  there  was  once  a  I 

like  ours. 
The  prince  his  heir,  when  tall 

marriageable, 
Ask'd  for  a  bride ;  and  thereupon 

king 
Set  two  before  hinx    One  was 

strong,  arm'd  — 
But  to  be  won  by  force — and  u 

men 
Desired  her ;  one,  good  lack,  no : 

desired. 
And  these  were  the  condftioos  of 

king: 
That  save  he  won  the  flnt  by  f( 

he  needs 
Must  wed  that  other,  whom  no 

desired, 
A  red-faced  bride  who  knew  herse 

vile 
That  evermore  she  long'd  to  hide 

self. 
Nor  fronted  man  or  woman,  ej 

eye  — 
Yea  —  some  she  cleaved  to,  but 

died  of  her. 
And  one  —  they  calVd  her  Fame  ; 

one  —  O  mother. 
How  can  ve  keep  me  tether'd  to  ] 

—  Shame. 
Man  am  I  grown,  a  man's  work  ] 

I  do. 
Follow  the  deer?   follow  the  CI 

the  King, 
Live  pure,  speak  true,  right  wi 

follow  the  King  — 
Else,  wherefore  bom  ?' 

To  whom  the  mother  i 
'Sweet  son,  for  there  be  many 

<leem  him  not. 
Or  will  not  deem  him,  wholly  pr 

king  — 
Albeit  in  mine  own  heart  I  kne^ 

King 
When  I  was  frequent  with  him  ii 

youth. 
And  heanl    him  kingly  speak, 

doubted  him 
Xo  more  than  he,  himself;  but 

him  mine. 
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4«? 


lo«a*  Un  la  BM.  Yet  — wilt  tbou 

w  e««eful  biding  bcre.  and  risk 

Uitnr  ull. 
',  tlmtui,  for  (i[|i>  that  is  Dot  proven 

kingr 
r,  till  the  dood  ttiat  HCtlles  round 

hUblrtk 
b  Utud  but  &  Utile.    8t&7.  awcel 


jkdQarftliuwweT'd  quickly:  'Not 

•a  bour.  13U 

JkHlvcr'''''I  Die  —  I  will  walk  LllTO' 

tb«r,  Ui gain  It— your  full  Icuve  to 

1  pevrm.  who  sweipt  the  dust  ot 

ndn'd  Rome 
H  off  tlM  thiMbold  <if  thn  rmlm, 


nnd  nwdo  ibo  pi«ple 
be  klnf  uve  bim  wbo 


d  be  klDf 
■  us  beef 


o  wbeo  the  Queen,  wbo  long  bad 

aoagbl  In  Tain 
break  bim  from  tbe  fiit«nt  to  wbicb 

beipew. 
md  ber  wo'i  will  UDwaTeringlj 

anaotT'dcrartJIr:  'Will  je  walk 

thn/  Are  T  140 

o  walk*  thro'  Are  will  hanlly  hi.'ed 

ihr  amoke. 
go  then,  an  ye  must;   oaly  one 

proof. 
D>«  thou  aak  the  King  to  make 

Ihee  knlgbt. 
tblDe  obedience  and  thy  love  to  me, 
r  ototbef .  —  I  demanti. ' 

And  Qareth  rried : 
hard  one.  or  a  himdred.  ao  I  go. 
f  --  qukk  I  the  proof  to  prove  luo 
to  the  qukk  r 


iooe,  thou  ehall  go  diagulMrd  to 

Aithor**  ball. 
J  Un  thTaelf  to  aerve  for  iii«utB 

Mddnnka  >y> 

ou  As  •cnlHooa  and  the  kllcben- 


Aiid  those  lUat  bund  the  dish  bctom 

the  bnr. 
Nor  abnlt  thou  tell  tliy  name  to  any 


For  ao  tbe  Queen  believed  that  when 


«ge. 
Her  own  true  Gareth  waa  too  prinoaly- 

To  pass  theraby :  so  abould  he  real 

with  b«r, 
OloMd  in  heir  castle  from  the  tound  of 


Silent  awhile  was  Garetb,  tbcn  n>- 

plied: 
'  The  tlintll  in  penon  may  be  free  In 

soul. 
Aiut  I  shall  aee  the  joutb.    Tby  son 

am  I, 
And,  alnco  thou  art  my  mother,  muat 

I  therefore  yield  me  freoly  to  thy  will ; 
For  hence  will  t.  disguised,  aiid  hire 

myself 
To    serve  with    scullions   and  with 

kitchen  knaves ; 
Nor  tell  my  name  toany  —  no,  not  Um 

King.- 

Qareth  awhile  lingerU  Tbe  mo- 
ther'a  eye 

Full  ot  the  wlfltful  fear  that  be  would 
go.  ■?" 

And  turning  tuwaid  bim  wberesne'ai 
be  tiim"d, 

Perplext  bis  outward  purpotte.  till  an 

When,  wakcn'd   by   tlii'  wind  whkh 

with  full  Tolro 
Swept  bt'llowlng  Ihro'  thvdarkucMon 

Ho  rose.  Mid  out  ot  slumlxr  calling 

That  sUll  lud  U-uded  un  him  fr.im  hii 

birth. 
Beforo  the  wakeful  mother  hcanl  bim, 

wenL 
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Southward  they  set  their  faces.    The 

birds  maicle 
Melody  on  branch  and  melody  in  mid 

air.  I 80 

The  damp  hill-slopes  were  quicken'd 

into  green, 
And  the  live  green  had  kindled  into 

flowers. 
For  it  was  past  the  time  of  Easter-day. 

So,  when  their  feet  were  planted  on 

the  plain 
That  broaden'd  toward  the  base  of 

Camelot, 
Far   off    they  saw   the   silver-misty 

mom 
Rolling  her  smoke  about  the  royal 

mount. 
That  rose  between  the  forest  and  the 

field. 
At  times  the  summit  of  the  high  city 

flash'd ; 
At  times  the  spires  and  turrets  half- 
way down  190 
Prick'd  tiiro*  the  mist ;   at  times  the 

great  gate  shone 
Only,  that  open'd  on  the  field  below  ; 
Anon,  the  whole  fair  city  had  disjip- 

jH^ar'd. 

Then  those  who  went  with  Gareth 

were  amazetl, 
One  cryinsr,    'Let  us  go  no  further, 

lord  : 
Here  is  u  citv  of  enchanters,  built 
By  fairy  kings.'    The  second   echo'd 

him, 

*  Loni.  we  have  hean.1  from  our  wise 

man  at  homt* 
To  northward,  that    this  kiuir  is  not 

the  Kin«r, 
But  only  chantrelinirout  of  Fairvland. 
Who  drave  the  Iwathen  hence  by  sor- 

rvTV  201 

And  Merlin's  irlamour.*  Th«'n  the  lirst  " 
ajiain.  | 

*  Lord,  then*  is  no  such  citv  anv where,  ■ 
But  all  a  vision." 


80  push'd  them  all  unwilling  towa 

the  gate. 
And  there  was  no  gate  like  it  und 

heaven. 
For  barefoot  on  the  keystone,  whii 

was  lined  a 

And  rippled  like  an  ever-fleeting  wav 
The  Lady  of  the  Lake  stood ;  all  h 

dress 
Wept  from  her  sides  as  water  flowii 

away; 
But  like  the  cross  her  great  and  good 

arms 
Stretch'd  under  all  the  cornice  and  n 

held. 
And  drops  of  water  fell  from  eitb 

hand; 
And  down    from  one   a  sword  wi 

hun^,  from  one 
A  censer,  either  worn  with  wind  ai 

storm : 
And  o'er  her  breast  floated  the  sscn 

fish; 
And  in  the  space  to  left  of  her,  as 

right,  i 

Were  Arthur's  wars  in  weird  devio 

done, 
New  things  and  old  co-twisted,  as 

Time 
Were  nothing,   so  inveterately   thi 

men 
Were  giddy  gazing  there;   and  ovi 

all 
High  on    the   top   were   those  thn 

queens,  the  friends 
Of  Arthur,  who  should  help  him  i 

his  need. 

Then  those  with  Gareth  for  so  Ion 

a  space 
Stared  at  the  figures  that  at  last 

seem'd 
The  dm  iron- bough ts  and   elvish  en 

blemings 
Beijan  to  move,  seethe,   twine,  an 

curl.     They  caird  2 

To  Gareth,    'Lord,   the    gatewsy 

alive.' 


Gaivth  au'^wer'cl  them  And  Gareth  likewise  on  them  fij 
With  lauu:Iit«T.  ^wii-arinil  he  had  gla-  j  his  eyes 

mour  enow  I  So  luiii:  that  even  to  him  they  seem' 

In    his   own    MimhI.    lii^    princedom.  '  to  move. 

youth,  ami  lioji»  s.  Out  of  the  city  a  blast  of  music  pealN 

To  plunge  old  Mt  rlin  in  the  Arabian  1  Back  from  the  gate  stiuted  the  thre 

sea :  to  whom 
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m  ool  llumuider  aane  an  andait 


i^-Muoea.  mjhkg,  'Who  be  jt, 
mjwoKmV 

EWnOaroth:  '  We  be  tOlen  of  tiie 

toleftTnigtharelii  furrow  oome  to 


e  Tories  of  oar  King ;  bat  these, 

my  men, «—  ho 

or  mf  mored  to  welrdl  j  in  the 

nbt  if  the  King  be  king  et  ell,  or 


omFkirjIead;  end  whether  this  be 

boUt 
'  magic,  and  hj  Mry  kings  and 

queens; 
whether  there  be  anv  city  at  all, 
sUaTiskm;  and  this  music  now 
Ih  scared  them  both,  but  tell  thou 

thcae  the  truth.' 


rben  that  old  Seer  made  answer, 

playing  on  him 
d  saying :  '  Son,  I  haTe  seen  the 

good  ship  sail 
el  upward,  and  mast  downward, 

in  the  heavens,  aso 

d  solid  turrets  topsy-turvy  in  air ; 
d  here  is  truth,  but  an  it  please 

thee  not, 
ke  thou  the  truth  as  thou  hast  told 

it  me. 
r  truly,  as  thou  sayest,  a  fairy  king 
d  (airy  queens  have  built  the  city, 

son: 
ey  came  from  out  a  sacred  moun- 
tain-cleft 
want  the  sunrise,  each  with  harp  in 

hand, 
d  built  it  to  the  music  of  their 

harpa 
d.  as  thou  sayest,  it  is  enchanted, 

son, 
r  there  is  nothing  in  it  as  it  seems 
ring  the  King ;  tho^  some  there  Ih> 

that  hold  >6t 

e  King  a  shadow,  and  the  citv  real. 
t  take  thou  heed  of  him.  for.  m 

thou  pass 
Death  this  archway,  then  wilt  thou 


thrall  to  his  enchantments,  for  the 
King 


Will  bind  thee  by  such  vows  as  la  a 

shame 
A  man  sliould  not  be  bound  by,  yet 

the  which 
Ko  man  can  keep ;  but,  so  thou  dread 

to  swear, 
Pass  not  beneath  this  gateway,  but 

abide 
Without,   among  the  cattle  of  the 

field.  9fo 

For  an  ye  heard  a  music,  like  enow 
They  are  building  still,  seeing  the  city 

is  built 
To  music,  therefcMre  never  built  at 

all, 
And  therefore  built  for  ever.' 

Gareth  spake 
Angered:      'Old    master,    reverence 

thine  own  beard 
That  looks  as  white  as  utter  trath, 

Wellnigh  as  long  as  thou  art  statared 

tallt 
Why  mockest  thou  the  stranger  that 

hath  been 
To  thee  fair-spoken  ?' 

But  the  Seer  replied : 
'Know  ye  not  then  the  Riddling  of 

the  Bards :  aSo 

"  Confusion,  and  illusion,  and  relation, 
Elusion,  and  occasion,  and  evasion"? 
I  mock  thee  not  but  as  thou  mockest 

me. 
And  all  that  see  thee,  for  thou  art  not 

who 
Thou  sfH.*inest.  but  I  know  thee  who 

thou  art. 
And  now  thou  iroest  up  to  mock  the 

King. 
Wlio  cannot  brook  the  shadow  of  any 

lie.' 

Unmockingly    the    mocker  ending 
here 
Turn'd  to  the  right,  and  pa.Ht  alon^ 

th^  plain  -. 

Whom    <f!ire'th    looking    aft<'r  sni<l ; 

1  •  My  nii'n.  j.# 

I  Our  one  white  li«*  sits liko  a  little  itIhm 

Hi're   <>n   thf  threshold  of  our  mirr 

prisi*. 
F-rt  love  U*  blumefl   for  it.  not   she 

nor  I. 
Well,  we  will  make  amendH.' 
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^  With  all  good  cheer 

He  spake  and  laugfa'd,  then  enter'd 

with  his  twain 
Gamdot,  a  city  of  shadowy  palaces 
And  stately,  rich  in  emblem  and  the 

work 
Of  ancient  kings  who  did  their  days 

in  stone; 
Whidi  Merlin's  hand,  the  Mage  at 

Arthur's  court, 
Snowing  all  arts,  had  touch'd,  and 

eveiTwhere,  loo 

At  ArUiur's  ordinance,  tipt  with  les- 
sening peak 
And  pinnacle,  and  had  made  it  spire 

to  heaven. 
And  ever  and  anon  a  knight  would 

pass 
Outwaird,  or  inward  to  the  hall ;  hlB 

arms 
Clash'd,  and  the  soimd  was  good  to 

Gareth's  ear. 
And  out  of  bower  and  casement  shyly 

glanced 
Eyes  of  pure  women,  wholesome  stars 

oflove ; 
And  all  about  a  healthful  people  stopt 
As  in  the  presence  of  a  gracious  king. 

Then  into   hall    Gareth  ascending 

heard  310 

A  voice,  the  voice  of  Arthur,  and  be- 
held 
Far  over  heads  in  that  long-vaulted 

hall 
The  splendor  of  the  presence  of  tlie 

King 
Thron(Ki,  and  delivering  doom  —  and 

look'd  no  more  — 
But  felt  his  young  heart  hammering 

in  his  ears. 
And  thought,  *  For  this  half -shadow 

of  a  lie 
The    truthful    King    will   doom   nic 

when  I  speak.' 
Yet  pressing  on,  tho'  all  in  fear  to  find 
Sir  Gawain  or  Sir  Modred,  saw  nor 

one 
Xor  other,   but  in  all   the  listening 

eyes  320 

Of  those    tall    knights    that  rangi>d 

about  the  throne 
Clear  honor  shining  like  the  dewy  star 
Of  dawn,   and  faith    in    their  great 

King,  with  pure 
Affection,  and  the  light  of  victory. 


And  glory  gain'd,  and  efermc 
gain. 

Then  came  a  widow  crying  1 

Kfaig: 
*A  boon,  Sir  King  I     Thy   t 

Uther,  reft 
From  my  dead  lord  a  field  will 

lence; 
For  howsoe'er  at   first  he  pre 

gold. 
Tet,  for  the  field  was  pleasant  i 

eves. 
We  yielded  not ;  and  then  he  n 

of  it 
Perforce  and  left  us  neither  gol 

field.' 

Said  Arthur,  '  Whether  wouk 

gold  or  field?' 
To  whom  the  woman  weeping,  ' 

my  lord. 
The  fi«;ld  was  pleasant  in  my 

band's  eye.* 

And  Arthur  :    *  Have  thy  pl< 

field  again, 
And  thrice  the  gold  for  Uther 

thereof. 
According  to  the  years.     No  h 

here, 
But  Justice,   so  thy  say   be  p 

true. 
Accursed,  who  from  the  wrouj 

father  did 
Would  shape  himself  a  right  1  * 

And  while  Bh< 
Came  yet  another  widow   cry 

him  : 
•  A  boon,  Sir  King  !     Thine  e 

King,  am  I. 
With  tliine  own  hand  thou  s 

my  dear  lord, 
A    knight   of    Uther  in  the  I 

war. 
When  Lot  and  many  another  ro 

fought 
Against  thee,  saying  thou  wert 

born. 
I  held  with  these,  and  loathe 

thee  aught. 
Yet  lo  I  my  husband's  brother  h 

son 
Thrall'd  in  his  castle,  and  hath  s 

him  dead. 
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;lz«d   111   Ihul  Inlierit- 

Ifreat  the  sire  hast 

It  tbee  tor 

knight  to  do  tbotattlo 

.iof ,  kiul  wrenk  mc  for 

riMi  •trod':  ■  good  knight  forward, 

cqrfatg  to  him, 
boon.  Sir  Kiogl  I  km  Uer  kins 


4^ 


The  Cornish  liiiig.     In  either  hand  he 
What  daxzled  bU,  and  shono  far-off  as 

A.   fleld   of  charlock    ia    the    Budden 

mm  )3a 

BetwM'u    two    showers,    a    cloth    uf 

Idlest  aold, 
Which  dowQtaekidbefore  the  throne, 

aud  luielt. 
Dclivtirini;  that  bis  lord,  the  thswI 

Wing, 
Waa  eveu  tinon  bis  way  to  Camelot: 
[heap'  -    -    ■ 


dcrit- 


81r  Kay,  tho  seneKhal, 
that  thou 


boon,  Sir  Kingi 

rrMr  her  none,  )«d 

Iiti3l«r.  ihai  hath  mocVd  tbcc  in 

fun  lull  - 
w ;  or  tbc  wholfMomo  boon  of  gyve 

■ad  gag.' 

Kit  Arthur :  '  We  sit  King,  to  help 

the  wroDg'd 
if  all    our   reatm.    The    wotnan 

lores  her  lord. 
oe  to  Uk«,  wonan,  with  thy  loves 

andbaleal 
r  Uoga  of  old  had  doom'd  tbeo  to 

the  flames ; 
■ellua  Emrys  would  have  si^ourgvd 

thee  dead. 
I  Dtbvr  lUt  thjr  tongue;  but   grt 

thee  hence — 
t  thai  rough  humor  of  [be  kings  of 

did 
am  anon  mo  I    Thou  that  art  her 

|Ik«wiM:  taj  him  low  and  ilaj 

him  not. 
.  briag  him  here,  that  I  may  Judge 

the  right. 

"      lotta. 

^ B  ganty,  by  that  dealhlca 

o  Hndraitd  dM  for  men,  tlic  inai 
dMHdle.' 

Vn  came  fat  hall  tbn  niHM-ngrr  of 

Mark.  • 
mue  of  «rfl  atvor  in  tho  hod. 


For  having  heard  that  Arthur  of  his 

Had  made  his  goodly  cousin  Tristram 

iuileht, 
And,  for  hlmKcIf  was  of  Ihc  greater 

Being  u  king,  ho  truitcd  his  liege- 
lord 

Would  yield  b!m  this  large  honor  all 
the  raore ; 

So  pmy'd  him  well  toaooept  this  cloth 
of  gold,  i9» 

In  token  of  true  heart  and  fealty. 

Then  Arthur  cried  to  rend  the  cloth. 

In  pieces,  and  so  cost  it  on  the  hearth. 
An  oak-tree  amoulderd  there.     ■  The 

goodlr  knight  I 
What  1  ahall  the  shield  of  Hark  stand 

among  theae  T' 
For.  midway  down  the  aide  of  (hat 

long  hall. 
A  slutcty  pile,  —  whereof  along  the 

Komc  lilaEuu'd,  some  but  carven.  and 

Thrm    ran   a   treble    rangv   of  stony 

shields.  — 
Itoie, aiul  hii^archlngOTerbniw'd  the 

hearth.  v» 

And  under  every  shield  a  ktilglit  wa? 

named. 
For  this  WHS  Arthur's  custom  in  his 

hall: 


noble  il 
twain. 


carren  only;  but   If 
blaxou'd  also:  but  If 
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Saving    the    name     beneath..    And 

Gareth  saw 
The  shield  of  Gawain  blazon  d  rich  and 

bright. 
And  Modred's  blank  as  death;  and 

Arthur  cried 
To  rend  the  cloth  and  cast  it  on  the 

hearth.  410 

'More  like  are  we  to  reave  him  of 
his  crown 

Than  make  him  knight  because  men 
call  him  king. 

The  kings  we  found,  ye  know  we 
stay'd  their  hands 

From  war  among  themselves,  but  left 
them  kings ; 

Of  whom  were  any  bounteous,  merci- 
ful. 

Truth-speaking,  brave,  good  livers, 
them  we  enrolVd 

Among  us,  and  they  sit  within  our  hall. 

But  Mark  hath  uirnish'd  the  great 
name  of  king, 

As  Mark  would  sully  the  low  state  of 
churl ; 

And,  seeing  he  hath  sent  us  cloth  of 
gold,  420 

Return,  and  meet,  and  hold  him  from 
our  eves. 

Lest  we  should  lap  him  up  in  cloth  of 
lead. 

Silenced  for  ever  —  craven  —  a  man  of 
plots, 

Craft,  poisonous  counsels,  wayside 
ambiishings  — 

No  fault  of  thine  ;  let  Kay  the  senes- 
chal 

Look  to  thy  wants,  and  send  thcc  satis- 
fied — 

Accursed,  wlio  strikes  nor  lets  the 
hand  be  seen  I  * 

And  many  another  suppliant  crying 

came 
With   noise   of    ravage  wrought    by 

beast  and  man," 
And  evermore  a  knight  would   ride 

away.  430 

Last.    Gareth   leaning  botli    hands 

heavilv 
Down  on  the  shoulders  of  the  twain, 

his  men, 
A-pproach'd  between  them  toward  the 

KJDg,  and  ask'd, 


*  A  boon.  Sir  King/ — his  Yoice  wt 

all  ashamed,  — 

•  For  see  ye  not  how  weak  and  himgei 

worn 
I  seem — leaning  on  these?  grant  m 

to  serve 
For  meat  and  drink  among  thy  kitchez 

knaves 
A  twelvemonth  and  a  day,  nor  see 

my  name. 
Hereafter  I  will  fight/ 

To  him  the  King 
'  A  goodly  youth  and  worth  a  gooc 

lier  boon  1  4^ 

But  so  thou  wUt  no  goodlier,  then  mu! 

Kay, 
The  master  of  the  meats  and  drinks,  t 

thine,' 

He  rose  and  past ;  then  Kay,  a  ma 

of  mien 
Wan-sallow  as  the  plant   that  fee! 

itself 
Root-bitten  by  white  lichen  : 

'  Lo  ye  now 
This  fellow  hath  broken  from  som 

abbey,  where, 
God  wot,  he  had  not  beef  and  brew: 

enow. 
However  that  might  chance  !  but  a 

he  work, 
Like    any   pigeon    will    I    cram    h 

crop. 
And  sleeker  shall  he  shine  than  an 

hog.'  4; 

Then  Lancelot  standing  near :  '  S 

Seneschal, 
Sleuth-hoimd  thou  knowest,  and  graj 

and  all  the  hounds ; 
A  horst^  thou  knowest,  a  man   tho 

dost  not  know. 
Broad  brows  and  fair,  a  fluent  hair  an 

fine. 
High  nose,  a  nostril  large  and  fine,  an 

hands 
I^rge.  fair,  and  fine  !  —  Some  youn 

lad's  mystery  — 
But.  or  from  shee'pcot  or  king's  hal 

the  boy 
Is  noble- natured.     Treat  him  with  a 

graci>. 
Lest  he   should  come  to  shame  tb 

judging  of  him.' 
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Kmjz  'WliatmannttwtttlKm 

ilMi* TC  ttitoMlow  wlU  poiwD  the 

iiag'tdUbr 

for  ba  ^tke  too  fool-like — mys* 

tarrl 
1^  ■&  tbe  lad  wero  noble^  be  bed 

Mk-d 
[hr  bone  And  annor.    Fiidr  and  fine, 

fonootbl 
ffcflae-fao^  Sir  lUr-bands  ?  butaee 

tboatoit 
Ail  tblne  own  flneaeai,  Lancelol, 

aome  floe  day 
(hdo  thae  not — ainleaTe  my  man  to 


So  Oaretb  all  for  gloiy  underwent 
Tbe  aooty  yoke  of  lotchen-YiMalage, 
Ale  witb  y om^  lade  bii  portkm  by  tbe 

door,  470 

And  coocb'd  at  nigbt  wltb  grimy 

kitdien  knarea. 
And  Lanoeloi  ever  spake  him  plea- 

aanUy, 
Bat  Kay  tbe  seneschal,  who  loved  him 

not. 
Would   hustle   and   harry   him»  ami 

labor  him 
Beyond  hia  comrade  of  the  hearth, 

and  set 
To  turn  the  broach,  draw  water,  or 

hew  wood. 
Or  groaser  tasks;  and  Qareth  bow*d 

himself 
With  all  obedience  to  the  King,  and 

wrought 
All  kind  of  serriee  with  a  noble  ease 
TlMt  graced  tbe  lowliest  act  in  doing 

it  480 

And  when  tbe  thralls  had  talk  among 

themselves. 
And  one  would  praise  the  love  that 

linkt  tbe  King 
And   Lancelot  — bow  the  King  had 

saved  liia  life 
In  battle  twice,  and  Lancelot  once  the 

Kinff's— 
For  Lancelot  was  flrat  in  the  tourna- 
ment. 
Bat  Arthur  mightiest  on  the  battle- 

deki  — 
Qaivth  waa  glad.     Or  if  some  other 

told 
Bow  oooe  tbe  wandering  forester  at 

dawn. 


Far  over  tbe  blue  tama  and  baay  aei 
On  Caer-Eiyri'a  highest  found   tl 

King,  A 

A  naked  babe,  of  whom  the  Proph 

spake, 
'He  paaaea  to  the  Isle  Avilion, 
He  passes  and  ia  beal*d  and  cann 

die'  — 
Garetb  waa  glad.    But  if  their  tal 

were  foul. 
Then  would  he  whistle  rapid  as  ai 

lark. 
Or  carol  some  old  roundelay,  and  1 

loud 
That  first  they  mock'd,  bnt,  aftc 

reverended  him. 
Or  Garetb,  telling  some  prodigioi 

tale 
Of  knighto  who  sliced  a  red  life-bul 

bling  way 
Thro'  twenty  folds  of  twisted  dragoi 

held  s 

All  in  a  gap-mouth'd  circle  his  goc 

mates 
Lving  or  sitting  round  him,  idle  hand 
Coarm'd ;  till  Bir  Kay,  the  seneschs 

would  come 
Blustering  upon  them,  like  a  suddc 

wind 
Among  dead  li^ives,  and  drive  the 

all  a{mrt. 
Or  when  the  thralls  liud  sport  amon 

themselves, 
80  there  were  any  trial  of  mastery, 
He,  by  two  yartis  in  casting  bar  < 

stone, 
Was  counted  best ;  and  if  there  chaua 

a  joust, 
80  that  Sir  Kay  ncxlded  him  leave  1 

go,  5 

Would  hurry  thither,  and   when   I 

saw  the  knij^lits 
Clash  like  the  fN>minjr  nnd  retirin 

wave, 
And  the  spenr  spn'ii^r.  an<l  ^imxI  )ion 

reel,  the  lM>y 
Was  half  U'Vimd  hiiiis4-lf  for  eestasv 

•  « 

So  for  a  nioiitli  he  wniu^bt  union 

the  tlmilU: 
But  in  ttie  weeks  that   followM.   tl 

pMxl  Ouei-n, 
Keptfntiiut  of  tho  woni  she  made  liii 

swear. 
And  saildening  in  her  childless  castl< 

sent. 
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Between  the  in-crescent  and  de-cres- 
cent moon, 

Anns  for  her  son,  and  loosed  him 
from  his  vow.  520 

This,  G^reth  hearing  from  a  squire 

of  Lot 
With  whom  he  used  to  play  at  tour- 
ney once. 
When   both   were  children,    and   in 

lonely  haunts 
Would  scratch  a  ragged  oval  on  the 

sand. 
And  each  at  either  dash  from  either 

end  — 
Shame  never  made  girl  redder  than 

Gkireth  joy. 
He  laugh*d,  he  sprang.     'Out  of  the 

smoke,  at  once 
I  leap  from  Satan's  foot  to  Peter's 

knee — 
These  news  be  mine,  none  other's — 

nay,  the  King's  — 
Descend  into  the  city;'  whereon  he 

sought  530 

The  King  alone,  and  found,  and  told 

him  all. 

'  I  have  stagger'd  thy  strong  Gtiwain 

in  a  tilt 
For  pastime;  yea,  he  said  it;  joust 

can  I. 
Make  mc  thy  knight  —  in  secret!  let 

mv  name 
Be    hidden,    and    give   me   the    first 

quest.  I  spring 
Like  flame  from  ashes.' 

Here  the  Kinp^'s  calm  eye 
Fell  on,  and  check'd,  and  made  him 

flush,  and  bow 
Lowly,  to  kiss  his  hand,  whoanswer'd 

him: 
'Son,  the  good  mother  let  me  know 

thee  here. 
And  sent  her  wish  that  I  would  yield 

thee  thine.  540 

Make  thee  my  knight?  my  knighis 

are  sworn  to  vows 
Of  utter  hardiho(xl,  utter  gentleness. 
And,    loving,    utter    faithfulness   in 

love. 
And  uttermost  obedience  to  the  King.' 

Then  Gareth.  lightly  springing  from 
his  knees: 


'  My  King,  for  hardihood  I  can  pre 

mise  thee. 
For  uttermost  obedience  make  demam 
Of  whom  ye  gave  me  to,  the  Senes 

chal. 
No  mellow  master  of  the  meats  anc 

drinks ! 
And  as  for  love,  God  wot,  I  love  noi 

yet,  5SI 

But  love  I  sliall,  God  wiUmg.' 

And  the  King 
'  Make  thee  my  knight  in  secret  ?  yek, 

but  he, 
Our  noblest  brother,  and  our  tniesi 

man« 
And  one  with  me  in  all,  he  needs  musi 

know.' 

'  Let  Lancelot  know,  my  King,  lei 
Lancelot  know. 
Thy  noblest  and  thy  truest  I ' 

And  the  King 
*  But  wherefore  would  ye  men  shouU 

wonder  at  vou  ? 
Nay,  rather  for  the  sake  of  me,  thei 

King, 
And  the  deed's  sjdte  my  knighthocx 

do  the  deed. 
Than  to  be  noised  of.' 

Merrily  Gareth  ask'd 
'  Have  I  not  earn'd  my  cake  in  bakioj 

of  it  ?  5ft 

Let  be  my  name  until   I  make  m; 

name  I 
My  deeds  will  speak ;  it  is  but  for  ! 

day.' 
So  with  a  kindly  hand  on  Gareth's  ani 
Smiled  the  grtit  King,  and  half-un 

willingly 
Loving  his  lusty  youthhood  yield© 

to  him. 
Then,  after  summoning  Lancelot  pri 

vily : 
'  I  have  given  him  the  first  quest ;  h 

is  not  proven. 
Look  therefore,  when  he  calls  for  thi 

in  hall. 
Thou  sret  to  horse  and  follow  him  fa 

V. 

away.  57 

Cover  the*  lions  on  thy  shield,  anc 

see. 
Fur  as  thou  mayest,  he  be  nor  la'ei 

nor  slain.' 
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lien  that  aame  day  there  past  into 
the  hall 

ilamael  of  high  lineage,  and  a 
brow 

y-bloasom.  and  a  cheek  of  apple- 
bloasom, 

wk-ejes ;  and  lightly  was  her  slen- 
der nose 

(V  tilted  like  the  petal  of  a  flower. 

e  into  hall  past  with  her  page  and 
cried: 

'O  King,  for  thou  hast  driven  the 

foe  without. 
e  to  the  foe  within!  bridge,  ford, 

beset  580 

'  bandits,  every  one  that  owns  a 

tower 
le  lord  for  half  a  league.     Why  sit 

ye  there  ? 
St  w'ould  I  not.  Sir  King,  an  I  were 

king. 
II  even  the  lonest  hold  were  all  as 

free 
cm  cursed  bloodshed  as  thine  altar- 

doth 
•  nn  that  Ix^st  Mood  it  is  n  sin  to 

spill.' 

Comfort  thysflf,'  said  Arthur,  'I 

nor  mint* 
-t ;    SI)    my    kuighth<MMl    k<M*p   tlie 

vowH  they  8won'. 
.-  wa.'**«'st    iniK)rlun(l   t)f  our  n-alni 

shall  \Hr 
'*:   danisvl,    as   th<*   cfiitn'   of   this 

hall.  S'/ri 

iiat  is  thy  namt*  ?  thy  nocHi  ?' 

*  Mv  name  ? '  she  said  — 
Tnftte.  my  name :  noble;  my  nrcil, 

A  kni^^ht 
'Of»nil»at  for  my  siHt4T.  I^yonors, 
Iruiy  of  lii>:h  lineaire.  of  irn-at  lan<is. 
1*1  oimrlv.   Vf-a,  hihI  coinHitT  tliaii 

my*<.*lf. 
«»  liv*^  in  CastU;  P«Tilous      A  rivtT 
,n*  m  thrrM?  l<^)i>s  al)out  Iht  livin>: 

d   n*«T  it   an*    thnt*   pas^inus.   and 

three  knisrbts 
f#'nd  th»*  passiniTH,  brcthn-n.  and  a 

fourth, 
d  of  that  four  the  iin^hti<'>t.  tioMs 

her  stav'd  ^«» 

her  own  castle,  and  sty  bc^sie^us  her 


To  break  her  will,  and  make  her  we(i 
with  him ; 

And  but  delays  hia  purport  till  thou 
send 

To  do  the  battle  with  him  thy  chief 
man 

Sir  Lancelot,  whom  he  trusts  to  over- 
throw. 

Then  wed,  with  glory;  but  she  will 
not  wed 

Save  whom  she  loveth,  or  a  holy 
life. 

Now  therefore  have  I  come  for  Lan- 
celot* 

Then  Arthur  mindful  of  Sir  Glareth 

ask'd: 
*  Damsel,  ye  know  this  Order  lives  to 

crush  610 

All  wrongers  of  the  realm.     But  say, 

these  four, 
Who  be  they  ?    What  the  fashion  of 

the  men  ? ' 

•They  be  of  foolish  fashion,  O  Sir 

Kin>r, 
The  f}i.shion  of  that  old  kni^ht-ermntry 
Who  rid(*  abnuid,  and  do  but  wlrnt 

they  will ; 
Courteous  or  bestial  from  the  moment, 

sueh 
As  have  nor  law  nor  king  ;  and  three 

of  these 
Pn>ud  in  tlu-ir  fanta.sy  call  themselves 

the  Dav, 
Mornin>r-Star,    and     XiKm-Sun,    and 

Kvenin^f-Stiir, 
Hein^  stronj^  fools;  and  never  a  whit 

more  wise  <,jo 

The  fourth,  whoalway  ridethann'd  in 

black. 
A  hu^e  man-b<»<ist  of  ])oundless  wiv 

atrerv. 
H<*  nanii»s  iiiins«'lf  the  NiL'ht  nnd  oft 

eiHT  Dfath. 
Ami  wr.irs  a  lulnu-r   ni'Mititid  with   :i 

^kull. 
And  bi-ars  a  sK<ht«>n   tJ::nr«Ml   nn  his 

!irni<. 
To  show  tliat  \\!h»  niav  "^lav  <»r  .^cape 

tin*  tliriM' 
Slain    by  liiiii'^rif.  sli.ill    «nt«T   endless 

nJL'hT. 
.Vud  all  tlM->«'  four  Im-  funK.  but  niiirht  v 

m«-n. 
;  And  then  ftip'  am  I  come  for  Laiu  eU«i. 


410 


IDYLLS  OF  THE  KING 


Hereat  Sir  Gareth  call'd  from  where 

he  rose,  630 

A  head  with  kindling  eyes  above  the 

throng. 
*  A    boon,   8ir    King  —  this    quest !  * 

then  —  for  he  marked 
Kay  near  him  groaning  like  a  wounded 

bull  — 
'Yea,     King,     thou     knowest     thy 

kitchen-knave  am  I, 
And  mighty  thro'  thy  meats  and  drinks 

am  I, 
And  I  can  topple  ov(T  a  hundnnl  such. 
Thy  promise,  King,*  and  Arthur  glan- 
cing at  him, 
Brought  down  a  momentary  brow. 

•Rough,  sudden, 
And      pardonable,    worthy      to     be 

knight  — 
Go  therefore/  and  all  hearers  were 

amazed.  640 

But  on  the  damsel's  forehead  shame, 

pride,  wrath 
Slew  the  may- white.     She  lifted  either 

arm, 
*Fie  on  thee.  King  !  I  ask'd  for  thy 

chief  knight. 
And  thou  hast  given  me  but  a  kitchen- 
knave.' 
Then  ere  a  man  in  hall  could  stay  her, 

turn'd, 
Fled  down  the  lane  of  access  to  the 

King, 
Took  horse,  descended  the  slope  street, 

and  past 
The   weird   wliite   gate,    and   paused 

without,  bt'side 
The     lirld     of    tourney,    murmuring 

'kitchen-knave  T 

Now  two  Lrreat  entries  open'd  from 

the  hall.  650 

At  one  end  ont-  that  gave  upon  a  ran.irc 
Of  level   ])av».-ini'nt  where   the  King 

would  pace 
At  sunrise,    trazing  over    plain    and 

wo'xl ; 
And  down  from  this  a  lordlv  stairwav 

shaped 
Till  lost  in  blowing  trees  and  tops  of 

towers : 
And  out  l)y  this  main  doorway  past 

the  Kinir. 
But  one  was  counter  to  the  hearth,  and 

rose 


High  that  the  highest-crested  hdi 

could  ride 
Therethro'  nor   graze ;  and  by  tlij 

entry  fled 
The  damsel  in  her  wrath,  and  od  t 

this  « 

Sir  Gkureth  strode,  and  saw  withou 

the  door 
King  Arthur's  gift,  the  worth  of  hal 

a  town, 
A  war-horse  of  the  best,  and  near  i 

stood 
The  two  that  out  of  north  had  foHofwV 

hiuL 
This  bare  a  maiden  shield,  a  casque 

that  held 
The  horse,  the  spear;  whereat  Si 

Gareth  loosed 
A  cloak  that  dropt  from  oollar-boDe  t 

heel, 
A  cloth  of  roughest  web,  and  cist  I 

down. 
And    from  it,   like  a  fuel-smother' 

fire 
That  lookt  half-dead,  brake  bright 

and  flash'd  as  those  6; 

Dull-coated  things,  that  making  slid 

apart 
Their  dusk  wing-cases,  all    beneatJ 

there  burns 
A  Jewell'd  harness,  ere  they  pass  aw 

flv. 
So  Gareth  ere  he   parted   flash'd  ii 

arms. 
Then  as  he  donn'd  the  helm,  and  tool 

the  shield 
And  mounted  horse  and  graspt  a  spear, 

of  grain 
Storm -strengthen'd  on  a  windy  site, 

and  tipt 
With    trenchant    steel,    around   bin 

slowly  prest 
The  people,  while  from  out  of  kitcfaei 

came 
The  thnills  in  throng,  and  seeing  wh( 

had  work'd  (A 

Lustier   than   any,  and   whom   tbej 

could  but  love, 
Mounted  in  arms,  threw  up  their  cap 

and  cried, 
*  God    bless    the    King,  and    all   hi 

fellowship  I  * 
And  on  thro'  lanes  of  shouting  Garei 

rode 
Down  the  slope  street,  and  past  witl 
I  out  the  gate. 
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0  Gftreth  past  with  Joy ;  but  as  the 

cur 
ckt  from  the  cur  he  fights  with,  ere 

his  cause 
cooi'd  by  fighting,  follows,  being 

named, 

1  owner,  but  remembers  all,  and 

growls 
nembering,  so  Sir  Kay  beside  the 

door  690 

tter'd  in  scorn  of  Gareth  whom  he 

used 
harry  and  hustle. 

'  Bound  upon  a  quest 
th  horse  and  arms —  the  King  hath 

past  his  time  — 
scullion  knave  1    Thralls,  to  your 

work  again, 
'  an  your  fire  be  low  ye  kindle  mine ! 
U  there  be  dawn  in  West  and  eve 

in  East? 
looe  1  —  my  knave !  —  belike  and 

like  enow 
ae  old  head-blow  not  heeded  in  his 

youth 
iho(»k  his  wits  they  wander  iu  his 

prime  — 
xfd  !     How  the  villain  lifted  up  his 

voice.  70U 

'  shamed  to  bawl  himself  a  kitchen 

knave  ! 
,,  hv  wari  tame  and  meek  enow  with 

me, 
.     peacock 'd    up    with    Lancelot's 

noticing. 
II  —  I  wUl  after  my  loud   knave. 

and  learn 
kcther  he  know  me  for  his  master 

yet 
\  of  the  smoke  he  came,  and  so  my 

lance 
Id,  by  God's  grace,  he  sliall  into  the 

mire  — 
rnce.  if  the  King  awaken  fnmx  his 

craze, 
>  the  smoke  again. ' 

But  I>anee](>t  .siiid  : 

ly.  wherefore  wilt  thou  ^o  atMin^^t 

the  King,  710 

that  did  never  he  wliiTfon  w  mil, 

ever  meekly  servetl  the  Iviivic  in 

thee? 

de :  take  counsel,  for   this   hid  is 

great 


And  lusty,  and  knowing  both  of  lance 

and  sword.' 
'Tut,  tell  not  me,' said  Kay,  'ye  are 

overfine 
To  mar  stout    knaves  with    foolish 

courtesies ; ' 
Then  mounted,  on  thro*  silent  faces 

rode 
Down  the  slope  city,  and  out  beyond 

the  gate. 

But  by  the  field  of  tourney  lingering 

yet 
Mutter'd  tlie  damsel :  '  Wherefore  did 

the  King  jao 

Scorn    me?  for.  were   Sir    Lancelot 

lackt,  at  least 
He  might  have  yielded  to  me  one  of 

those 
Who  tilt  for  Uuiy's  love  and  glory  here, 
Rather  than  —  O  sweet  heaven  1  O,  fie 

upon  him !  — 
His  kitchen-knave.' 

To  whom  Sir  Gareth  drew  — 
And  there  were  none  but  few  goodlier 

thjin  he  — 
Shining  in  anus.  *  DauKsel,  the  quest  is 

mine. 
Ia'ihI.  and  I  follow.'     She  thermt,  as 

one 
That  sniflls  a  foul  tlesh'd  agaric  in  the 

holt. 
And  deems  it  carrion  of  some  wo<k1- 

land  thin^r,  730 

Or  slirew  or  weasel,  nipt  her  slender 

noH<* 
With  p<*tulant  thumb  and  tinger,  shrill- 
ing. *  Hence  I 
Avoid,   thou    smellest  all  of  kitchen- 

gn'as«*. 
And  look  who  comes  U* hind  ;'  for  there 

was  Kav. 
•  Knowfst  thou  not  nw  ?  thy  master  ? 

I  am  Kay. 
We  lark  thcf  by  tin-  htarlh  ' 

AihI  <  J.-if"  tIj  t«»  him, 
'  Mastrr  no  n»nn*  !  ttni  \\«11    1    kimw 

thrr.  ay 
The  most  unirentlr  kni;:ht  in  Artlmr's 

hall* 
'  llavf  at  ther  th«u."  ^i'u\   Kay  ,  they 

shiM'k'd.  and  Kay 
Fell  nlioulder  sjipt,  and    (Janth  rrird 

again,  74- 
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*  Lead,  and  I  follow/  and  fast  away 
she  fled. 

But  after  sod  and  shingle  ceased  to 


flv 
lind  her, 


Behind  her,  and  the  heart  of  her  good 

horse 
Was  nigh  to  burst  witli  violence  of  the 

l^t. 
Perforce  she   stay'd,   and  overtaken 

spoke  : 

'  What  doest  thou,  scullion,  in  my 
fellowship  ? 

Deem' St  thou  that  I  accept  thee  aught 
the  more 

Or  love  thee  better,  that  by  some  de- 
vice 

Full  cowardly,  or  by  mere  unhappi- 
ness. 

Thou  hast  overthrown  and  slain  thy 
master  —  thou !  —  750 

Dish-washer  and  broach-turner,  loon  ! 
—  to  me 

Thou  smellest  all  of  kitchen  as  before.' 

'Damsel/     Sir     Gareth     answer'd 

gently,  *  say 
Wliate'er  ve  will,  but  whatsoe'er  vc 

say, 
I    leave    not    till    I    finish    this  fair 

quest. 
Or  die  therefore.' 

'Ay.  wilt  thou  finish  it? 
Sweet  lord,  how  like  a  noble  knight  he 

talks ! 
The  listening  rogue  hath  caught  the 

manner  of  it. 
But,  knave,  anon  thou  slialt  Ix^  met 

with,  knave, 
And  then  bv  such  a  one  that  thou  for 

ft 

all  7<» 

The    kitehen   brewis    that   was   ever 

supt 
Shalt  not  once  dare  to  look  him  in  the 

face.' 

'  I  shall  assiiy/  said  Gareth  with  a 
smile 

That  maddenM  her,  and  awav  she 
fljLsh'd  Hirain 

Down  the  long  avenues  of  a  bound- 
less wood  : 

And  Gareth  following  was  again  be- 
knaved  : 


'Sir  Kitchen-knave,  I  hare  miaiTi 

the  only  way 
Where  ArtJiur's  men  are  set  along  tb 

wood ; 
The  w^ood  is  nigh  as  full  of  thieves  m 

leaves. 
If  both  be  slain,  I  am  rid  of  thee;  bui 

yet,  77 

Sir  Scullion,  canst  thou  use  that  spii 

of  thine? 
Fight,  an  thou  canst ;  I  have  mifls'c 

the  only  way/ 

So  till  the  dusk  that  followed  ever 

song 
Rode  on  the  two,  reviler  and  reviled ; 
Then    after    one     long    dope    wa 

mounted,  saw, 
Bowl-sliaped,  thro'  tops  of  many  thou 

sand  pines 
A  gloomy-gladed  hollow  slowly  sink 
To  westward  —  in  the  deeps  whereo 

a  mere. 
Round  as  the  red  eye  of  an  eagle-owl 
Under  the  half -dead  sunset  glari-d :  ant 

shouts  7S 

Ascendeii,  and  there  brake  a  serving 

man 
Flying  from  out  of  the  black  wood 

and  crying. 

*  They  have  bound  my  lord  to  cast  hir 

in  the  mere.' 
Then  Gareth,  'Bound  am  I  to  rich 

the  wrong'd. 
But  straitlier  bound  am  I  to  bide  wit! 

thee.' 
And  when  the  damsel  spake  contemj 

tuously, 

*  Lead,   and  I    follow,'   Gareth  crio 

again, 

*  Follow,  I  lead  I  *  so  down  among  th 

pines 
lie  plunged ;  and  there,  black-shac 

ow'd  nigh  the  mere, 
And  mid-thigh-deep  in  bulrushes  an 

reed,  7. 

Saw  six  tall  men  haling  a  sevent 

along, 
A  stone  about  his  neck  to  drown  hii 

in  it. 
Three  with   good  blows  he  quietet 

but  three 
Fled  thro*  the  pines ;  and  Gareth  loose 

the  stone 
From  off  his  neck,  then  in  the  mei 

beside 
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h;  tOXtj  babbled  up  the 


Uil^Gwelh  loowd  his  bonds  and  on 

toe  feet 
B«  hto.  A  BiBlwtrt  bsroD,  Aithur^s 

*WM  that  je  csme,  or  else  tbeee 

aitUrrosiies 
Hsd  wresk'd  themsdTes  on  me ;  good 

OHiae  is  theirs  Soo 

lb  hste  ine»  for  mj  wont  hath  ever 


Ibcslch  mj  tUef,  and  then  like  rer- 

BUtt  nere 
fhmu  him,  and  with  a  stone  aboat 

Usneefc; 
iad  nnder  this  wan  water  many  of 


lie  lOCtlBf  »  but  at  ni|^t  let  go  the 


ind  ilse^  and  iUekering  in  a  grimly 

Ught 
Dtaoa  on  the  mere.    Good  now,  ye 

baTOsaTedalife 
ilTorth  somewhat  as  the  cleanser  of 

this  wood, 
ind  fain  would  I  reward  theo  worsbip- 

fuUy. 
Pfhat  guerdon  will  ye  T' 

Qareth  sharply  spake : 
None !  for  the  deed's  sake  hare  I  done 

the  deed,  Sn 

'n  uttermost  obedience  to  the  Kinf?. 
Sut  wilt  thou  yield  this  damsel  liar- 

borsgef 

Whemtt  the  baron  saying,  *  I  well 

belle  Te 
ir«iu  be  of  Arthur's  Tsble.'  a  light 

laugh 
droke  from  Ljmette :  '  Ay,  truly  of  a 

truth, 
ind  in  a  sort,  being  Arthur's  kitchen- 

knave 1  — 
3ut  deem  not  I  accept  thoe  aught  tlie 

more, 
bullion,  for  running   aliar|>ly  with 

thy  spit 
[>own  on  a  rout  of  craven  foreHteni. 
1  thresher  with  his  Hail  had  aoatUT'd 

them.  kji 

li^ay  —  for  thou  smellestof  the  kiti'hfu 

stUL 


But  an  this  lord  will  yield  us  harboi 
Wen.' 

So  she  qwke.  A  league  beyond  tb 

wood, 
All  in  a  full-fkir  manor  and  a  rich, 
His  towers,  where  that  day  afeast  luu 

been 
Held  in  high  hall,  and  many  a  viam 

left, 
And  many  a  costly  cate,  receiTed  tin 

three. 
And  there  they  placed  a  peacock  ii 

his  pride  Sa 

Before  the  damsel,  and  the  baron  set 
Gareth  beside  her,  but  at  once  slie  rose 

'Meseems*  that  here  is  much  dii 

courts^. 
Setting  this  ImaTO,  Lord  Baron,  at  mi 

sida 
Hear  me — this  mom  I  stood  in  Ai 

thur's  hall. 
And  pray'd  the  King  would  grant  mi 

Lancelot 
To  flght  the  brotherhood  of  Day  an 

Night  — 
The  laHt  a  monster  unsuhduable 
Of  any  save  of  him  for  whom  I  callM  - 
Suddenly  bawls  this  frontless  kitchen 

knave, 
"The  quest  is  mine;    thy   kitvlH'n 

knave  am  1.  % 

And  mighty  thro'  thy  meats  and  drink 

am  I." 
Then  Arthur  all  at  once  y^ne  mm 

replies, 
••Oo  therefon\"  and  so  gives  the  quis 

to  him  — 
Ilim  —  here  —  a  villain  fltt«*r  to  sticl 

swine 
Than  ride  abniail  redressing  women' 

wron^, 
Or  sit  beside  a  nolile  gentlewoman.' 

Then      half-asliariii'<i     and      part 

amaze<l.  t)M>  lf>rtl 
Now  look'd  at  one  and  now  at  other 

k'ft 
The   dams4*l  by   the   (x-iieiH-k   in   hi 

pride, 
Antl.  s<*atin^  (tan-th  at  another  iNianl 
Sat  down    heside  him.  ate  and   thei 

hegan :  sj 
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•  Friend,  whether  thou  be  kitchen- 
knave,  or  not, 

Or  whether  it  be  the  maiden's  fantasy, 

And  whether  she  be  mad,  or  else  the 
King. 

Or  both  or  neither,  or  thyself  be 
mad. 

I  ask  not ;  but  thou  strikest  a  strong 
stroke. 

For  strong  thou  art  and  goodly  there- 
withal. 

And  saver  of  my  life ;  and  therefore 
now, 

For  here  be  mighty  men  to  joust  with, 
weigh 

Whether  thou  wilt  not  with  thy  damsel 
back  860 

To  crave  again  Sir  Lancelot  of  the 
King. 

Thy  pardon;  I  but  speak  for  thine 
avail. 

The  saver  of  my  life.* 

And  Gareth  said, 
*Full   pardon,   but  I   follow   up  the 

quest, 
Despite  of  Dav  and  Night  and  Death 

and  Hell.' 

fck)  when,  next  morn,  the  lord  whose 

life  he  saved 
Had,  some  brief  space,  convey'd  them 

on  their  way 
And  left  them   with  Godspeed,   Sir 

Gareth  spake, 
•Lead,  an<i  I  follow.'    Haughtily  she 

replied  : 

*  I  fly  no  more  ;  I  allow  thee  for  an 

hour.  870 

Lion  and   stoat   have  isled  together. 

kuave. 
In  time  of  tloiKl.    Nay,  furthermore, 

methinks 
Some  ruth  is  mine  for  thee.  Back  wilt 

thou,  fool  ? 
For  hard  by  here  is  one  will  overthrow 
And  slay  thee;    then  will  I  to  court 

again. 
And  shame  the  King  for  only  yielding 

me 
My  champion  from  the  ashes  of  his 

hearth." 

To    whom    Sir    Gareth    answer'd 
courteously : 


•Say  ^^^y  aay.  and  I  win  do  1 

My  fortunes  all  as  fairas  hers  who! 
Among   the  ashes  and   wedded  t 
King's  son.' 

Then  to  the  shore  of  one  of  the 
long  loops 

Wherethro'  the  serpent  river  coir 

thejr  came. 
Rough-thicketed  were  the  banks  m 

steep;  the  stream 
Full,  narrow  ;  this  a  bridge  of  sini 

arc 

Took  at  a  leap ;  and  on  the  furth 
side 

Arose  a  silk  pavilion,  gay  with  gold 
In  streaks  and  rays.  £mI  aU  Lentrli 
m  hue. 

Save  that  the  dome  was  punile  ai 
above,  «-    t«  .   ^ 

Crimson,  a  slender  banneret  flutterin 
And  therebefore  the  lawless  warn 
paced 

Unarm*d,  and  calling,  'Damsel  isth 
he. 

The  champion  thou  hast  broufht  fro 

Arthur's  hall. 
For  whom  we  let  thee  pass  ? '     •  Na^ 

nay,*  she  said,  '        "    ' 

'  Sir  Morning-Star.    The  King  in  utt< 

scorn 
Of  thee  and  thy  much  folly  hath  sei 

thee  here 
His  kitchen-knave ;  and  look  thou  t 

thyself. 
See  that  he  fall  not  on  thee  suddenly 
And   slay   thee  unarm'd ;    he   is  m 

knight  but  knave.'  , 

Then  at  his  call,  *0  daughters  < 
the  Dawn, 
And   servants  of  the   Moming-Sta 
apn>ach. 

Arm  me.'  from  out  the  silken  curtail 

folds 
Bare-foote<i  and  bare-headed  three  fa 

girls 
In  gilt  and  rosy  raiment  came     The 

feet 
In  dewy  grasses  glistened ;    and  tl 

hair 
All   over  glance<l  with   dewdrop  < 

with  gem 
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5  iparkles  in  the  8t<nie  Aranturine. 
me  arm'd  him  in  blue  anns,  and 

nre  a  shield 
B  iSao,  and  thereon  the  morning 

itar.  910 

I  Gareth  silent   gazed  upon  the 

knight. 

0  stood  a  moment,  ere  his  horse 

was  brought, 
rrin^ ;  and  In  the  stream  beneath 

him  shone, 
ningled  with  hearen's  azure  waver- 

Ingly. 
f  gmy  pavilion  and  the  naked  feet, 
arms,  the  rosy  raiment,  and  the 

star. 

lien  she  that  watch'd  him  : '  Where- 
fore stare  ye  so  ? 

m  shmkest  in  thy  fear.  There  yet 
is  time ; 

e  down  the  valley  before  he  get  to 
hone. 

.0  will  cry  shame?  Thou  art  not 
knight  but  knave.'  920 

mid  Garrth  :  *  Damsel,  whether 
knave  or  kni^^ht, 

•  liefer  ha<l  I  fight  a  strorc  of  times 
in    hear    thee   so   nn'ssay   me   and 

rt'vile. 
r   wonis  were   best  for  him  who 

fights  for  thee; 
t  truly   foul   are  better,   for   they 

send 
U    strength   of    anijer    thro*    mine 

arms.  I  know 
it  1  shall  overthrow  him.' 

And  he  that  bore 
f*  star,  when  mo\mt<.»<l.  rru^\  from 

o'er  the  brid^ : 
kitchen-knave,  and  s<'nt  in  sc'orn  of 

me  I 
'h  fijrht  not  I.  but  answer  scorn  with 

sc^»rn.  030 

•  this  were  shame  to  do  him  further 

wrong 
\n  ^'t  him  on  his  feet,  and  takt-  hi^ 
horse 

1  arms,  and  so  return  him  to  the 

Kin^. 
ne.  therefore,  leave  thy  lady  litrhtly, 

knave. 
r>id ;  for  it  lieseemeth  not  a  knave 
ride  with  such  a  lady.' 


'  Dog,  thou  Heat ! 
I  spring  from  loftier  lineage  than  thine 

own.' 
He  spake ;  and  all  at  fiery  speed  the 

two 
Shock'd  on  the  central  bridge,  and 

either  spear 
Bent  but  not  brake,  and  either  knight 

at  once,  94c 

Hurl'd  as  a  stone  from  out  of  a  cata- 
pult 
Beyona  his  horse's  crupper  and  the 

bridge, 
Fell,  as  if  dead ;  but  quickly  rose  and 

drew. 
And  Gareth  lash'd  so  fiercely  with  his 

brand 
He  drave  his  enemy  backward  dowu 

the  bridge. 
The   damsel   crying,    'Well-stricken, 

kitchen-knave ! ' 
Till  Gareth's  shield  was  cloven ;  but 

one  stroke 
I^id  him  that  clove  it  grovelling  on 

the  ground. 

Thencri<Hl  the  fallen,  *Take  not  my 

life;  I  yield.' 
And  Gareth,  '  J::>o  this  damsel  ask  it  of 

me  9^ 

(J<Mxl  —  I  accord  it  easily  as  a  ijrac**.' 
She  reddening,  *  Insolent  s<Hiliifm  I     I 

of  thee  ? 
I  bound  to  thee  for  any  favor  ask'd  I ' 
'  Then  shall  he  <Ue.'   Ami  Gareth  there 

unlneiMl 
His  helmet  as  to  slav    him,   hut   she 

shriek'd. 
'  Be  not  "^o  haniy.  scullion.  a»*  to  slay 
One  nobler   than   thysi'lf.'     *  Dnni'^d, 

tliy  char^r<* 
Is    an    ahinjiuiini^    pleasure    to    me. 

Knight. 
Thy   life   is   thine   at    her   mmmand. 

Ari«' 
.Vnd  quickly  j>as.^  to  Arthur*'^  hjill.  and 

sjiy  ■/- 

His  kit<'hen  knave  hath  m-nt  tine     S<  e 

thou  rnivi' 
Ills  pardon    for   thy   hn»:ikin.r  of   U\< 
I  laws. 

'  Mys«*lf  when  I  n«turn  will  ph-ad  f«T 
I      *        thee. 
Thy  shield  is  mine — farew«ll  ;    and 

dam<«'l.  thou. 
Lead,  and  I  follow.' 
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And  fast  away  she  fled ; 
Then  when  he  came  upon  her,  spake : 

•Methought. 
Knave,  when  I  w^atch'd  thee  striking 

on  the  bridge. 
The  savor  of  thy  kitchen  came  upon 

me 
A  little  faintlier ;  but  the  wind  hath 

changed, 
I  scent  it  twenty-fold/    And  then  she 

sang,  970 

•**0  morning  star"  —  not  that   tall 

felon  there 
Whom  thou,  by  sorcery  or  unhappi- 

ness 
O^   some    device,   hast    foully   over- 
thrown, — 

'  "O  morning  star  that  sniilest  in  the  blue, 
Ofttar,  my  morn in;^ dream  hath  proven  true, 
Smile  sweetly,  thou!  my  love  hath  smiled 
on  me." 

*  But  tbou  begouc,  take  counsel,  and 
away. 

For  hard  bv  hire  is  one  that  /i^uartls  a 
ford  — 

The  second  brother  in  their  fool's  para- 
ble— 

Will  pay  tb(.*e  all  thy  wages,  and  to 
b(K)t.  980 

t'are  not  for  shame  :  tliou  art  not 
knight  but  knave.* 

To    whom    8ir    Garetb     answer'd. 

lauirhinirly : 
'Parables?     Hear   a   parable   of    the 

knave. 
"When  I  was  kitchen-knave  amoui^  the 

rest, 
Fierce  was  the  hearth,  and  one  of  my 

CO  mates 
OwnM  a  nniL^h  duir,  to  whom  lie  cast 

his  coat, 
"  Guard   it."  and  then*   was  none   to 

meddle  with  it. 
And  such  a  coat  art   tliou.  and  thcc 

the  Kin^ 
Gave  me   to   ju^uard,  and  such  a  doi: 

am  I, 
To   worry,    and    not    to   tlcx'  —  ami  — 

kni.irlit  or  knave  —  gr,<. 

The  knave  that  doth  thee  service  as 

full  kniL'"ht 
Is  all  a^  i:<)(m1.  nie<eems,  as  any  knight 
Towanl  thy  sister's  freeing.' 


'Ay,  Sir  Knave 
Ay,  knave,  because  thou  strikest  as  1 

knight. 
Being  but  knave,  I  hate  thee  all  tfai 

more.' 

'Fair  damsel,  you  should  worshi] 
me  the  more. 
That,  behig  but  ^ave,  I  tiirow  thini 
enemies.' 

'  Ay,  ay,'  she  said,  '  but  thou  shall 
meet  thy  match/ 

So  when  they  touch*d  the  secoM 

river-loop. 
Huge  on  a  huge  red  horse,  and  all  11 

mail  too 

Burnished  to  blinding,  shone  the  Noon 

day  Sun 
Beyond  a  raging  shallow.     As  if  th 

flower 
That  blows  a  globe  of  after  arrow 

lets 
Ten-thousand-fold  had  grown,  flash'i 

the  fierce  sliicld. 
All  sun  ;  and  Gareth's  eyes  had  flvinj 

blots 
Before  them  when  he    turn'd    fron 

watching  him. 
He  from  lK>yond  the  roaring  shallow 

roar'd, 
'  What    doest    thou,    brother,   in  in; 

marches  here  ? ' 
And  she  athwart  the  shallow  shrills 

again, 
'  Here  is  a  kitchen-knave  from  Arthur 

hall  icr 

Hath   overthrown    thy  brother,   au< 

hath  his  arms.' 
'  Ugh  ! '   cried  the  Sun,  and,  vizorin 

up  a  red 
And  cipher  face  of  rounded   foolisl 

ness. 
Pusird   horse  across  the  foamings  c 

th(?  foni. 
"Whom    Garetb   met  mid-stream :    n 

room  was  there 
For    laTice     or    toumev-skill.     Fqi 

strokes  they  struck 
With  sword,  and  these  were  mighty 

the  new  knight 
Had  fear  he  might  be  shamed  ;  but  1 

the  Sun 
Heaved  up  a  ponderous  arm  to  stril 

the  fifth, 
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tti  koof  of  hli  hacw  dipt  In  tbe 

fltNHB*  tllO  StMUO  low 

lltaoaBdedU  ud  the  Son  via  WMh'd 


TkBBQweth  laid  Ida  knee  athwart 
the  ford; 
Badiew  him  home ;  but  ha  that  foui^t 


AibdBf  all  bQoe-batter'd  on  the  rock, 
TMdedTand  Qareth  aent  him  to  the 


King. 


I  return  win  plead  for 


Ud,  and  I  follow/    QideU j  ahe  kd. 
'Bath  not  the  good  wind,  damael, 

changed  again  ?* 
*l|f  ,  not  a  point ;  nor  art  thou  Tlcior 


Here  Uaa  a  ridge  of  alateaomai  the 
ford;  lofo 

Bbhofae  tberaon  atumbled— ay,  for 
laawlt 

'  *'*0  autt**— not  thia  atrong  fool 
whom  thou.  Sir  KnnTe, 

Hmtft  oTcrthrowo  thro'  mere  unliappi- 
new  — 

*"Oftun,  that  wakeoent  all  to  UIm  or  pain, 
f>  moon,  thai  layert  all  to  ileep  again, 

«weetlr;  'twice  mr  lore  hath  umiled 


*Wbat  kooweat  thou  of  love-song 

or  of  love  f 
Xaj,  nay,  Qod  wot.  so  thou  wert  nobly 

bom. 
Thou  baat  a  pleaaant  presence.    Yea, 

perchance,  — 

*  "O  dcwr  flowerm  that  open  to  thr  nun, 
O  liewv  dowen  that  dose  when  day  in 

done.  1114 1 

BUw  ■wcctly :  twice  my  love  hath  imilni 
on  me.*' 

*  What  kooweat  thou  of  flowers,  ex- 

cept, belike. 
To  garnish  meata  with  ?  hnth  not  our 

good  King 
Who  lent  me  thee,  the  flf>wcr  of  kitch- 

emioro. 
A  foolish  love  for  flowers  ?  what  stick 

ye  round 
Tlie  paaty  t     wherewithal  deck  tbe 

hoar'ahead? 
Klowm  ?  nay,  the  1m  mr  hnth  msenm- 

rieaandbay. 


'  "O  bfads  that  waiUa  to  the  waanh 

O  birds  £it 
If 
on  ma." 


waible  as  tlio  day  goes  by, 
Sing  sweetly;  twles  my  love  fiath  sbbII 


M 

*  What  knoweat  thou  of  Mrda,  lar 

mavla,  merie, 
LinnetT  what  dream  ye  when  thi 

utter  forth 
Kay-muaic  growing  with  the  growh 

lig^t, 
Their  aweet  aun-worahlpf  theae  1 

for  the  anare — 
80  runa  thy  ftuK^— theae  be  f or  tl 

spit, 
Larding  and  beating.    See  thou  ha' 

not  now 
Larded  thy  laat,  except  thou  turn  ai 

fly.     . 
There  atanda  the  third  fool  of  thi 

allegory.' 

For  there  beyond  a  bridge  of  tret 

bow,  u 

All  in  a  roae-red  from  the  west,  and  1 
Naked  it  aeem'd,  and  glowing  in  tj 

broad 
Deep-dimpled  current  uodemcath,  tJ 

knight 
That  name<l  himself  the  Star  of  Eve 

ing  stood. 

And  Oareth,  •  Wherefore  waits  tl 

madnuin  there 
Naked  in  open  dayshine? '  '  Nay,*  si 

cried, 
'Not  naked,  only  wrapt  in  hanien 

skins 
That  flt  him  like  bis  own ;  and  so ; 

His  armor  off  him,  tbi>rie  will  turn  tl 
blatle.' 

Then  the  thinl  bn)tber  sluniU'd  o' 

the  brid)r<'.  *' 

•O  brother-Htar,  wbv  Khine  vc  here 

low  ? 
Thy  ward  is  hiph«T  up :  but  have ; 

slain 
The  dam^H^rrt  rlmnipion  ? '     and    tl 

dHiiiHi'l  ('rif<l: 

•  No  star  of  thinr.  but  shot   fm 

Arthur's  bcavt^n 
With    all    disaster    unto    thine    ai 
thee! 
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For  both  thy  younger  brethren  haye 

gone  down 
Before  this  youth ;  and  so  wilt  thou, 

Sir  Star. 
Art  thou  not  old  ? ' 

*  Old,  damsel,  old  and  hard. 
Old,  with  the  might  and  breath  of 

twenty  boys.' 
Said  Gareth,  *OId,  and  over-bold  in 

brag !  loSo 

But  that  same  strength  which  threw 

the  3Ioming  Star 
Can  throw  the  Evening.* 

Then  that  other  blew 
A  hard  and  deadly  note  upon  the  horn. 
•  Approach  and  arm  me  ! '  With  slow 

steps  from  out 
Ad  old    storm-beaten,  russet,  many- 

stain'd 
Pavilion,  forth  a  grizzled  damsel  came, 
And  arm*d    him    in  old  arms,   and 

brought  a  helm 
With  but  a  drj-in^  evergreen  for  crest. 
And  gave  a  shield  whereon  the  star  of 

even 
Half-tarnish'd  and  half-bright,  his  em- 
blem, shone.  1090 
But  when  it  glitter'd  o'er  the  saddle- 
bow, 
Thev  madlv  hurrd   tosrether  on   the 

bridire  ; 
And  Garctli  overthrew  him.  lighted, 

drew. 
There  met  liira  drawn,  and  overthrew 

him  airain. 
But  up  like  !ire  he  started  :  and  as  oft 
As  Gareth  brought  him  grovelling  on 

his  knees. 
So  many  a  time  he  vaulted  up  airain  : 
Till  Gareth  panted  hani,  and  his  gn?at 

heart. 
Foredooming  all   his  trouble  was   in 

vain. 
Labor 'd  within  him,  for  he  seem'd  as 

one  HOC 

That  all  in  later,  sadder  age  begins 
To  war  against  ill  uses  of  a  life. 
But  these  from  all  his  life  arise,  and 

cry, 
*Thou  hast  made  us  IorIs.  and  canst 

not  put  U-;  down  ! ' 
He  half  despairs;  so  Gareth  seem'd  to 

strike 


Vainly,  the  damsel  clamoriiig  a 

while, 
'  Well     done,     knave-knight, 

stricken,      O      good     ki 

knave — 
O  knave,  as  noble  as  any  of  al 

knights — 
Shame  me  not,  shame  me  not   I 

prophesied  — 
Strike,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  ' 

Round  — 
His  arms  are  old,  he  trusts  the 

en'd  skin  — 
Strike  —  strike —  the  wind  will  1 

change  again.' 
And  Gareth  h^tring  ever  stroi 

smote. 
And  hew*d  great  pieces  of  his  a 

off  him. 
But  lash'd  in  vain  against  the 

en'd  skin. 
And   could   not  wholly   bring 

under,  more 
Than    loud    Southwestems,    n 

ridge  on  ridge. 
The  buoy  that  rides  at  sea,  and 

and  springs 
For  ever ;  till  at  length  Sir  Ga; 

brand 
Clash'd  his,  and  brake  it  utterlv  t 

hilt. 
*  I   have  thee  now  ;  *   but  forth 

other  sprang, 
And,  all  unknightlike,  writhed  his 

arms 
Around  him,  till  he  felt,  despit 

mail, 
Strangled,  but  straining  even  his 

most 
Cast,  and  so  hurl'd  him  headlonj 

the  bridge 
;  Down  to  the  river,  sink  or  swim 

cried, 
'Lead,  and  I  follow.' 

But  the  damsel 
■;  *!  lead  no  longer;  ride  thou  a 
I  side ; 

Thou  art  the  kingliest  of  all  kit 
knaves. 

*  "  O  trefoil,  sparkling  on  the  miny 
O  rainbow  with  three  colors  after  rail 
Shine  sweetly  ;  thrice  my  love  bath  : 


on  me. 
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*8lr,  —and.  good  faith,  I  fain  had 

added— Knight, 
ktt  that  I  heaid  tnee  call  thjself  a 

knave, — 
huaed  am  I  that  I  so  rebuked,  re- 

Tiled. 
Hiid  thee.  Noble  I  am,  and  thought 

the  King 
koni'd  me  and  mine;  and  now  thy 

pardon,  friend, 
hr  thou  hast  ever  answer'd  courte- 

OUflljT. 

Ud  wholly  bold  thou  art,  and  meek 

withal 
it  aoT  of  Arthur's  best,  but,  being 

knave,  1140 

■st  maz'd  my  wit    I  marvel  what 

thou  art' 

'  Damsel,'  he  Said, '  you  be  not  all  to 

blame, 
iving  that  you  mistrusted  our  good 

King 
ould  handle  scorn,  or  yield  you,  ask- 
ing, one 
oC  fit  to  cope  your  quest.    You  said 

your  say  ; 
ine   answer   was    my    deed.     CkHxl 

sooth!     I  hold 
c  scarce  \a  knight,  yea  but  half-mun. 

nor  m«ft 
L>  tight  fur  gentle  damsfC'l,  he,  who 

letA 
is  hoart  l)C  stirr'd  witti  any  foolish 

beat 
t  any  gentle  damAern  waywanlnrss. 
[Uftm«'«l  ?  caire  not !  thv  foul  Miviiiir.H 

foa;;ht  for  nie  ;  1151 

n<i  si*eing  now  tliy  words  are  fair, 

met  h  inks 
here  rid«*s  no  kni/yrht.  not  Lancelot. 

his  j^reat  self. 
■dXh  fon'e  to  quell  inc.' 

Ni^h  up<»n  that  hour 
'hen  th<'  lone  hern  forgets  his  nidan- 

choly. 
fts  down  his  other  leir,  and  Htn-teh- 

ing  dR*ama 
f  >:«x^xlly  «»upiMT  in  tin*  distant  imh>|. 
h»'n  tum'd  the  nohle  daiiiHt  1  ^iiiiliii^; 

at  him, 
nd    told   him   of   a   cavern    hanl   at 

hand. 
Then*   h<vad  and   l>aken    meats   and 

good  red  wine  1160 


Of  Southland,  which  the  Lady  Lyo- 

nors 
Had  sent  her  coming  champion,  waited 

him. 

Anon    the^    past   a   narrow  comb 

wherein 
Were    slabs   of    rock   with   figures, 

knights  on  horse 
Sculptured,    and   deckt    in    slowly 

waning  hues. 
'  Sir  B^nave,  my  knight,  a  hermit  once 

was  here. 
Whose  holy  hand  hath  fashion'd  on 

the  rock 
The  war  of  Time  against  the  soul  of 

man. 
And  yon  four  fools  have  suck'd  theic 

allegory 
From  these  damp  walls,  and  taken  but 

the  form.  htc 

Know  ye  not  these  ?'  and  Garethlookt 

and  read  — 
In  letters  like  to  those  the  vexillary 
I  lath  left  cragcarven  o*er  the  stream* 

ing  Gelt  — 

•  PifospiioRrs.'   then    'Meridiks,'  — 

*HF>PKKrH'  — 

•  Nox  '  — *  M0R8.'  Inneath  five  figures, 
armed  nutn. 

Slab  after  slab,  tln-ir  faces  forward  all, 
An<l  runniniT  down  the  Soul,  a  shapti 

that  th'd 
With  broken  win^^s,  torn  niiment.  an<l 

lo<)st»  hair. 
For  hflp  and  shrltrr  to  the  hermit'.s 

eavf. 

•  Follow   the   facrs,    jin»i   we   find    it. 
Lo(»k. 

Who  coint's  behind  ?  *  nSu 

For  onr  —  drlay'd  jit  tir»*t 

j  Thro'    iH'lpinij:     hack    t!ie    di^locatiMi 

!  Kav 

To  ('anirh»t.  tlnn  !)V   \\  li:it   thtn-iftri 

•  hanetd. 

i  Th**  diiinsi'ls  h<:idi«>ni.'  irrnr  thr<''  th«' 

\^  innI      - 

Sir  I.;inc«l«»t.  hnxitii:  nwuih  fh*-  ri\rr- 

I  llMlpS       - 

His  hhn-  sliirld  liini>»  »<i\rr'd       softly 

dr«  w 
H»hin<l  th»'  twain,  and   wluu  In*  shw 
I  thr  *»t:ir 

<fleain.  nn  Sir  Ciareth's  turnini:  to  him 

eried. 
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'Stay,  felon  knight,  I  avenge  me  for 

my  friend.* 
Ajid  Gareth  crying  prick'd  against  the 

cry;  1190 

But  when  they  closed — in  a  moment 

—  at  one  touch 
Of  that  skill'd  spear,  the  wonder  of 

the  world  — 
Went  sliding  down  so  easily,  and  fell. 
That  when  he  found  the  grass  within 

his  hands 
He  lauffh'd.    The  laughter  jarr*d  upon 

Lynette. 
Harshly  slic  ask*d  him,  '  Shamed  and 

overthrown, 
And  tumbled  back  into  the  kitchen- 
knave, 
Why  laugh  ye  ?   that  ye  blew  your 

boast  in  vain  ? ' 
'  Nay,  noble  damsel,  but  that  I,  the  son 
Of  old  King  Lot  and  good  Queen  Belli- 

cent,  1200 

And  victor  of  the  bridges  and  the  ford. 
And  knight  of  Arthur,  here  lie  thrown 

by  whom 
I  know  not,  all  thro*  mere  unhappi- 

ness — 
Device  and  sorcery  and  unlmppincss — 
Out,  swonl :  we  arc  thrown  I*     And 

Lancelot  auswerd :  *  Prince, 
O  Gareth  —  thro'  the  mere  unhappi- 

ucss 
Of  one  wlio  came  to  help  thee,  not  to 

harm. 
Lancelot,  and  all  as  glad  to  find  thee 

whole 
As  on  the  dav  when  Arthur  knii;hte<i 

him/ 

Then  Gan'th:  'Thou  — Lancelot  :  — 
thine  the  hand  1210 

That  threw  me  ?  An  some  chance  to 
mar  the  boast 

Thy  brethren  of  thee  make  —  which 
could  not  chance  — 

Had  sent  th<*e  down  before  a  lessor 
spear. 

Shamed  had  I  luiMi,  and  sad  —  O  Lance- 
lot—thou  I' 

Whereat     the     maiden,     petulant : 

*  I>ancelot, 
Why  came  ve  not.  when  call'd  ?  and 

wlnTefore  now 
Come  ve.  not  call'd  if     1  gloried  in  my 

knave. 


Who  being  still  rebuked  would  answ 

still 
Courteous  as  any  knight  —  but  noi 

if  knight. 
The  marvel  dies,  and  leaves  me  toot 

and  trick*d,  is 

And  only  wondering  wherefore  phy' 

upon ; 
And  doubtful  whether  I  &nd  mine  b 

scom*d. 
Where   should   be   truth    if  not  ii 

Arthur's  hall. 
In  Arthur's  presence  ?  Knight,  knave 

prince  and  fool, 
I  hate  thee  and  forever.' 

And  Lancelot  said 
'Blessed  be  thou.  Sir  Gareth!  knigb 

art  thou 
To  the  King's  best  wish.     O  damad 

be  you  wise. 
To  call  him  shamed  who  is  but  ove 

thrown  ? 
Thrown  have  I  been,  nor  once,  hi 

many  a  time. 
Victor  fn>ni  vanquislfd  issues  at  tl 

last,  12 

And  overthrower    from   being  ove 

thrown. 
With  swon.1  we  have  not  striven,  at 

thy  goixl  horse 
And  thou  are  weary  ;  yet  not  less  I  fe 
Thv  manhood  thro'  that  wearied  lau< 

of  thine. 
Well  hast  thou  done;  for  all  the  strea 

is  freed, 
And  thfui  hast  wreak*d  his  justice  ( 

his  fiH^s, 
And  when  reviled  hast  answer'd  gr 

ciouslv. 
And  makest  merry  when  overthrow 

Prince,  knight. 
Hail,  kniirht  and  prince,  and  of  0 

Table  Round!' 

And  then  when  turning  to  Lynel 

he  told  I 

The  tale  of  Gareth.  petulantly  she  sai 

*  Ay,  w<ll  —  ay,  well  —  for  worse  tli 

beinir  fc^l'd 
Of  others,  is  to  fix)l  one's  self.    A  ca^ 
J^ir  Lancelot,  is  hard  by,  with  me: 
I  and  drinks 

j  And  forage  for  the  horse,  and  flint  1 
I  fire. 

Hut  all  about  it  flies  a  honeysuckle. 
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k,  tin  wa  find'    And  wliea  Ihey 

KNiglit  aiKl  found, 
Gifeta  dnnk  and  at«^  and  all  his 

Ufa 
*iatoriaep;  on  whom  tha  maiden 


alaep  be  thine  I  acNind  cauae  Id 

deep  naat  thou.  laso 

ihalnatjl    Seem  I  not  aa  tender  to 

him 
aaj  mother  t    A j,  but  luch  a  one 
■n  daj  loof  bath  rated  at  her  child, 
I   Text  hia  daj,  but  bleoea  him 

aaleep — 
id  loid,  hour  aweetljr  amella  the 

honejaockle 
the  hoili'd  night,  aa  if  the  world 


niter  peace,  and  lore^  and  gentle- 

ADoeloi,  Lancelot,'  —  and  ahe  clapt 

herhanda — 
in  nBerry  am  I  to  find  my  goodly 


bring  thee  back  to  do  the  battle 
with  him* 


Lniffht  and  noble.    See  now,  sworn 

nave  I,  ia6o 

e  yoo  black  felon  had  not  let  me 

paaB. 
ig  t 
rfth 
ua  an  thou  goeat,  he  will  flght  thee 

drat: 
lo  double  thee  victor  ?  so  will  my 

knight-knaTe 
■  the  full  flower  of  thisaocomplish- 

ment.' 

laid   Lancelot:    ' I'erad venture  he 

you  name 
y  know  my  shield.     Let  Gareth,  an 

he  wilfi 
ftoge  his  for  mine,  and  take  my 

charger,  fresli. 
t  to  be  spurred,  loving  the  battle 

as  well 
he  that  rides  him.'   *  I ^ncelot  like.' 

she  said,  mto 

ourteoua  in  this,  Jjord  Lancelot,  um 

hi  all' 

Ind    Gareth.    wakening,     fiercely 

clutch'd  the  fthiflci  : 
amp,  ye  lance-nplintering  lions,  on 

whom  all  s|N.*ara 
B  rotten  sticks!  ye  seem  agape  to 
I 


Tea,  ramp  and  roar  at  leaving  ot  youf 

lordt  — 
Care  not,  good  beaata,  so  well  I  care 

for  you. 

0  noble  Lanoelot^  from  my  hold  on 

theae 
Streama  Tiitue — Are— tluK/one  that 

will  not  shame 
Even  the  ahadow  of  Lancelot  under 

shiehL 
Hence;  letuaga' 

Silent  the  aflent  field 
They  traversed.    Arthur^a  Harp  tho' 

aummer-wan,  laSi 

In  counter  motion  to  the  douda,  al- 
lured 
The  glance  of  Gareth  dreaming  on  hIa 

liege. 
A  star  shot:  'Lo,'  said  Gareth,  'the 

foe  fallal' 
An  owl  whoopt:   'Hark  the  victor 

pealing  there  1 ' 
Stuldenly  she  that  rode  upon  hia  lefr 
Clung  to  the  shield  tliat  Lancelot  lent 

him,  crying : 
'  Yield,  yield  him  this  again ;  't  is  he 

miist  fight : 

1  curse  the  tongue  that  all  thro*  yes- 

terday 
Reviled  thee,  and  hath  wrought  on 

I^ncelot  now  la^o 

To  lend  thee  horse  and  shield.     Won* 

deni  ye  have  done. 
Miracles  ye  cannot     Here  is  glory 

enow 
In  havinj;  flung  the  three.     I  see  thee 

maim'd. 
Mangled  :  I  swear  tliuu  canst  not  tling 

the  fourth.' 

*And  wherefore.  daiuM*]?    tell   me 

all  ye  know. 
You  cnnnot  Acare  me ;  nor  rough  face. 

or  voir<». 
Brute  bulk  of  limb,  or  iKHindless  sav 

agerv 
Appal  lue  from  the  <iuc*st.* 

•  Xhv.  prin****.'  slie  cried, 
*  (Uy(\  wot.I  ni-vi'rliKik'd  iiiM»n  the  face, 
S'i'iii^  lie  neviT  ridfH  uliroad  by  day. 
But  wAtch'd  him  have  I  like  a  pban- 

t4)ni  \vnw  ijoi 

Chillinir  the  night ;  nor  have  I  heskrd 

the  voice. 
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Alwajs  he  made  his  moutbplece  of  a 

, page 

Wlio  came  and  went,  and  sUIl  reported 

him 
Am  dosing  in  hlnuelf  tJie  strength  of 

And  whoa  hie  anger  tare  hjm,  miM- 
eacring 

M&n,  woman,  lad,  and  girl  —  yea,  tiie 
soft  babe ! 

Some  hold  that  be  bath  awallow'd  In- 
fant flesh, 

ilonster  1  O  prince,  I  weut  for  lance- 
lot  first, 

The  quest  is  Lancelot's;  give  him 
back  the  shield.'  >ik> 

Bald  Gareth  laughing,  '  An  be  fight 


Thua — and  not  else  I ' 

But  LBDcelot  OD  him  urged 
All  the  devisings  of  their  ehivatry 
When  one  might  meet  a  mightier  ttian 

himself: 
How  best    to  manage   hone,   lance, 

sword,  and  shield. 
And  so  fill   ui>  the  gap  where  force 

might  fail 
With  skill  and  fineness.    Instant  were 

bis  words. 

Then  Gareth  :    '  Here  be  rulea      I 
know  but  one  — 
To  dash  against  mine  enemj,  and  to 


Then  for  a  space,  and  under  cloud 

tliat  RTew 
To  thimdcr-^toom  palling  all  stars, 

they  Tiidc 
In  convcme  till  she  made  her  palfrey 

halt. 
Lifted  an  arm.  and  softly  whUper'd, 

'There.' 
And  all  the  three  were  silent  seeing, 

pitch'd 
Beaidc  the  Castle  Perilous  on  fiat  fleld, 
A  huge  pavilion  like  a  mountain  peak 
Sunder  the  glooming  caimson  (»  the 

marge,  lue 


Black,  with  black 

black  liom 
Beside  it  banging . 

graspt. 
And  so.  before  tht 

Ulm, 
Bent  all  bis  heart  md 

the  horn. 
Edbo'd  Urn  w^ls;  %  Ugfet 

Came    lighH    and    U^M  aiV 

«giiinh«Uewi 
Whereon  were  lioUov  I 

anddowD  ^ 

And  mnffled  voioM  head,  nil 


I  MM; 
tboTvb: 


TiUhigb 

niB._ 
The  Lady  Ljronon  uta  «_ 
Beautiful  among  Uiftti,  a 

White  hands  and  court«ay. 

the  prince 
Three  tiroes  had  blown  — 

hush— atlaat — 
The  huge  pavilion  slowly  j 
Tbro'  thoae  black  foldings 

housed  therein. 
High  on  a  nlgh^black 

blai^anii% 
With  white  toeat. . 

ribe  of  Death. 
And  CTOwn'd  with  ^if^hlwH 

—some  ten  stepe— 
In  the  half-light — tbra'  the 

—advanced 
The  mouter.  and  than  p««ld,l 

apake  DO  word. 

But  Oareth   qwke  and  «&  h 

■  Pod,  for  thon  haat.  UM  w$t 

strength  of  ten. 
Canst  thou  not  tonat  the  Ita^ 

Ood  hatb  glTen, 
But  most,  to  m^«  the  tanortl 

more, 

thyael 
Of  that  wbicli  Ufa 

aadtbadod. 
Less  dull  than  thou.  wDl  Wl 

mantllDg  flowen 
As  If  fn  pftyt'    But  ha«i< 

woid; 
Which  set  the    honor  U^ 


■adtJ 
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'ltd|T  Lyonon  wrung  her  hindt 

tod  waplk  iffo 

faa'd  to  be  Om  Mde  of  Night 

aadDeeth; 
Onem  teed  pridded  beneslh  his 

d  efen  Sir  Leaoelot  thn/  hk  waim 

blood  felt 
I  elilln*  and  all  that  marfc'd  him 

wereei^iMl 

Al  onoe    Sir    Lancelocrs  charger 

deioely  nel^d, 
M  Death'a  dan  war-lione  bounded 

forward  with  him. 
ftan  tbow  that  did  not  blink  theter- 


hat  Death  waa  cast  to  ground,  and 

alow]|T  roae. 
•■t  whh  one  stroke  Sir  Gareth  split 

tbeskulL 
BUf  fell  to  right  and  half  to  left  and 

lay.  tiTo 

Then  with  a  stronger  buffet  he  clove 
the  helm 

As  throughlT  as  the  skull ;  and  out 
from  this 

Issued  the  bright  face  of  a  blooming 
b^ 

Fresh  as  a  flower  new-born,  and  cry- 
ing. •  Knight. 

Slay  me  not ;  my  three  brethren  bade 
me  do  it. 

To  make  a  horror  all  about  the  house, 

And  stay  the  world  from  Lady  Lyo- 


Tbey  never  dream'd  the  passes  would 

be  past' 
Answered  Sir  (3areth  mciously  to  one 
Slot  many  a  moon  hu  younger.  '  My 

fair  child.  ijSo 

What  marinem  made  thee  challenge 

the  chief  knight 
Of  Arthur's  hallf    'Fair  Sir.  they 

bade  me  do  it 
They  hate  the  King  and  Lancelot,  the 

Kini^s  friend : 
They  hoped  to  slay  him  somewhere  on 

the  stream. 
They  never  dream'd  the  passes  could 

bepaat* 

Then  sprang  the  happier  day  from 
mder  ground  ; 
Aad  htdj  LyoBors  and  her  house, 


And  revel  and  aong,  made  merry  o 

Death, 
As  being  after  all  their  foolish  fean 
And  honors  only  proven  a  bloomi 

bpy.  •  1 

So  large  mirth  lived,  and  Gareth  n 

the  quest 

And  he  that  told  the  tale  in  61 
timea 
Saya  that  Sir  Gareth  wedded  Lyonc 
But  he  that  told  it  htter  ssys  Lynel 
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Thb    brave    Geraint,    a   knight 

Aithuf^s  oourt 
A  tributary  prince  of  Devon,  one 
Of  that  grnt  Order  of  the  Ta 

Roiud. 
Had  married  Enid.  Yniol's  only  chi 
And  loved  her  aa  he  loved  the  light 

heaven. 
And  as  the  light  of  heaven  varies,  n 
At  sunrise,  now  at  sunset,  now 

night 
With  mcxHi  and  trembling  stars* 

loved  Geraint 
To  make  her  bt»ftut  v  vary  day  by  d 
In  crimsons  and  in  purples  and 

gema 
And  Enid,  but  to  please  her  husbao 

eye. 
Who  first  had  found  and  loved  he 

a  state 
Of  broken  fcjrtunos,  daily  fronted 
In  some  fresli  splendor ;  and  the  Qi 

hpraelf. 
Grateful  to  l^ncc  Geraint  for  si*' 

done. 
Loved  her,  an<i  often  with  her 

white  hands 
Array 'd  and  derk'd  her,  as  the  ' 

est. 
Next  after  hrr  own  self.  In  r 

court. 
And  Knid  love<l  the  Queen,  ar 

tnie  heart 
Adored  her.  an  the  Htateliest  ' 

Ix^st 
And  loveliest  <if  all  women  tip( 
And   sreinf(   them  so  tendiT 

close, 
Long  in  their  common  love 

Geraint 
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But  when  a  rumor  rose  about  the 

Queen; 
Touching  her  guilty  love  for  Lancelot, 
Tho'  yet  there  lived  no  proof,  nor  yet 

was  heard 
The  world's  loud  whisper  breaking 

into  storm. 
Not  less  Geraint  believed  it ;  and  there 

fell 
A  horror  on  him  lest  his  gentle  wife. 
Thro'  that  great  tenderness  for  Guine- 
vere, 30 
Had  suffer'd  or  should  suffer  any  taint 
In  nature.     Wherefore,  going  to  the 

King. 
He  made  this  pretext,  that  his  prince- 
dom lay 
Close  on  the  borders  of  a  territory 
Wherein  were  bandit  earls,  and  caitiff 

knights, 
Assassins,   and    all    flyers    from  the 

hand 
Of  Justice,  and  whatever  loathes  a 

law; 
And  therefore,  till  the  King  himself 

should  please 
To  cleanse  this  common  sewer  of  all 

his  realm, 
lie  craved  a  fair  permission  to  depart. 
And  there  defend  bis  marches.     And 

the  King  41 

Mused  for  a  little  on  his  plea,  but, 

last. 
Allowing  it,  the  prince  and  Enid  rode, 
And  fifty  knights  rode  with  them,  to 

the  shon^s 
Of  Severn,  and  they  past  to  their  own 

land  : 
Where,  thinking  that,  if  ever  yet  was 

wife 
True  to  her  lord,  mine  shall  be  so  to 

me. 
He  compass'd  her  with  sweet  obser- 
vances 
And  worship,  never  leaving  her,  and 

urew  49 

Forgetful  of  his  promise  to  the  Kiu^, 
Forsretful  of  the  falcon  and  the  hunt. 
Forgetful  of  the  tilt  and  tournament, 
Forgetful  of  his  ^'^lory  and  his  name, 
Forgetful   of   bis   princedom  and   its 

cares. 
And  this  forget  fulness  was  hateful  to 

her. 
^.nd  by  and  by  the  people,  when  they 

met 


In  twos  and  threes,  or  fuller 

nies. 
Began  to  scoff  and  jeer  and  hi 

him 
As  of  a  prince  whose  manhc 

all  gone. 
And  molten  down  in  mere  n: 

ness. 
And  this  she  gathered  from  1 

pie's  eyes ; 
This  too  the  women  who  atti 

head. 
To  please  her,  dwelling  on  his 

less  love. 
Told  Enid,  and  they  sadden'd 

more; 
And  day  bv  day  she  though 

Geraint, 
But  could  not  out  of  bashful  c 
While  he,  that  watch'd  her 

was  the  more 
Suspicious   that   her   nature 

taint. 

At  last,  it  chanced  that  on  a 

mom  — 
They  sleeping  each  by  eith 

new  sun 
Beat  thro'  the  blindless  case 

the  room. 
And  heated  the  strong  warrit 

dreams ; 
Who,  moving,  cast  the  coverl 
And  bared  the  knotted  colun: 

throat, 
The    massive    square    of    hi* 

breast, 
And    arms    on    which    the    i 

muscle  sloped, 
As  slopes  a  wild   brook  o'er 

stone, 
Running    too    vehemently    t< 

upon  it. 
And   Enid  woke  and  sat  be 

couch. 
Admiring  him,    and   thought 

herself, 
Was  ever  man  so  grandlv  1 

he  ? 
Then,  like  a  shadow,  past  the 

talk 
And  accusjition  of  uxoriousne 
Across  her  mind,  and,  bowi 

him, 
I>ow  to  her  own  heart  piteo 

said: 
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lie  bPOMt  ftnd  all-puiiHuil 

cause,  I  the  poor  cause  that 

jott,  sajing  all  your  force 
one? 

cause,  because  I  dare  not 
9k 
Um  wbat  I  think  and  what 

[  hale  that  he  should  linger 

lore  my  lord  and  not  his 
Be. 
had  I  gird  bis  harness  on 

I. 

irith  him  to  battle  and  stand 

h  his  mightf ul  hand  striking 

St  blows 

•  and  at  wrongera  of  the 

rid. 

r  were  I  laid  in  the  dark 

Ji, 

ig  any  more  his  noble  voioe. 
f  foklcd  more  in  these  dear 

w. 

end  from  the  high  light  in 

eyes,  loo 

i  my  lord  thro'  me  should 

'or  Miamo. 

bold,  aiui  could  I  so  stand 

ly  dear  lord  wounded  in  the 

3  pierced  to  d(>ath   b<'fore 

leeyes, 

not  dare  to  tell  him  what  I 

Ik. 

men  slur  him,  saying  hII  his 

into  men*  efTi'minary  ? 

far  that  I  am  no  true  wife !  * 

iwardly,  half   au<iib1v    she 
ke, 

itroog  passion  in  her  m:ule 
weep  no 

I  upon  his  ImMul  and  naked 
ist, 

»  awuke  him.  and  l>y  trretit 
chance 

but  fragments  of  her  LiU'r 
rd^ 

she  fear'd  Kh«>  wns  n^t  n 

t  WifCL 


And  then  he  thought,  *In  spite  of  aD 

my  cars, 
For  all  my  pain%  poor  man,  for  all 

my  pains, 
She  la  not  ftdthful  to  me,  and  I  see 

her 

Then,  tbxf  he  loTed  and  reverenced 

her  too  mudi 
To  dream  she  ooold  be  guU^  of  foul 

act,  lift 

Right  thro'  hia  manful  breast  darted 

tbspang 
That  makes  a  man,  in  the  aweet  face 

of  her 
Whom  he  lores  moat,  lonely  and  mla- 

eraUe. 
At  thia  he  huri*d  hia  huge  limba  out 

of  bed. 
And  shook  hia  drow^  aquire  awaka 

and  cried, 
*Hy  charger  and  her  palf^;'  then 

to  her, 
'  I  will  ride  forth  into  the  wikiemess, 
For,  tho'  it  seems  my  spurs  are  yet  to 

win, 
I  have  not  fallen  so  low  as  some  would 

wish. 
And   thou,   put   on   thy  worst  and 

meanest  dress  lyi 

And  ride  with  mo.'    And  Enid  ask'd, 

amazed, 
*If   Enid  errs,   let   Enid   learn   her 

fault' 
But  he.  *  I  charge  thee,  ask  not    but 

obey.* 
Then  she  lM*t hough t  her  of  a  faded 

silk. 
A  faded  mantle  and  a  faded  veil. 
And  moving  tr,wanl  a  ccdam  cabinet. 
Wherein  she  kept  them  folded  n-vrr 

ently 
With  spri^rsof  summer  laid  betw^fi 

the  folds. 
She  took  them,  and  array *d  h«Ts*'. 

Uierein. 
RememlRTing  when  first  he  came  or. 

her  »r 

Drest  in  that  dress,  ami  how  lie  lovtti 

lM«r  in  it. 
I  .Vnd  all   her  foolish  fears  aliout  tlie 

tirrss, 
.\iid  all  his  Journey  to  her.  as  himself 
'  llaii  told  her,  and  their  coming  to  the 
•  itiurt. 
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For  Arthur  on  the  Whitsuntide  be- 
fore 
Held    court   at   old   Caerleon    upon 

Usk. 
There  on  a  day,  he  sitting  high  in 

hall, 
Before  him  came  a  forester  of  Dean, 
Wet  from  the  woods,  with  notice  of  a 

hart 
Taller  than   all   his  fellows,   milky- 
white,  150 
First  seen  that  day;  these  things  he 

told  the  King. 
Then  the  good  Eling  gave  order  to  let 

blow 
His  horns  for  hunting  on  the  morrow 

mom. 
And  when  the  Queen  petition'd  for 

his  leave 
To  see  the  hunt,  allow'd  it  easily. 
80  with  the  morning  all  the  court 

were  gone. 
But    Guinevere    lay    late    into    the 

morn, 
Lost  in  sweet  dreams,  and  dreaming 

of  her  love 
For  Lancelot,   and    forgetful  of  the 

hunt, 
But  rose  at  last,  a  single  maiden  with 

her,  160 

Took    horse,    and    forded   Usk,   ami 

gain'd  the  wood ; 
There,   on    a    little    knoll  beside  it, 

stay'd 
Waiting  to  hoar  the  hounds,  but  heani 

instead 
A  sudden  sound  of  hoofs,  for  Prince 

Geraint, 
Late  also,    wearing  neither  hunting- 
dress 
Nor    weapon    save     a    golden-hilt ed 

brand. 
Came  (juickly  tlashing  thro'  the  shal- 
low ford 
Behind  them,  and  so  gallop'd  up  the 

knoll. 
A  purple  scarf,  at  cither  end  whereof 
There  swung  an  apple  of  the  purest 

jrold,  170 

Sway'd  round  about  him,  as  he  gal- 

lop'd  up 
To  join  them,  ^lancintr  like  a  drairon- 

rty 
In  summer  suit  and  silks  of  liolklay. 
»w  bow'd  the  tributary  prince,  and 

she. 


Sweetly  and  statdily,  and  with  a 

grace 
Of  womanhood  and  queenhood,  ai 

swer^d  him : 
'Late,    late,  8ir   Prince,'   she   aak 

'  later  than  we  I ' 
'Yea,    noble  Queen,'    he    answer'c 

*  and  so  late 
That  I  but  come  like  you  to  see  tli 

hunt. 
Not  johi  it.'    'Therefore  wait  wit 

me,'  she  said ;  i] 

*  For  on  this  little  knoll,  if  anywhen 
There  is  good  chance  that  we  sha 

hear  the  hounds : 
Here  often  they  break  covert  at  01 
feet.' 

And  while  they  listen'd  for  the  di 

tant  hunt, 
And  chiefly  for  the  baying  of  Cavall 
King    ArUiur's    hound     of    deepe 

mouth,  there  rode 
Full  slowly  by  a  knight,  lady,  an 

dwarf ; 
Whereof  the  dwarf  lagg'd  latest,  an 

the  knight 
Had  vizor  up,  and  show'd  a  youthfi 

face. 
Imperious,   and  of  haughtiest  linei 

ments.  u 

And   Guinevere,  not  mindful  of  h 

face 
In  the  King's  hall,  desired  his  nam< 

and  sent 
Her    maiden    to   demand    it   of   tt 

dwarf, 
Who  being  vicious,  old,  and  irritabh 
And  doubling  all  his  master's  vice  c 

pride. 
Made  answer  sharply  that  she  shoul 

not  know. 
•Then  will   I  ask  it  of  himself,'  si 

said. 

*  Nay,  by  my  faith,  thou  shalt  not 

cried  the  dwarf ; 
'  Thou  art  not  worthy  even  to  spea 

of  him :' 
And  when  she  put  her  horse  towai 

the  knight.  2 

Struck  at  her  with  his  whip,  and  si 

return'd 
Indignant    to    the    Queen ;    where; 

Geraint 
Exclaiming,  *  Surely  I  will  learn  tl 

name,' 
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Made  sharply  to  the  dwarf,  and  ask'd 

it  of  him, 
Who  uDHwer'd  an  before :  and  when 

thf  prince 
ibal  put  his  hontc  in  motion  towani 

the  knight. 
Stnii'k  at  him  with  his  whip,  and  cut 

hi^  cheek. 
The  prince's  blood  spirted   upon  tlie 

srarf, 
Dvf in^  it :  and  his  tjuick.  instinctive 

hand 
Ttught    at    the  hilt,   as  to    abolish 

him:  aio 

Ru:  hi\  from  hisexcc(*diug  nianfulness 
Aud  pun?  nobility  of  temiwranient, 
Writh  to  1k»  wroth  at  such  a  worm, 

refmin'd 
Fn»m  even  a  word,  and  so  returning 

said: 

'  I  will  avenge  this  insult,   noble 
yuecn, 
Diim.'  in  vour  maiden's  person  to  your- 

M-lf. 

Ar.d  I  will  tri<-k  this  vrnnin  tn  thrir 
K'»r   Th«»"    1    ridi*    unami'd.    I   do   imt 

•  iMUttt 

T"  rir.tl.at  si>m«*  place  I  shall  C'»in«'  at. 

On  I'lan.  •»r»lse  for  pledire;  and.  b«lnLr 
foJirid.  ..•■» 

Th'-ri  will  I  liirlit  him,  ami  will  bn-ak 
hi*  pri(i«'. 

Ami  "O  thi*  thinl   day  will  aL'aiu  1m* 

htTe. 

Si  th.it  I  !>••  not  fallen  in  liirht.    Fare 
w.ll.' 

•Farewell,     fair    priiici-.*    aii-^werM 

tie-  statrlv  (^iniii. 
iJ.  ppi'<|Hnei*i  ill  tliis  jiiuniev.  ;l■^  tu 
all  . 
Arnl  may  y«»u  liirlit  on  all  tliiiiLTs  Tlint 

y-m  li»vr. 
And  liv»'  to  well  with  Inr  wlnun  T'trHt 
\iiU  l"Ve. 

i?Tit  ♦r'   y«ni  wed  wirli  jiny,  l«riiiL'  y<iMr 

l»rid«'. 
And    I.   wt  r«'  hIi**    tin-   diri/liTi  i   i»f  :i 

kinj. 
V»-:i.  tb«»'  -he  wen*  a  !»•  L'lr.ir  fi'-m  lie 

h' I  lire. 
Will   ell  it  he   her   fur  her  liri«l:il-i  lik* 

the  sun.' 


And  Prince  Gcraint,  now  thinki 

that  he  heard 
The  noble  hart   at  bay,  now  the 

horn, 
A  little  vext  at  losing  of  the  hunt, 
A  little  at  the  vile  occasion,  nxle. 
Hy   ups    and    downs,    thro'  many 

grassy  glade 
And  valley,  with  fixt  eye  followi 

the  lhrc»e. 
At  last  they  issuini  fnjni  the  world 

wo<k1, 
And  climb'd   upon  a  fair  and  e\ 

ri<lge. 
And  show'd   themselves  against  1 

sky,  and  sank. 
And  thither  trame  (leraint,  and  und 

neath 
Beheld  the  long  street  of  a  little  to 
In  a  long  valley,  on  <jne  *«ide  where 
White  from  the  mason's  hand,  a  f 

tn*ss  ros«? ; 
And  on  one  side  a  castle  in  deeay. 
Beyond  a  bridge  that  spann'd  a  c 

niviiH*. 
And  on!   of  town  and  valley  eamt 

noise 
A**  of  a  bpKid  brook  o'er  a  «»hinirly  I 
Hniwlini:.  orlike  arlaniorof  tin-  nn 
At    distance,   ere    ihry    >etll<'  for  i 
I  ni«::ht. 

I 

And  nnward  to  tlie  fiirtr'<s  nxle  1 

thlri'. 

And  iiiti  rd.  and  were  lii-t  luliind  i 

\\;ilN. 
■  So,' ihuULrhl  (Iirainl    '1  li:»\  e  trml 

liiin  t«>  bin  I  :irtli 
,  And  di»wn  ihi-  jniiir  -iit't   ri«!in_r  w 
'    ^         rily. 
Ft»nii(l    i\rry  li.-.f.l   f';!'    mA   i\. 

'.\  In  n- 
Was  ii.ininiiT  l;i:d  t..li.-.t.    i'   :  vj-   1 

lii'-s 
And    liii<lliiii:    \\li'-'i'    ■■'    *   ■     \  »■ 

II   -    in:!--*'  r  «»    ii!  T:i'>r  .      i:.-:       *     -  .■  Ii 


II 


"  1  -  IV      '    . 


\\  )i  i'   ::;•   i:.-    :l..    ' 


••■■  .     ■    1 


'"  !i';.-'i   :iM   .irit  :• 


W  !    .    t-  :  !    I.  iM.    - 

^;i  i; '   •■\   !.  I  • 
Til-  M    I  I'Li;  .■       ;■  ■■■ 

(  liu:   . 
Who.    vliii^'in    \r.     ;1ji     il  ;»t\     sl-ipi 

Inani, 
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Went  sweating  umleroeath  &  snck  of 

Ask'd  yet  once  more  what  mGant  the 

hubbub  here  ? 
Who    anawer'd    gruffly,    "  Ugh  1    the 

9iaiTow-hawk  I ' 
iliug  further  poat  sn  armor- 
er's. 
Who,    with  back   lurii'd,  and  bow'd 

above  his  work, 
Sat  riveting  a  heimot  on  Uia  kii' 
Be  put  the   Bclfsame  query,  I 

Ifot  turning  round,  nor  looking  al 

Friend,  he  ttiatlalMtrBforthoapB 

Has  liltle  time  for  idle  rjueatio"' 
Whereat  Ocraint  flaeh'd  into  i 

'  A  tbouKUid  pips  eat  upyourBparrov, 

Tit*,  wrena,  and  all  wing'd  nothings 

peck  him  dead  1 
Ye  think  the  rustic  cackle  of  jour 

The  murmur  of  the  world !     What  Is 

3  wretched  set  of  sparrows,  one  and 
all, 

Who  pipe  of  nothing  but  of  sparrow- 
hawks  I 

Speak,  If  ye  be  not  like  the  rest,  hawk 

Where  can  I  get  me  harborage  for  tlie 

night  ? 
And   arms,    arms,   arms  to  fight  my 

Whereat    the    armorer     turning    all 

amazed 
And    seeing    one    so   gay   in    purple 

silks, 
Came  forward  witli  the  helmet  yet  in 

Andanswer'd;  '  Pardon  mo,  O  stranger 

We  hold   a  tourney  here   to-morrow 

And  there  is  suantly  time  for  half  the 

Arms  ?    truth  !    I  knon-   not ;  all  uri? 

wanted  here. 
Harborage  T  truth,  good  truth,  I  know 

not,  save,  S9<, 

[t  may  be,  at  Earl  Tniol's,  o'er  the 


Then  rode  Oeraiut,  a  UtUe  qi 

Across  the   bridge    that  ^WB 

dry  raviue. 
There  musing  sat  ttic  honS' 

tii«  iircBs  a  suit  ut  b»^  I 


fit  for  fcfutfi  of 

Uier,  fair  sou  1 '  tn  whnBOn* 
repllrd. 
icnd.  1  Bce^  a  tmrlnaifV  tr 

Yoiol,  'EntOTtlierrlnrMli 
take 
ilcnder  eM«rt«inDKa)tflfita-' 
rich,  now  poor,  but 

'  Thanks,    i  enemblt'    fr 

Oeniint ; 
'So  that  ye  do  not 

liawks 
For  siipp«r,  I  wfll  mtcr. 
With  all  tbct>Mrionof«i 


•I-" 


fast.' 
Then   Ngli'U   «iul   smilid  4$  ^ 

h^cd  uirl. 
And  answer'd,    ■Qnrtr 

yours  ia  mint-  , 

To  curse  this  hodgcrow  tUrf,  A>  ■ 

But  la.  go  (ti ;  foe 


Then  rrxta  6«mtnt  latft  te  > 
iliscliargn-  tmmptlnft  muT  ■f' 
Of    sprouted    thisUi^   on   Uw  M 

StOUCH, 

He  look'd  and  saw  that  alt  *■■' 

Here  stood  a  slinttrr'd  nrchwajpl 

with  fern  ; 
And  here  tud  ftdlen  «  gtf 

Whule,  like  ft  cr&e  that  ' 

the  cliff. 
And  llk«  a  cr»g  was  gay 


h7tkipr>*lltut 

wcntml  ,1. 

to  tlw  WD.  And  moDftlnuiji  Ivy- 

IbcgnXWiitlxdiliWnr  mirrA 

lM!irttUl*](illl1n|r  '■(  Uui  (tiuiM. 
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That   sings  so  delicately  clear,   and 

make 
Conjecture  of  the  plumage  and  the 

form, 
So  the  sweet  voice  of  Enid  moved 

Geraint, 
And  made  him  like  a  man  abroad  at 

morn 
When  first  the  liquid  not<;  beloved  of 

men 
Comes  flying  over  many  a  windy  wave 
To  Britain,  and  in  April  suddenly 
Breaks  from  a  coppice  gemm'd  with 

green  and  red, 
And  he  suspends  his  converse  with  a 

friend,  340 

Or  it  may  be  the  labor  of  his  hands. 
To  think  or  say,  *  There  is  the  night- 

in^e : ' 
So  fared  it  with  Geraint,  who  thought 

and  said, 
*  Here,  by  Grod's  grace,  is  the  one  voice 

for  me.' 

It  chanced  the  song  that  Enid  sang 
was  one 
Of  Fortune  and  her  wheel,  and  Enid 
sang : 

'Turn,    Fortune,   turn    thy    wheel,    and 

li.'WiT  the  proud; 
Turn  thy  wild  wheel  thm'  nuushinf,  ^tu^n, 

and  olouil : 
Thy   wheel  ami  thee   we  ntrither  love  nor 

hatt'. 

'Turn,  Fortune,  turn  thy  wh»'t-l  with 
•^niile  or  frown  ;  iy. 

With  that  wil-i  whi.-el  we  lt*)  not  up  »ir 
'hiwn  : 

(hir  li'iard  i-  little,  hut  our  hrari-  are  i:reat. 

*  Suiilr  ;i:i>l   wt.-  -niih*.  lh«' lonls  of  uianv 

!a:i.i^: 
Frown  ;i::il  \\>    »!i;i'.''.  th"   li-r'l-  <>f  «>ur  own 

:!a:i'i-: 
r<'!"  inaM  i-  iii;i!:  :i'.'l  !iia->t'.  r  •■♦  hi-  fai»'. 

'  Tiini.  tuMi  t:i\    wlh-.-!  .i!i"\  r   'A\r   -tariii:: 

I  row  ,1 ; 
Tin    uhr-i   ai '1    tlio.i    an-   -haii.»w<   in   ih»' 

(.'■.■ud : 
Thy  wlu'il  aii'l    th«<'    w.    iM-ither   low   :ii.r 

liat.-.' 

'Hark.  h\    tin.'  l»ir<r>  >oiiLr  vc  ]\\a\ 
l<-jini  lln'  lu-st.' 

t>aid  Yniol :   *  enter  quickly.'  Fhitcr 

in^*"  then,  3'^ 


Right  o'er  a  mount  of  newly-fall< 

stones. 
The   dusky -rafter'd    many  •cobweb 

hall. 
He  found  an  ancient  dame  in  dim  br 

cade: 
And  near  her,  like  a  bloaaom  rerme 

whit« 
That  lightlv  breaks  a  faded  flow€ 

sheath. 
Moved  the  fair  Enid,  all    in    fad< 

silk. 
Her  daughter.     In  a  moment  thoug! 

Geraint, 
'  Here,  by  God's  rood,  is  the  one  ma 

for  me.' 
But  none  spake  word  except  the  hoai 

earl: 
'  Enid,  the  good  knight's  horse  stant 

in  the  court ;  3 

Take  him  to  stall,  and  give  him  cor 

and  then 
Go  to  the  town  and  buy  us  flesh  ai 

wine: 
And  we  will  make  us  merry  as  i< 
j  may. 

Our  lu>anl  is  little,  but  our  hearts  ai 

great.' 


■        TV* 


lie  spake :  the  prince,  as  Enid  \m 

him,  fain 
To  follow,  strode  a  stride,  but  Ynii 

caught 
His  purple  scarf,  and  held,  and  Siii* 

*  Forlxrar! 
Ucst !  the  good  house,  tho*  ruin'd. ' 

my  son. 
Fjuliires  not  that   her  guest   shonl 

SLTve  himself.* 
And  reverencing  the  custom  of  tl 

hous<:'  3 

(Tcraiiit,  from  utter  courtosv,  forelKT 

So  F'.nid  tiK)k  his  charger  to  the  stui 
.Vn<l   after  went   her  way   across  tl 

briiiire. 
And  niK-ird  the  town,  and  while  tl 

prinee  and  earl 
V«  t  spnke  together,  came  again  wi 

A  \ '  •\itli  that,  following  with  a  costn 

bijie 
Til'-  nnans  of  goodly  welcome,  fle 

and  wine. 
Ami  l^nid  brought  sweet  cakes  to  mal 

theui  cheer, 
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i,  in  her  veil  enfolded,  manchei 

bread. 
1  then,  because  their  hall  must  also 

serve  390 

kitchen,  boil'd  the  flesh,  and  spreail 

the  boanl. 
1  tfUxxl  behind,  and  waited  on  the 

thrve. 
1,  seeing  her  so  sweet  and  service- 
able, 
lint  had  longing  in  him  evermore 
sloop  and   Kiss  the  lemler  little 

thumb 
U  crost  the  trencher  as  she  laid  it 

down. 
:  after  all  had  eaten,  then  Geraint. 
'  DOW  the  wine  made  HUtnmer  in  his 

veins, 
his  eye  rove  in  following,  or  rest 
Enid  at  her  lowly  handmaid -work, 
■r  here,  now  there,  about  the  dusky 

hall :  401 

■n  4udden]v  add  rest  the  hotirv  earl : 

Kiiir  host  au<l  earl.   I   pray   your 

♦*iiuri«"<y  : 
:^  spjiiTDW  Imwk.  what  is  hrV  t«ll 

tilt'  of  him. 
»  :»:i:n**  ?  hut  no.  iro<Ml  fiiith,  I  will 

wA.  Imv<'  it : 
r  if  hr  be  thr  kni;;ht  whom  Into  I 

saw 
!•   irjlo  that  new  fortn'ss  by  your 

titWIl, 

iit4>    from    tiK*  mason's  hand,  then 

havi*  1  swoni 
•m  his  own  lips  to  have  it  —  I  am 

'feniint 
I>fvon  —  for  this  mornini;  wh«*n 

\hv  i^Uf<'n  410 

[t  h*'T  own  maiden  to  di'maml  tjir 

nam*'. 
•  dwnrf.    a    vicious    un(l«T-<«l)ap<'n 

thing, 
iji-k  at  h«-r  with  his  whip,  and  <«li«- 

n-turn'd 
i^rnint  to  tli«*  (^u«'»n  .  arni  tlnri   I 

•won* 
»:   I   would  trark  thisf.iiritT  !••  hi^ 

hold. 
1    fi.'ht    and    f»r«"Jtk  hi^  prid*-.   an-l 

have  it  of  him. 
i  ftU  un.'irm'd  I  n^h-    tn>l  t)i>>  ij-ht 

to  find 
ai  in  your  town,  uh«T»-  .-til  thfui'-n 

arbinad; 


They  take  the  rustic  munnur  of  their 

bou  rg 
For  the  great  wave  that  echoes  round 

the  world.  43* 

They  would  not  hear  me  speak ;  but 

if  ye  know 
Where  I  can  light  on  arms,  or  if  your- 

st»lf 
Should  have  them,  tell  nu>,  seeing  I 

have  sworn 
That  I  will  bn>ak  his  pride  and  learn 

his  name. 
Avenging  this  great  insult  done  the 

Queen.' 

Then  cried  Yat\  Yniol :  *  Art  thou 
he  indeed. 
Geraint.  a  name  far-s4)unded  among 

men 
For  noble  deetls?  and  truly  I,  when 

first 

I  saw  you  moving  by  me  on  the  bridge, 

Felt  ye  were  somewhat,  yea,  ami  by 

your  state  430 

And  presence  iniirht  have  puessM  you 

one  of  thox' 
That  eat  in  .Vrthur's  hall  at  Cainelot. 
N(»r  speak  1  now  from  fiH»liv|i  flattery  ; 
i  For  this  <lear  ehild  hatli  often  heard 
nie  praise 
Your  feats  of  arms,  and  oftm  when  I 

pauM'tl 
Hath  ask'd  a^ain.  and  evrr  lovnl  to 

h«ar : 
Si>  LTatefid  is  the  noisr  of  nohh-  d«'ed«» 
I  To  noblf  Inart.s  wh«»  <«•<•  hut   ai't^  of 
I  wnJUL'. 

I  ().  never  yet  had  w<»n)an  sik  h  a  pair 
'Of   suitors  us   this  niaid«Mi  :    Iir^t    Li 
inniir>.  44 

.V  ereaturi' wliollv  L'iven  t'l  br;ivs  K  and 
'  '.vini-. 

I>rU[tk    rvi'll    win  M    In-    \S't"'l.    :ilpl    1m 

I  ill*  d«  ad 

1    know     lint.   l.Ut     lir    p  l~f    til    fie-  will 

lat.fl 
Till-  ^i-f..',d  \\  'i>.  \  -Mr  !'  -    •  ii'    -ji.r  r''A 

haw  k 
My    «!;r-"  .    iii'v     !  '  ]'}.•  '^        I     'A  .'.'.    :.'.! 

^tip  fmiM  I    \    1  :■-   ;{"   1   «  I'l  !i'  'p  i' 

1.. 
NN'li'-li  1  tlia!  kli'  'A    liilii  T|.!.i    ah'l  tur 

itefii»Ml    li«r    to   him.   then  liih    prid»- 
>  HWuke  ; 
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And  fliiice  the  proud  man  often  is  the 

mean. 
He  8ow*d  a  slander  hi  the  common 

ear,  45© 

AfDrming   that  his  father  left   him 

gold, 
And  in  my  charge,  which  was  not 

rendered  to  him ; 
Bribed  with  laree  promises  the  men 

who  served 
About  my  person,  the  more  easily 
Because  my  means  were  somewhat 

broken  into 
Thro'  open  doors  and  hospitality ; 
Raised  my  own  town  against  me  in 

the  night 
Before  my  £nid'sbirthday»  sack'd  my 

house; 
From  mine  own  earldom  foully  busted 

me; 
Built  that  new  fort  to  overawe  my 

friends,  460 

For  truly  there  are  those  who  love 

me  yet ; 
And  keeps  me  in  this  ruiDOUs  castle 

liere, 
"Where  doubtless  he  would  put  me 

sot)ri  to  death 
But  that  his  pride  too  much  despises 

me. 
And  I  myself  sometimes  despise  my- 
self : 
For  I  have  let  men  be  and  have  their 

way, 
Am  mueh  too  gentle,  have  not  used 

my  power  ; 
Nor  know  I  whether  I  be  very  base 
Or  very  manful,  whether  very  wise 
Or  very  f(X)Iish ;  only  this  I  know,  470 
That  whatsoever  evil  happen  to  me, 
I  seem  to  suffer  nothing;  heart  or  limb, 
But  can  endure  it  all  most  patiently.' 

'Well  said,  true  heart,'  n'plied  Ge- 

raini,  *  but  arms. 
That     if    the     sparrow  -  hawk,    this 

nephew,  fight 
In  next  day's  tourney  I  may  break  his 

pride.' 

And  Yniol  answer'd :  *  Arms,  in- 
de<'d,  but  ohl 

And  rustv,  old  and  rust  v.  Prince  Ge- 
mint, 

A.re  mine,  and  therefore,  at  thine  ask- 
in^',  thine. 


But  in  this  tournament  can  : 

tilt. 
Except  the  lady  he  loves  best  h 
Two  forks  are  fixt  into  the  1 

ground. 
And  over  these  is  placed  a  ailye 
And  over  that  a  golden  Bparcov 
The  prize  of  beauty  iFor  the 

there. 
And  this,  what  knight  aoere 

field 
Lays  claim  to  for  the  lady 

side. 
And  tilts  with  my  good  nephew 

upon. 
Who  being  apt  at  aims  and 

bone 
Has  ever  won  it  for  the  lad 

him. 
And  topplmg  over  all  antagoo 
Has  eam*d  himself  the  name  i 

row-hawk. 
But  thou,  that  hast  no  lady,  a 

fight.' 

To  whom    Geraint    with  c 

bright  replied, 
Leaning  a  little  toward  him 

leave ! 
Let  mf  lay  lance  in  rest,  O  nol 
For  this  dear  child,  because 

saw, 
Tho*  having  seen  all  beauties 

time, 
Xor  can  see  elsewhere,  anyt 

fair. 
And  if  I  fall  her  name  will  yet 
I'ntarnish'd  as  before ;  but  if  I 
80  aid  me  heaven  when  at  min 

most 
As  I  will  make  her  truly  n 

wife  1 ' 

Then,    howsoever  patient, 

heart 
I>anc(Kl  in  his  lx)som,  seeing 

days. 
Ami  looking  round  he  saw  n 

there  — 
Who  hearing  her  own  name  ha 

away  — 
But  that  old  dame,  to  whom  i 

derly 
And  fondling  all  her  hand  ir 

said: 
'  Mother,  a  maiden  is  a  tender 
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d  best  by  ber  tbat  bore  her  under- 
Htooa.  511 

•  tboa  to  rest,  but  ere  tbou  go  to 
rest 

U  her.  and  prove  her  heart  toward 
the  prince.' 

$0  spake  the  kindly-hearted  earl, 

and  she 
ith  frequent  smile  and  nod  depart- 
ing found, 
If  disarray'd    as  to  her  rest,   the 

Ifirl ; 
bom  first  she  kiss'd  on  cither  cheek, 

and  then 
Hther  shining  shoulder  laid  a  hand, 
d  kept  her  off  and  gazed  upon  her 

face, 
d  told  her  all  their  converse  in  the 

hall,  sao 

>Ting  her  heart     But  never  light 

and  sliade 
ur«.*d  one  another  more  on  open 

irround 
ofnth  a  tnuibled  heaven  than  rvd 

ami  p:ilp 
ri»H^  t?H*  fjK'f  of  Eiiitl  Iicarinir  htT  ; 
lil**  hIowIv  fiilliiiji:  as  Ji  scale   thai 

fall-*,  * 
ji-n  wrijrht  is  added  only  grain  by 

jmiin, 
^k  h<T  sweet  heati  upon  her  geiith- 

brwist ; 
r  »lid  she  lift  an  eye  nor  speak  a 

wonl. 
[•t  in  the  fear  an<l  in  tlie  wonder  of 

it. 
movinjr  without  answer  to  her  rest 
fi»iind  no  rest,  and  ever  fail'ii  to 

dntw  531 

■  4|iiiet  night  into  her  MoikI.   but 

lav 
i^*'mplHtii));  herown  unwortliiness ; 
1  when  the  pale  and   lil<MMl]rss  east 

iM'iTan 
<{ui<*ken    to   the   sun,    arose,    and 

nii.>M-<l 
r  mother   Uio,  and   luind   in   hand 

tlwy  raove<l 
nn  t«>the  m«iMlow  when-  tin*  j(»iists 

were  heM, 
t  wait«Ml  tliere  for  Yniol  and  (i«- 

raint 

kud  Uiither  mme  the  twain,  and 
wbrD  Ckraint 


Beheld    her  first   in   field,  awaiting 

him,  540 

He  felt,  were  she  the  prize  of  bodily 

force. 
Himself  beyond  the  rest  pushing  could 

move 
The  Chair  of  Idria     YnioVs  rusted 

arms 
Were  on  his  princely  person,  but  thro' 

these 
Prince-like   his  bearing  shone;    and 

errant  knights 
And  ladies  came,  and  by  and  by  the 

town 
Flow'd  in  and  settling  circled  all  the 

lists. 
And  there  they  fixt  the  forks  into  the 

ground, 
And  over  these  they  placed  the  silver 

wand. 
And  over  tliat  the  golden  sparrow- 
hawk,  sso 
Then  Yniol's  nephew,  after  trumpet 

blown. 
Spake  to  the  lady  with  him  and  pro- 

<'Iainrd. 
*  Ailvanee  and  take,  the  fain-st  of  the 

fair. 
What  I   tliese  two  years  past  have 

won  for  thee, 
The  prize  of  beauty.'     Loudly  spake 

the  prinix*. 
'  Forbejir  ;  tliere  is  a   worthier,'  and 

the  knight 
With  some  surprise  and  thrieeas  much 

disdain 
Turn'd.  and  Ix'held  the  ft)ur,  and  all 

his  face 
(tlow'd  like  the  heart  of  a  great  tire  at 

Yule, 
So  burnt  lie  was  with  pas>ion,  erying 

out,  5'-' 

'  Do  battle  for  it  then,'  no  nmre;  and 

thriee 
'I'Ik'V  claj-li'd  toi^rtlier.  and  thrieitlH  v 

brake  th«ir  ^^pt  :ir< 
Then    each.    di».h«»r';«ii    and    «lniwinL' 

la^iiM  at  each 
So  oft«'n  and  witli  .su<h  Mows  that  all 

tin*  cro\\«l 
WondcrM.    and    now    and    th«'n   from 

(li«-f:iMt  walN 
There  <  Miin*  a  clapping  a**  of  plnintoin 

hands. 
S»>  twin-  iht-y  fouirht.  and  t\\ic«'  they 

lip'athed,  and  still 
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The  dew  of  their  great  labor  and  the 

blood 
Of  their  strong  bodies,  flowing,  drain'd 

their  force. 
But  cither's  force    was  match'd  till 

Yniol's  cry,  570 

'  Remember  that  great  insult  done  the 

Queen,' 
IncreascKl  Greraint's,  who  heaved  his 

blade  aloft, 
And  crack'd  the  helmet  thro*,  and  bit 

the  bone, 
And  fcll'd  him,  and  set  foot  upon  his 

breast, 
And  said,  '  Thv  name?*    To  whom 

the  fallen  man 
Made  answer,  groaning  :  'Edym,  son 

of  Nudd  ! 
Ashamed  am  I  that  I  should  tell  it 

thee. 
My  pride  is  broken;  men  have  seen 

mv  fall.' 
*Then,  Kdyrn,  son  of  Nudd,'  replied 

G  era  int. 
'These  two  things  shalt  thou  do,  or 

else  thou  diost.  5S<-. 

First,  thou  thyself,  with  dams<.'l  and 

with  dwarf, 
^^halt  ride  to  Arthur's  court  and,  coni- 

ii)ii:  there, 
C'nive  pardon  for  that  insult  done  the 

Cjueen, 
And  shalt  abide  her  judgment  on  it; 

next. 
Thou  shalt  give  back  their  earldom  to 

thv  kin. 
These   two  thinirs  shall  thou  do,  or 

thou  .shalt  die.* 
And  Edyrn  answer'd,    *  These  things 

will  I  do. 
For  I  have  never  yet  been  overthrown. 
And   tliou  hast  overthrown  me,  and 

my  pride 
Is  broken  down,  for  Enid  sees  mv  fall  I' 
And   rising   up    he    rode   to   Arthur's 

<ourt.  5yi 

And  there  the  Queen  forirave  him  eas- 
ily. 
And,   beinir  younir,   he  changed  and 

came  to  loathe 
His  crime  of  traitor,  slowlv  drew  hini- 

st4f 
Bright  from  his  old  dark  life,  and  fell 

at  last 
In  the  gn^at  battle  lighting  for  the 

King. 


But  when  the  third  day  from  it 

hunting-mom 
Made  a  low  splendor  in  the  world,  bd 

wings 
Moved  in  lier  ivy,  Enid,  for  she  lay 
With  her  fair  head  in  the  dim-yelloi 

light,  61 

Among  the  dancing  shadows  of  tfa 

birds, 
Woke  and  bethought  her  of  her  pn 

mise  given 
Xo.  later  than  last  eve  to  Prince  G< 

raint  — 
So  bent  he  seem'd  on  going  the  thir 

day, 
He  would  not  leave  her  till  her  pn 

mise  given  — 
To  ride  with  him  this  morning  to  tb 

court, 
And    there  be  made  known  to  tb 

stately  Queen, 
And  there  be  wedded  with  all  cen 

monv. 
At  this  she  cast  her  eyes  upon  her  dres: 
And  thought  it  never  yet  had  lot)k* 

so  mean.  0, 

For  as  a  leaf  in  mid -November  is 
To  what  it  was  in  mid-October,  seem* 
The  dress  that  now  slie  look'd  on  t 

the  dress 
She  look'd  on  ere  the  coming  of  Gt 

mint. 
And  .^till  she  look'd,  and  still  the  tei 

ror  grew 
Of  that  stmnge  bright  and  dreadfi 

thing,  a  court. 
All  staring  at  her  in  her  faded  silk  : 
And  softly  to  her  own  sweet  heart  sh 

said: 

*This  noble  prince  who  won  on 

earldom  back, 
i  So  splendid  in  his  acts  and  his  attire. 
Sweet  heaven,  how  much  I  shall  dij 

credit  him  I  6: 

Would  he  could  tarry  with  us  hei 

awhile. 
But  being  so  beholden  to  the  prince. 
It  were  but  little  grace  in  any  of  us. 
Bent  as  he  seem'd  on  going  this  thir 

day. 
To  seek  a  second  favor  at  his  hands. 
Vet  if  he  could  but  tarry  a  day  or  twi 
Myself  would  work  eye  dim  and  fing« 

lame 
Far  liefer  than  so  much  discredit  him 
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Ki)r  wliilf  iIk'  iiiollipr  sliow'rt  It,  and 

tlK'  IW<I 

Vi'vTi'.  turniiii;  iinil  iiiimiriii!,'  U,  tin- 


Anil   Eoiil    fell   in  I'Uiging  Tor  r 

1  tiniifiril  iitiil  HowfT'd  with  golil.  i 

I'iMtIv  f.'ift  i  work 

'  Ikt  iKniii  nunlii-r.  pven  htr  uii  tin-    To  bi>t1i  appfnr'il  «>  tiwllv.  nw  ; 

iii;:lii  I  Thnt  Kd.vni'n  m.'ii  wi-r.-  .111  tli.iii 

htr  Ikt  birlliiliiv,  tlirif  mul  vi':ir»  iWv  flitl 

BL-'.  ■  ■  With  llttleww  fill.  ].-H.lstli.v  111 

l.:>i  uiu-lit  of  An:  wht'ii  myra  ^u-W.l  1  Wiiii  h  U-lnir  s.d.1  aii.l  »ilil  lm<i  I1 

liiiir  linii>»-  llwin  l>r>-iBl. 

od  Miitriril  iJI  thfV  tiud  to  nil  tlic-     Ami  tMvniM  1111-11  liu<l  iitujilil  Iti' 

wiihI*;  ■  I  il'i'-ir  iHiilil. 
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And  placed  them  in  this  ruin ;    and 

she  wish'd 
The  prince  had  found  her  in  her  an- 
cient home ; 
Then  let  her  fancy  flit  across  the  past, 
And  roam  the  goodly  places  that  she 

knew  ; 
And  last  bethought  her  how  she  used 

to  watch, 
Near  that  old  home,  a  pool  of  golden 

carp; 
And  one  was  patched  and  blurr'd  and 

lustreless 
Among  his  bumish'd  brethren  of  the 

pool ;  650 

And  half  asleep  she  made  comparison 
Of  that  and  these  to  her  own  faded  self 
And  the  gay  court,  and  fell  asleep 

again, 
And  dreamt  herself  was  such  a  faded 

form 
Among  her  bumish'd  sisters  of  the 

pool. 
But  this  was  in  the  garden  of  a  king. 
And  tho'  she  lay  dark  in  the  pool  she 

knew 
That  all  was  bright ;    that  all  about 

were  birds 
C)f  sunny  plume  in  gilded  trellis-work  ; 
That  all  the  turf  wasrieh  in  plots  that 

look'd  660 

Each  like  a  garnet  or  a  turkis  in  it : 
And  lonls  and  ladies  of  the  high  court 

went 
In  silver  tissue  talking  things  of  state  ; 
And  children  of  the  King  in  cloth  of 

gold 
Glanced   at    the  d(H>rs  or    ganiboVd 

down  the  walks. 
And  while   she   thouirht,   *Thev  will 

not  see  nie.'  came 
A   stately    queen   whos<?    name   was 

Guinevere. 
And  all  the  children  in  their  cloth  of 

gold 
Ran  to  her,  crving.  '  If  we  have  fish 

at  all 
Let   them   be  gold  ;   and   charge  tlie 

gardeners  nr)w  (.70 

To  pick  the  faded  creature  from  the 

pool. 
And  east  it  on  the  mixi-n  that  it  die,' 
And  therewithal  one  came  an«l  seized 

on  her, 
And   Enid  started  waking,   wirli    her 

heart 


All  overshadowed  by  the  foolish  dream 
And  lo  I  it  was  her  mother  CTaspinf  he 
To  get  her  well  awake ;  and  in  her  ban 
A  suit  of  bright  apparel,  which  she  laii 
Flat  on  the  couch,  and  spoke  ex  till 
ingly : 

*  See  here,  my  child,  how  fresh  th< 

colors  look,  68 

How  fast  they  hold,  like  colors  of  1 

shell 
That  keeps  the  wear  and  polish  of  thi 

wave. 
Why  not  ?    It  never  yet  was  worn, '. 

trow : 
Look  on  it,  child,  and  tell  me  if  yt 

know  it.* 

And  Enid  look'd,  but,  all  confusec 

at  first. 
Could  scarce  divide  it  from  her  foolisl 

dream. 
Tlien  suddenly  she  knew  it  and  re 

joiced. 
And  answer'd.  *  Yea,  I  know  it ;  youi 

gooil  gift, 
So  siully  lost  on  that  unhappy  nit'lit: 
Your  own  go<xi  gift  I '    *  "i  ea*  surely.' 

said  the  dame,  W 

'  And  gladly  given  again  this  happy 

morn. 
For  when  the  jousts  were  ended  yts 

terday, 
Went  Yniol  thro' the  town,  and  ever}- 

where 
He  found  the  sack  and  plunder  of  oui 

house 
All  scatterd  thro'  the  ho\ises  of  tbi 

town, 
And  gave  command   that  all  whicl 

once  was  ours 
Should  now  be  ours  again ;  and  y ester 

.eve. 
While  ye  were  talking  sweetly  wit! 

your  prince. 
Came  one  with  this  and  laid  it  in  mj 

hand. 
For  love  or  fear,  or  seeking  favor  o 

us,  70 

Because  we  have  our  earldom  bad 

again. 
And  v(»ster-eve  I  would  not  tell  voi 

■<>fit. 
Hut  kept    it  for  a  sweet   surprise  a 

morn. 
Yea,  truly  is  it  not  a  sweet  surprise  t 
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V I  HfMlf  QttwUlIiigly  hare  wom 
f  tided  suil^  M  you,  mj  dMi,  have 


il,  iMNmevar  jpttleiit,  Tnid  his. 
k  dnr,  he  loofc  me  from  a  goodlj 


lih  ilara  of  ridi  appaieU  sttmptiioot 

id  page,  and  maid,  and  tquire,  and 
aneechal,  7» 

id  paidme  holh  oC  h^wk  and  hound, 
andaU 

hit  araertaina  to  noUe  maintenance. 

•^  ana  lie  hrou^t  me  to  a  goodly 


it  ilaoe  our  fortune  iwerred  from 

son  toihade, 
id  all  thro'  tliat  young  traitor,  cruel 


i'd  OS.  but  abetter  time  hae 


idolheyoundf  in  thla^  that  better 

ilta 
ff  mended  fortunes  and  a  prince's 

bride; 
w  tho'  ye  won  tbo  prize  of  fairest 

fair, 
id  tbo*  I  heard  him  call  you  fairest 

fair,  7>o 

i  neTor  maiden  think.  bowc^viT  fair, 
e  is  not  fairer  in  new  clothes  than 

old. 
id  should  some  great  court-lady  say, 

the  prince 
ith  nickd  a  ragged -robin  from  the 

id  like  a  madman  brought  her  to 

the  court, 
im  were  ye  shamed,  ami.  worw. 

might  shame  the  prince 
>  whom  we  are  belH>lden;   but  I 

know, 
hen  my  dear  child  is  set  forth  at  her 

beet, 
lat  neither  court  nor  country,  tho' 

they  sought 
iro'  ail  the  provinces  like  thoAe  of  old 
mi  lighted  on  Queen  Esther,  has  her 

match.'  731 

Here  ceased  the  kindly  mother  out 

of  breath. 
id  Enid  listen'd  hri^ht^'ning  an  shv 

lay: 

aa  the  white  and  glittering  star 

oC  mora 


Ptfta  firom  a  bank  of  snow,  by  and  by 
Blips  into  golden  doud,  the  maiden 

rose, 
And  left  her  maiden  couch,  and  robed 

herself, 
Hdp^d  by  the  molhei'a  careful  hand 

and  eye. 
Without  a  ndrror,  in  the  gorgeooi 

gown; 
Who,  after.  tnra*dher  daughter  round, 

and  mid  7«d 

She  never  yet  had  seen  her  half  so  fUr ; 
And  call'd  her  like  that  maklen  in  the 

tale. 
Whom  Owydion  made  by  glamour  out 

of  ilowflta» 
And  sweeter  than  the  bride  of  OsislTe- 

laun, 
Flur,  forwhoee  love  the  Roman  Casar 

iirst 
InTsded  Britain :  '  But  we  beat  him 

badL, 
As  this  great  prince  iuTaded  us,  and 

we. 
Not  beat  him  back,  but  welcomed  him 

with  joy. 
And  I  can. scarcely  ride  with  you  to 

<*c)urt. 
For  old  am  I.  and  rough  tlie  ways  and 

wild ;  750 

But  Yniol  goes,  and  I  full  oft  shall 

dream 
I  see  mv  princess  as  I  see  her  now. 
Clothed  with  my  gift  and  f^ay  among 

the  gay.* 

But  while  the  women  thusn*]oiced, 

(feraint 
Woke  where  he  slept  in  the  lii^h  hall, 

and  call'd 
For  Enid,  and  when  Yniol  nuu\v  n'port 
Of  that  ir<Kxl  mother  nuikiiiir  Knid  piy 
In  such  Hp|Nin*l  as  miirht  well  hrsifiii 
His  printrHM,   or    indml    tin*   Matrly 

(^ui-t'n. 
lie  auRwcr  d :  *  Karl.  «'ntri:it  hi-r  by  niv 

lov«',  ji», 

Allwit  1  eivr  no  nii^m  Imt  my  wish. 
That  »1m*  ThU'  with   im-  \u  h«T  fiidnl 

silk.' 
Vniol  with  that  Imnl  hh'n^.il'*'  wt-nt;  it 

ffOl 
Like  tlawH  in   Mminirr  layini;   luMy 

com; 
For  Knid.  all  abaMliM.  Hh<>  kn<*w  not 

why. 
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Dared  not  to   glance  at  her  good 

mother^s  face. 
But  silently,  in  all  obedience, 
Her  mother  silent  too,  nor  helping 

her, 
Laid  fh>m  her  limbs  the  costly-broid- 

erd  gift. 
And  robed  them  in  her  ancient  suit 

again,  770 

And  so  descended.  Never  man  rejoiced 
More  tlian  Gcraint  to  greet  her  thus 

attired ; 
And  glancing  all  at  once  as  keenly  at 

her 
As  careful  robins  eye  the  delver's  toil. 
Made  her  cheek  bum  and  either  eyelid 

fall. 
But  rested  with  her  sweet  face  satis- 
fied; 
Then  seeing  cloud  upon  the  mother's 

brow. 
Her  by  both  hands  he  caught,  and 

sweetly  said : 

*  O  my  new  mother,  be  not  wroth  or 

grieved 
At  thy  new  son,  for  my  petition  to 

her.  780 

When  late  I  left  Caerleon,  our  great 

Queen, 
In  words  whose  echo  lasts,  they  were 

so  sweet, 
Made  promise  that,  whatever  bride  1 

brouglit, 
Herself  would  clothe  her  like  the  sun 

in  h(?aven. 
Tliereafter,  when  I  reach*d  this  ruin'd 

hall. 
Beholdinir  one  so  bright  in  dark  estate, 
I  vow'd  that,  could  I  gain  her,  our  fair 

Queen, 
No  hand  but  hers,  should  make  your 

Eui<l  burst 
Sunlike    from    cloud  —  and    likewise* 

thought  pcHiaps. 
That  service  done  so  graciously  would 

bind  ^ifi 

The  two  together;  fain  I  would  the 

two 
Should  love  each  other.   How  can  Knid 

tiiid 
A  nobler  friend  ?    Another  thought 

was  mine : 
I  came  among  you  lu-re  so  suddenly 
That  tho*  her  gentle  presence  at  the 

]JSt3 


lOgbt  wen  have  Berved  for  proof  tl 

I  was  loved, 
I  doubted  whether  daughter's  tend 

ness. 
Or  easy  native,  might  not  let  haelf 
Be  moulded  by  your  wishes  for  1 

weal; 
Or  whether  some  false  sense  in  1 

own  self 
Of  m^  contrasting  brightness  overtx 
Her  fancy  dwelling  in  this  dusky  hi 
And  such  a  sense  might  make  her  kx 

for  court 
And  all  its  perilous  glories;  sad 

thought, 
That  could  I  someway  prove  sudi  fon 

in  her 
Link*d  with  such  love  for  me  that  1 

a  word. 
No  reason  given  her,  she  could  ci 

aside 
A  splendor  dear  towmnen.  new  to  he 
And  therefore  dearer :  or  if  not  90  ne^ 
Yet  therefore  tenfold  dearer  by  tl 

power  1 

Of  intermitted  usage ;  then  I  felt 
That  I  could  rest,  a  rock  in  ebbs  a] 

flows, 
Fixt  on  her  faith.    Now,  therefore, 

do  rest, 
A  prophet  certain  of  my  prophecy, 
That  never  shadow  01  mistrust  c 

cross 
Between  us.   Grant  me  pardon  for  i 

thoughts : 
And  for  my  strange  petition  I  1* 

make* 
Amends  hereafter  bv  some  gaudy -dii 
When  your  fair  child  shall  wear  yc 

costly  gift 
Beside  your  own  warm  hearth,  wii 

oil  her  knees. 
Who  knows  ?  anotlier  gift  of  the  hi 

God, 
Which,  maybe,  shall  have  leam'd 

lisp  you  thanks.' 

He  spoke;  the  mother  smiled,  I 

half  in  tears. 
Then    brought  a  mantle   down  a 

wrapt  her  in  it. 
And  daspt  and  kiss'd  her,  and  tl 

rode  away. 

Now  thrice  that  morning  Guinev 
had  dimb'd 
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e  (dant   tower,  from  whose  high 

crest,  they  aay. 
■n  Mw  the  j^oodly  hills  of  SomerHCt, 
td  white  sails  tlying  on  the  yellow 

sea: 
it  not  to  goodly  hill  or  yellow  hch  830 
ok'd  th<*  fair  Queeu  but  up  the  \i\W. 

of  Usk. 
'  the  flat  meadow,  till  siic  saw  them 

come; 
id  then  descemling  met  them  at  the 

gates, 
ihraced  her  with  all  welcome  as  a 

frifD<!. 
d   did   her  honor  as  the  prince's 

bride, 
i  cIottie<1  her  for  her  liridals  like 

the  sun ; 
i  all  that  week  was  old  Caerleon 

'  by  the  hands  of  Dubric,  the  high 

saint. 
•T    twain   wiTe   wrtidf<l    with    all 

eiTemnnv. 


lIi«J    fliin    wus   on    the    last     vrar*** 

* 

Wliir^iiiitjdf.  "4  • 

Kr:i«l  tv»r  k«*pt  tin*  fadeti  silk. 
:j«:ijh»Tiiiir   how   lir»»t    h«*  <aiii»'  «ni 

lit-r 
-«•:   in  ttnit  iln-S'*.  ami  hf»\v  In*  li»\«il 

h'T  in  it. 
!    a'l    h»T   fiHilish    ft-ars    ah- nit    tIi«- 

:    i.l   hJH   iminiry    TusNapl    in  r.    ;f< 

i  !  •!  1  bt-r,  and  tht-ir  MiniiuL:  to  tli** 
'■•►urt, 

.n'l  ii«»w  this  morning  \\\i*u  h*  "^ai*! 

:-►  h'  r. 
i' i.ii  vitiirwor'^t  ariil  rma!i«  -t  'Ip^-^.' 

•*!)«•  fiiiind 
1 1' « «k  it.  an'l  arra  v'«l  li»r<*'.  t"  f  li-nin 


Groping,  how  many,  until  we  piu»  and 

reach 
That  other  where  we  see  as  we  are 

seen ! 

80  fan^d  it  with  Geraint,  who  issu- 
ing forth 
That  morning,  when  they  both  had  got 

to  horst*. 
Perhaps  bei.*ause  he  loved  heriN&ssion 

atelv,  tr 

And  felt  that  t<>mpe.st  bnNxling  round 

his  heart 
Which,  if  he  spoke  at  all,  would  bnak 

I)erforce 
Upon  a  head  so  dear  in  thunder,  snid  : 
*Not  at  my  Mv.     I  charge  thee  ride 

be  fori*. 
Ever  a  gcxMl  way  (»n  bef(»n» ;  and  this 
I  charge  thee,  on  thy  duty  as  a  wif«'. 
Whatever  hap[M'nH.  not  tos|M'ak  tome, 
No,  not  a  won! ! '  anil  Knid  was  aghast ; 
Ami  forth  th«-v  hkIc,  but  m-'anre  thn-i' 

paci*H  on, 
When  rrviiiL'  out.  *  KtTeniinute  ns  I  am. 
1  will  ii<»t  ti:jht  my  way  with  uiide<l 

ariii'^.  21 

All  >liall  1»:  ipni : '  he  1<>«k«i1  h  ini«:hty 

|nir^i-. 
IIniii:  at  his  iM-lt,  and  hutl'd  it  loWHnl 

t!i»-  sij-iin-. 
Np  lie- lie^t  ^\.:h\  ih'it  Kni<i  ha<i  ••[  li>*iii<' 
\\  ■I'*  all  ilw  inarlil*-  Jhn -li'-l'l  Ma-liifiL'. 

-tni\N  M 
WIMi   L''»I'l   a?i«l   -'-at'i  r  <!  ••••iii:ii'«-,  aiil 

ill*'  -^n'lir'- 
('liatiiii'  |ji'  -li«»':Mir      TIj*  !i  h-    «rii<i 

aj:i!ii 

''r..;ii.-  ■aim-'"  iimI  i:!i:-i  i-  .i'!:-  /•\'>Mi 

Ui'-  M  ».  k- 
TliPi*  ^^  h!'  li  li'    !■  I'l'    li*  :    '•   1  ;  i..iij  '.n. 

II.'  ■.    |-  »  • 
'I"ii<-    III  iJ>  li-  -     I     1    »■■■    !■  I     :  •   .'.  .  .r.*'    : 

Ir   i  I- 

<  »r  i".  -■'  :i':.:-   ■■■If-  .  ■■    :    I 


«;ki{aint  anu  iMi> 


.ft  I  .     . '    . 


•t  HIiI.IM»  ran-  of  II. ^-  T  iS.'    !.i- 
■■*  ::..»-iy  aiij'-fi.:    .-  i*  *'    ■•■•:■  :i     .' 
f  fijf  ii   l:f»-|'irjj  :r  :'■..• 

••■lV«*. 

takuiir  tru«*  Tt  fi!-*      r  '1!  • 

ine : 
r»r.  thro'  the  f«.«»-bl»-  !  a  :..•:.•  ■  i  tiii- 

work! 


i:-  . 


■A  p.:./ 
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For  he  was  e^er  saying  to  hlmselt 

'  O,  I  that  wasted  time  to  tend  upon 
her, 

To  compass  her  with  sweet  observ- 
ances, 

To  dress  her  beautifully  and  keep  her 
true* —  40 

And  there  he  broke  the  sentence  in  his 
heart 

Abruptly,  as  a  man  upon  his  tongue 

Uay  break  it  when  his  passion  masters 
him. 

And  she  was  ever  praying  the  sweet 
heavens 

To  save  her  dear  lord  whole  from  any 
wound. 

And  ever  in  her  mind  she  cast  about 

For  that  unnoticed  failing  in  her- 
self 

Which  made  him  look  so  cloudy  and 
so  cold; 

Tin  the  great  plover's  human  whistle 
amazed 

Iler  heart,  and  glancing  round  the 
waste  she  fear' d  50 

In  every  wavering  brake  an  ambus- 
cade ; 

Then  thought  again,  *  If  there  be  such 
in  me, 

I  might  amend  it  by  the  grace  of  Hea- 
ven, 

If  he  would  only  speak  and  tell  me  of 
it' 

But  when  the  fourth  part  of  the  day 

was  gone. 
Then  Enid  was  aware  of  three  tall 

knights 
On  horseback,  wholly  ami'd,  behind  a 

rock 
In  shadow,  waiting  for  them,  caitiffs 

all: 
And  heard  one  crying  to  his  fellow, 

*  Look, 
Here  comes  a  laggard  hanging  down 

his  head,  60 

Who  seems  no  bolder  than  a  beaten 

hound  : 
Come,  we  will  slav  him  and  will  have 

his  horse 
And  armor,  and  his  damsel  shall  be 

ours.* 

Then  Enid  ponder'd  in  her  heart, 
and  said : 
7  will  go  back  a  little  to  my  lord, 


And  I  wiU  ten  him  aU  tteir 

talk; 
For,   be  he  wroth  even  to  s 

me, 
Far  Uefer  by  his  dear  hand  had 
Than  that  my  lord  shouhl  auili 

or  shame.' 

Then  she  went  back  aome  pt 

return, 
Met  his  fuU  frown  timidly  Br 

said : 
*My  lord,  I  saw  three  bandits  1 

rock 
Waitinff  to  fall  on  you,  and 

them  boast 
That  they  would  slay  you,  an 

sees  your  hone 
And  armor,  and  your  damsel  i 

be  theirs.' 

He  made  a  wrathful  answer : 

I  wish 
Your  warning  or  your  silence 

command 
I  laid  upon  you.  not  to  speak  to 
And  tlius  ye  keep  it !     Well 

look  —  for  now. 
Whether  ye  wish  me  victorj' 

feat. 
Long  for  my  life  or  hunger  f* 

death. 
Yourself  shall  see  my  vigor  ; 

lost.' 

Then  Enid  waited  pale  and  8( 

ful. 
And  down  upon  him  bare  the  ' 

three. 
And  at  the  midmost  charging,  ] 

Geraint 
Drave  the  long  spear  a  cubit  tb 

breast 
And  out  beyond ;  and  then  a 

his  brace 
Of    comnides,    each    of    whon 

broken  on  him 
A  lance  that  splinter'd  like  an  i< 
Swung  from  his  brand  a  windy 
I  out 

Once,   twice,   to  right,   to  left 

stunn'd  the  twain 
:  Or  slew  them,  and  dismounting, 

man 
That  skins  the  wild  beast  afte 

ing  him, 
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Ip*  fliroiii  tte  time  dead  woItm  of 

wooMUi  bom 
■  tira  gay  inlti  of  umor  which 

i kttbe bodiflt  lie.  but  bound  tiia 


on  tiieir  honei,  eftchoo  Moh, 
iltied  ttio  bftdloreins  of  nU  tiie 


rrthflr,  and   mid  to  her,  'DrlTe 

than  on 
on  joo;'    and  die  droTe  them 

thrar  the  waale. 


bfoUov'd  nearer;  ruth  began  to 


liaat  hia  anger  in  him,  while  he 
watdi*d^ 

'  ^*^(.lM  l^y^^  I'M^  in  all  the 
wond, 

di  dtOcoltj  in  mild  obedience 

HngttMmon.    He  fdn  had  spoken 

to  her, 
I  looaed  in  words  of  sudden  tire 

the  wrath 
I  smouldered  wrong  that  burnt  him 

all  within  : 
evermore   it   secm'd    an  eafder 

thing 
once  without  romorse  to  strike  her 

dead 
tn  to  cry  'Halt/  and  to  her  own 

bright  face  no 

tiae  her  of  the  least  immodesty  : 
i  thus  tongue-tied,  it  made  him 

wroth  the  more 
it  she  could  speak  whom  his  own 

ear  had  heard 
I  herself  false,  and  suffering  thus 

be  made 
lUtes  an  age ;  but  in  scarce  longi^r 

time 
tfi  at  Caerlcon  the  full  tided  Usk. 
ore  he  turn  to  fall  aeawani  sf^ln. 
laea,  dkl  Enid,  kecplnir  watch,  be- 

hoM 
the  first  shallow  sharle  of  a  (l<M*p 

wood, 
ore  a  gloom  of  Htubborn-shaftf^i 

oaks.  ijo 

Te  other  horsemen  waiting.  whoUv 

armd, 
ereof  one  seem'd  far  larf^T  tlmii 

her  lord. 
I  shook  tier  pulses,  crying.  '  Uiok. 

npriae! 


Three  hovaaa  and  three  goodly  ioita  of 

ama^ 
And  an  In  chaige  of  whom  ?  a  giri  1 

set  on.' 
'Kaj/  said  the  aeoood,  'yonder  cornea 

a  knight' 
The  third, '  A  omTen ;  how  he  hanga 

hiaheadi' 
The  giant  aaiwor^d  merrily,  'Tea, 

IratoneT 
Walt  here,  and  when  he  passsi  hM 

upon  html' 

And  Bnid  pondei^d  in  her  heart  and 

'  I  win  aMde  the  ooodng  of  my  laid. 
And  I  wiU  ten  hfan  aU  ihelr  Tinalny. 
Mylordla  weanrwith  thefl^  befora, 
And  they  win  (aU  npoQ  him  una warea. 
I  needs  mnat  diiobay  him  for  Ida 


good: 
ahoidd 


How  ahoidd  I  date  ob^  him  to  hia 

ham? 
Needs  must  I  apeak,  and  thoT  he  kUl 

me  for  it. 
I  saye  a  life  dearer  to  me  tlmn  mine.' 

And  she  abode  his  codling,  and  said 

to  him 
With  timid  firmness,  '  Ha^e  I  leave  to 

speak  T '  i4» 

He  said,  '  Ye  Uke  it,  speaUng,'  and 

she  spoke : 

'  There  lurk  three  yillains  yonder  in 

the  wood. 
And  each  of  them  is  wholly  arm'd, 

and  one 
Is  largerlimb'd   than  you  are.  and 

they  say 
That  they  will  fall  upon  you  while  ye 

pass.' 

To  which  he  Aung  a  wrathful  an- 
Rwer  bwk  : 
*  Ami  if  there  were  an  hundred  in  tlie 

W(M)d. 

!  Ami   every   man    wt-re    lark'erlimb'd 

thiin  I. 
'  Anil  all  ut  om-e  nlinuM  Hiilty  out  upon 

I    (twfur  it    virMiM   not    nifllir  me  nrj 
i  mui'li  ISO 

A**  you   that   not   otify   miv      Stand 
[  asidf. 

1  Auil  if  I  fall,  cleave  tu  the  better  mau.' 
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And   Knid  stoxl  aside  to  wait  tht-  And  lx>uud  them  on  their  horses,  eac 

event.  on  each. 

Xot  dare  t(»  watch  the  combat,  only  And  tied  the  bridle-roiiis  of  all  ih 

breatlie.                                            !  tliree 

Short  rtts  of  prayer,  at  every  stroke  a  To^a-ther,   and    said  to  her,    *  Drir 

breath.  themou 

And  he  she  dreaded  most  bare  down  ,  Hefon>  you,'  and  she  drove  them  thrc 

upon  liini.                                       |  the  woixl. 
Aim'd   at  the   hehu.  his  huice  err'd  ■ 

but  Geraint's.  He  follow'd  nearer  still.     The  paii 

A  little  in  the  late  encounter  straiuM,  she  had 

Stniek  thrn"  the  bulky  bandit's  corse-  To  keep  them  in  the  wild  ways  of  th 

li't  lionn*,  wood. 

And  then  bnike  short,  and  down  his  Two  sets  of  three  laden  with  jinglini 

enemy  roll'd.                             ito  arms. 

And  there  lay  still;   as  he  that  tells  Toirether,  serveii  a  little  to  disedge 

the  tale  The  sharpness  of  that  pain  about  he 

Saw  once  a  jrn»at  piece  of  a  jiromon-  heart :                                       19 

tory.  And  tiny  themselves,  like   creature: 

That  had  a  siiplinir  ,i;rowinir  on  it.  slide  jrently  bom 

From  thelonL'-sliore-elitT's  windy  walls  lUii  into  bad  hands  fallen,  and  nows( 

to  the  bench.  loni^ 

And  there  lie  still,  ruul  yet  the  s;ii)linir  Hy  bandits  irrcxtni'd.  prick'd  thefrligbi 


L^rew  ; 


ears,  and  felt 


So  lay  thf  man  lran<li.\r.     His  i-ravtii     lb  rlow  tirm  vt»ice  and  tender  go  verii 

uient. 

So  thro*   thi»   "freen   gloom  of  tlK 

wikhI  they  past. 
And  i>suinL'  uuihT  open  heavens  be 

h.ld" 
A    little    tt.wn    with   towers,   upon  J 

ri»ek. 
And  elnsi-  iH'neath,  a  meadow  gemliki 

tha>»il 
In  Tin-  binwii  wild,  and  mowers  mow 

iniT  in  it : 
Aiul  il"\\n  a  nvky  pathway  from  tb 

place  J.: 

TlHTr  lanu"  a  fair-hair'd  vouth.  that  1 

his  hand 
r)a?«'    \itt\ial   for   the    mowers:    an 

(Jcraint 
Mad  y.i'.h  airaiii  on  Knid  lool\in^  puU 
Till  :i.  Hi' Ainu  'h.jwnward  to  the  inri 

ii--\\  irr- Mind. 


pair 
(>f  (■<.>iura«li  s   inakinir  sli-wlicr  at  tin* 

prine*'. 
\\'h«Mi    nuw    tiny    '^aw  thfir  bulwark 

t'allcn.  "^liiod  : 
(hi     \\hnni    ihi-    \irtiir,    t(>   cniifnund 

iheiii  ni"H'. 
Spurr'd  wirh  lii>.  !•  rrible  war  cry  :   f<»r 

a*^  •>ii".  !" 

Thai  lisU'n<  Ml  ar  a  iinrenl   ni'iunlaiii 

brill  lU. 
All  ihro"  Tin   i  ja>;h  of  tin- ih  ar«-aJ:irai-; 

li».':ir< 
Tin-  ilrunimiiiir  ihuii'li-r  of  tin.'  hucer 

lal! 
At   di>fan<i',   wcri'    the    >'>liii"r<  wnnl 

T-)  hi-ar 
HIn  \..:cc   ill    '■ati;.'.  a::  1    !'■     k-iKli.ii 

l»y  ii. 
Aii'l    l''-!iii!i    ^':.r-ii.    lii^i-    ;ii.i:    fai-^i 

I'-iir  will'  ■  .I'ii'l 


Fl\  :i!^.  !'.:!, '>\.  I  ::i!n' :i.  .ii-.-.l  ih*  (i«."h     Ih-,  ^\lll■^   th»'  fair-haifd  vouth  cam 
Thiiii-^'lvi  •-  \\-.i\  W!  -jjlil  .Ii!  iMaJ:V   a!!  I'V  liiiM.  said. 

iti::'T.  :  r.  •  rr'.r..l.  li  t  lur  eat  ;  the  damsel  is  s 

faili^' 
'1  i:ii(  ■•:!       <I.:.i;;.;.      il:>ni(»i;iin'ii_i.        Via.   \v:lli?i::lv.'  replied  the  vt")uth 


pii  k"il    'll'-  1  y\- 


'  a':(1  Jlmu. 


Tluil  jil-:. -Ill  iiiiii  1m>v  .iinl  drew  tV.Mii     My    ii-rd.   lat    also,   tho*    the    fare 


?!!■■-.•  df.-i'l  \\-'!\ 


t  *» 


•  ■i  ''AV^i  . 


T\u.\v  ilir-e  L'-.iv  siiiis  ;»i"  armor,  caeli    And  fu\y  inert  for  mowers  ; '  then  s< 
from  earh,  ■  i.lown 


1  dbnoimtliiK  "n  t 

I    pMM.   ttsil    I 


And  -  li»y.'  <wlil 

tiul  lake 
A  hgnw  uul  un 

Uu-U-nt.' 
Hil    rnJdriilnx    111   vilmulty 


u  tor  giHwtlon  i 


■  Yr   will  ■ 

Lk'-  II  u  fm  gilt,  llion,' 
'  Nut  Kiwttlaa ;  Ui  loyarlt  ui 


efcOM* 

i 
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While  your  ij^ood  damsel  rests,  return 

and  leich 
Fresh  victual  for  these  mowers  of  our 

earl ; 
For  these  are  his,  and  all  the  field  is 

his, 
And  I  myself  am  his ;  and  I  will  tell 

him 
How  great  a  man  thou  art    He  loves 

to  know 
When  men  of  mark  are  in  his  territory ; 
And  he  will  have  thee  to  his  palace 

here,  230 

And    serve   thee   costlier  than  with 

mowers*  fare.* 

Then  said  Geraint :  '  I  wish  no  bet- 
ter fare; 

I  never  ate  with  angrier  appetite 

Than  when  I  left  your  mowers  dinner- 
less. 

And  into  no  earl's  palace  will  I  go. 

I  know,  Qod  knows,  too  much  of  pal- 
aces ! 

And  if  he  want  me,  let  him  come  to 
me. 

Hut  hire  us  some  fair  chamber  for  the 
uiijlit, 

And  stiillin/j:  for  the  horses,  and  return 

With  victual  for  tliese  men,  and  let  us 
know.'  240 

*  Yea,  my  kind  lord,*  said  the  glad 
youth,  and  went. 
Held  his  head  high,  and  thought  him- 
self a  knight, 
And  up  the  rocky  pathway  disappear'd. 
Leading  tlie  horse,  and  they  were  left 
alone. 

But  when  the  prince  had  brought 

his  ernmt  eyes 
Home  from  the  rock,  sidewavs  he  let 

tliem  glance 
At  Enid,  where  :>he  drcx)pt.     His  own 

false  (loom, 
Tliat  shadow  of  mistrust  should  yever 

(TOnS 

Betwixt  tlieni.  came  upon  him,  and  he 

sigh'd  ; 
Then  with  anotlier  humorous  ruth  re- 

mark'd  250 

The  lusty  mowers  laborinir  dinnerless. 
And    watchM    the   sun  blaze   on    the 

turninir  Sv-vthe. 
And  after  nodded  sleepily  in  the  heat. 


But  she,  remembering  her 

hall. 
And  all  the  windy  clamor  < 
About  her  hollow  turret,  { 


There  growing  longest  bj 

(low's  edge. 
And  into  many  a  listless  an 
Now  over,  now  beneatJi  h< 

ring. 
Wove  and  imwo^e  it,  till  1 

tiuu'd 
And  told  them  of  a  chamb< 

went; 
Where,  after  saying  to  her. 
Call  for  the  woman  of  th( 

which    ' 
She  answer'd,  *  Thanks,  m; 

two  remain*d 
Apart  by  all  the  chamber's 

mute 
As  creatures  voiceless  thr 

of  birth. 
Or  two  wild  men    supple 

shield, 
Painted,  who  stare  at  open 

glance 
The  one  at  other,  parted  b} 

On  a  sudden,  many  a  '< 

the  street, 
And  heel  against  the  pave 

ing,  burst 
Their  drowse  ;  and  either  si 

the  door, 
Push'd  from  without,  drav 

to  tlie  wall, 
And  midmost  of  a  rout  of 
Femininely  fair  and  dissoli 
Her  suitor  in  old  years  bef 
Enter'd,  the  wild   lord  of 

Limours. 
He  moving  \ip  with  pliant 
Greeted  Geniint  full  face,  1 

In  the  mid -warmth  of  w< 

graspt  hand. 
Found  Enid  with  the  come 
And  knew  her  sitting  sad  a 
Til  en    cried    Geraint    for 

go<xily  cheer 
To   feed  the  sudden  guest, 

tuously. 
Accordinir  to  his  fashion,  b; 
Call    in    what   men   socve 

friends. 
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d  ttmat  with  these  in  houor  of  their 

«arl ; 
jid  aire  doI  fur  ttie  cost ;  the  cost  is 

mine.' 

And  wine  and  food  were  brought, 

and  Earl  Limoure 
ink  till  he  Jested  with  all  ease,  and 

told  »jo 

K  tales,  and   took  the  wonl  and 

play'd  upon  it, 
d  made  it  of  two  colors ;  for  his 

talk, 
ben  wine  ami  fn>e  companions  kin- 
dled him, 
IS  wont  to  glance  and  sparkle  like 

a  gem 
flftj  facets;  thus   he  moved   the 

prince 
laughter  and  his  comrades  to  ap- 
plause, 
ro  when  the  prince  was  merry,  tisk'd 

Limours, 
t^ur  leave,   my    loni,   to  cross  tlie 

niom,  and  s])tnik 
y-Hir  ifixxl  dains4*1  llu'W.  who  sils 

apart, 
«l    •*'i-ins  s<)    Iniu'Iy?'     'My    fr»f  ; 

Ifave."  hi*  said  :  3.^ 

•-t  h'T  ttj  '^pciik  ;  she  (loth  not  >>iM'ak 

to  nie.* 
1:1  P>s#'  IJiuiHirs.  aiiii  lookinir  at  hi- 

f«-»-t. 
if  him  whotrifs  tin*  brid^*-  In*  fi-nr.s 

mav  fail. 
«*it  a'^d  runif*  noar,  lifted    adoriii*: 

ev<»s, 
•r'd  at  her  side  and  iitter'd  whis]M'r- 

ingly: 

Enkl,  the  pilf>t  star  of  my  l«»nc  lif«». 
id.  mv  earlv  and  mv  only  Io\»\ 
[d,  the  loss  of  whom  hath  tiiru'd  me 

wiM- 
lAi  chancf'  is  this?  h<>w  ih  it   I  scr 

y«>u  hen*  T 
ar»-  in  my  powrr  at.  last,  arc  in  rny 

I»i.wi-r  31 

:  f»-ar  me  not  ;   I  tail  miiw  onx'Ii  vll' 

wild. 
:  k«'«*p  n  toiicli  «)f  swrrt  livility 
'••  in  the  hwirt  of  wa^ti-  ajiii  wilMrr 

n«-v*. 
Iiouirlit.  but  that  yulir  t:iTh<  r  caiiH 

U'tw#M'n. 
'unuer  days  you  saw  me  favorably . 


And  if  it  were  so  do  not  keep  it  back. 
Make   me    a   little   hap[)ier ;  let  me 

know  it. 
Owe  you  me  nothing  for  a  life  half- 
lost? 
Yea,  yea.  the  whole  dear  debt  of  all 

YOU  are. 
And,  Enid,  you  and  he,  I  see   with 

joy,  3  JO 

Ye  sit  apart,  you  do  not  s|M'ak  to  him. 
You  c(mie  with  no  attendance,  [Hige 

or  maid. 
To  serve  vou  —  doth  he  love  vou  as  of 

ohf? 
For,   call   it    lovers'    (piarrels,  yet  I 

know 
Tlio'  men  may  bicker  with  the  things 

they  love. 
They  would  not  make  them  laughable 

in  all  eyes. 
Xot  while  they  loved  them  ;  and  your 

wret<'he<l  dn'ss, 
A  wretched  insult  on  you.   dumbly 

siHtiks 
Your  st«)rv.  that  this  man  lovrs  vou 

no  more. 
Your  braiit  V  i>  no  brant  v  t«»  him  now. 
A  ronnnon  chann*  --ritrhl  wi-il  I  know 

it  --  |»all«l  —  ?^i 

For  I  know  men  ;  nor  will  w  win  him 

ba<k. 
F<>r  tin*  man's  lov<*  nnir  l'oih-  never 

Hut  Ihti'  is  (Uie  \n1ii»  li»ve»'  von  as  of 

old: 
With  n»«»n'  exe«r«linLr  |»;i>Hiun  than  (»f 

nhl. 
(fOo<l.  spf-ak   thr   u«»rd.   my  followers 

t'iU'j:  him  roiuni 
III"  »ii!'^  iinarniM  :    I  h«'I<l  a  IiML''T  up; 
Thi'V  unibr>tan«l.     Na\.  I  iI'Mm!  inran 

bloitit  : 
Nt»r  n'-«  d  \r  l«»i.k  >«•  s«:iri  -1  at  what  I 

My  inali"'-  i-^  ii<»  ili  <  )••  r  'In!!  .1  tnoat, 
Nm  sfrnfi'jir  than   a   wall.       TIh  n-   i- 

thi-  keep  :  ,| 

n«-  .shiV  ii  't  I  :•  >--  u-^  ni'-ri   ;   -jH.ik  but 

t  h'-  w  i-til 
i  >r  >\»  :\k  it  II-  t  ,  b'jt  •!,.  ,,  ].y  lliin  that 

m.l'b*  Ml'- 

TIm*  i'Im-  tn.r   l-<vir  wli'Mi.    \i<ii  i-\er 

I  will  iirikf  ii-'itt  :ill  tip-  pM\\ .  r  I  havi- 
( ).    paid"!)   nif !    thi-    nia4i]ie^<->  itf   that 
hour 
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When  first  I  parted  from  thee  mo^es 
me  yet.' 

At  this  the  tender  sound  of  his  own 

voice 
And  sweet  self-pity,  or  the  fancy  of  it. 
Made  his  eye  moist ;  hut  Enid  feared 

his  eyes,  350 

Moist  as  they  were,  wine-heated  from 

the  feast. 
And  answer*d  with  such  craft  as  women 

use, 
QuiltY  or  guiltless,  to  stave  off  a  chance 
That  oreaKs  upon  them  perilously,  and 

said: 

'  Earl,  if  you  love  me  as  in  former 
years, 

And  do  not  practise  on  me,  come  with 
mom, 

And  snatch  me  from  him  as  by  vio- 
lence. 

Leave  nie  to-night ;  I  am  weary  to  the 
death.' 

Low  at  leave-taking,  with  his  brau- 

dish'd  plume 
Bnishing  his  instep,   bow'd  the  all- 

amorous  earl,  360 

And  the  stout  prince  bade  him  a  loud 

good-night. 
He  moving  homeward  babbled  to  his 

men. 
How  Eniil  never  loved  a  man  but  him, 
Nor  cared  a  broken  egg-shell  for  her 

lonl. 

But  Enid  left  alone  with  Prince  Ge- 

rnint. 
Debating    his    conmiand    of    silence 

given. 
And  that  slio  now  i)erforce  must  vio- 
late it. 
Held  commune  with  herself,  and  while 

she  held 
He  fell  asleep,  and  Knid  had  no  heart 
To  wake   him.    but  hung  o'er  him, 

wholly  pleased  370 

To  find  him  yet  unwounded  after  fight. 
And    hear    him    breathing    low    and 

equally. 
Anon  she  rose  and.  stepping  lightly, 

heap'd 
The  pieces  of  his  armor  in  one  place, 
All    to   be    there  against    a    sudden 

need; 


Then  doied  awhile  henell,  bat^  ofi 

toU*d 
By  that  day's  grief  and  tnvd,  ei 

more 
Seem'd  catchhig  at  a  Tootleas  the 

and  then 
Went  slipping  down  horrible  pn 

pices. 
And  strongly  striking  out  her  lin 

awoke ; 
Then  thought  she  heard  the  wild  c 

at  the  door, 
With  all  his  rout  of  random  f611ow< 
Sound  on  a  dreadful  trumpet,  n 

moninff  her ; 
Which  was  uie  red  cock  shooting 

the  light. 
As  the  gray  dawn  stole  o'er  the  de 

world 
And  glimmered  on  his  armor  in 

room. 
And  once  a^ain  she  rose  to  look  at 
But  touch*d  it  unawares;  jangling, 

casque 
Fell,  and  he  started  up  and  starec 

her. 
'  Then  breaking  his  command  of  silc 
I  given. 

She  told  him  all  that  Earl  Limours 
I  said. 

Except  the  passage  that  he  loved 
i  not; 

Nor  left  untold  the  craft  herself 

used. 
But  ended  with  apology  so  sweet. 
Low -spoken,  and  of  so  Jew  words, 
I  seem'd 

So  justified  bv  that  nccessitv. 
!  That  tho'  he  thought,  *  Was'it  for : 

she  wept 
'  In  Devon  ? '  he  but  gave  a  wratl 
I  groan, 

Saying.  *  Your  sweet  faces  make  g 

fellows  fools 
And  traitors.     Call  the  host  and 

him  bring 
Charger  and  palfrey.*    So  she  gli 

out 
Among  the  heavy  breathings  of 

house. 
And  like  a  household  spirit  at  the  \^ 
Beat,  till  she  woke  the  sleepers, 

return'd ; 
Then  tending  her  rough  lord,  the 

unask'd, 
I  In  silence,  did  him  service  as  a  squ 
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MImdng  annU  he  foond  Ifae  lioft 

■ndcried, 
^  wriwing.  Maid  ?'  and  ere  he 

kunftit  "lUw 

and  their  armon ;' end  the 


Idem^  hooeifc,  aoawer^d  In  amaze, 
f  lordp  laeaioe  hare  apent  the  worth 

I  wffl  be  aU  the  wealthier/ Mid  Uie 


llheatoEnid.  'Forward I  and  to- 

■vge  TOO,  Enid,  more  eqwdally, 
aa  tfaing  loerer  je  may  hear,  or 


Sncj — tho^  I  ooont  it  of  small  uae 
rhaiyi  yoa — tiiat  yeepeak  not  but 

kad  Enid  anawer^d  s  'Yea,  mj  lord, 

IkDOW 

ir  wfah  and  would  obey ;  but,  rid- 

inallrrt, 
tar  the  violent  threats  you  do  not 

hear,  420 

» the  danger  which  you  cannot  see. 
m  not  to  gi^e  you  wamiug,  that 

seems  hard, 
DOst  beyond  me ;  yet  I  would  obey.' 

Tea  80/  said  he, '  do  it ;  be  not  too 


Led  firam  the  tenltory  of  .fslae  Umoun 
To  the  waste  earidom  of  another  earl, 
Doonn,  wliom  his  shaking  Tassals 

call'd  the  BnU, 
Went  Enid  with  her  sullen  follower 

on.  440 

Once  she  look'd  back,  and  when  she 

saw  him  ride 
More  near  by  many  a  rood  than  yester- 


ingthat  ye  are  wedded  to  a  man, 
t  all  miamated  with   a   yawning 

down, 
t  one  with  arms  to  guard  bis  heud 

and  yours, 
th  eyes  to  And  you  out  however  far. 
d  ears  to  hear  you   even  in  Iiis 

dreama' 

flth  that  he  tum*d  ami  lookM  as 

iu9en]y  at  her  4jo 

careful  robins  eye  the  d elver's  toil : 
1  that  within  tier  wliich  a  wnnton 

fool 
hasty  Jodger  would  liave  callM  her 

guflt 
ie  her  cheek  bum  uiid  either  evclid 

fall  I 

1  Ckraint  look'd  und  wa<«  w^  satis 

fled. 

forward   by    a  way  which. 
beaten  broad. 


It  wellnigh  made  her  dieerful;  till 

Geraint, 
WaTing  an  angry  hand  aa  who  should 

*  Te  watch  me,'  sadden'd  all  her  heart 

again. 
But  while  Uie  sun  yet  beat  a  dewy 

blade, 
The  sound  of  many  a  heaTily-ga]l<^ing 

hoof 
Smote  on  her  ear,  and  turning  round 

she  saw 
Dust,  and  the  pointa  of  lances  bidser 

in  it. 
Then,  not  to  disober  her  lord's  behest, 
And  yet  to  give  him  warning,  for  he 

rcxle  4s> 

As  if  he  heard  not,  moving  back  she 

hehl 
Her  flnger  up,  and  pointed  to  the  dust 
At  which  the  warrior  in  his  obstinacy, 
liecauseshe  kept  the  letttT  of  his  won!, 
Was  in  a  manner  pleased,  and  turning 

stood. 
And  in  the  moment  afttT.  wild  Ll- 

niours. 
Borne  on  a  black  horse,  like  a  thunder- 
cloud 
Whose  skirts  are  loosenM  by  the  bn-ak- 

in^  Htorni. 
Half  ridden  off  with  by  the  thing  he 

And  all  in  {mssion  uttrrinira  dry  Hhri«-k. 
Dasird  on  (rcniint.   ^\h<)  r]ns4*d  with 

him.  and  )m in- 
Down  by  the  length  <>f  laiut*  and  arm 

iN'Voild 
The  cnippiT,  and  »«»  Irft  him  stniin'd 

or  di'ud. 
Anil  oviTthnw  the  ni'Xl   that  fnlli»w*d 

him. 
And  blind) V  nwh'd  nn  all  thr  rout  Ix*- 

hind. 
Hut  at  thi'  tla^ih  and  niotinnnf  tin* man 
They   vanish'd   panic  stricken,  like  a 

shoal 
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of  darting  fish,  that  on  a  summer  mom 
Adown  the  crystal  dykes  at  Camelot 
Come  slipping  o'er  their  shadows  on 

the  Sana,  471 

But  if  a  man  who  stands  upon  the  brink 
But  lift  a  shining  hand  against  the  sun, 
There  is  not  left  the  twinkle  of  a  fin 
Betwixt   the  crcssy   islets  white  in 

flower; 
80,  scared  but  at  the  motion  of  the 

num. 
Fled  all  the  boon  companions  of  the 

earl. 
And  left  him  lyine  In  the  public  way ; 
80  vanish  friendwips  only  made  in 

wine. 

Then  like  a  stormy  sunlight  smiled 
Geraint,  4S0 

Who  saw  the  chargers  of  the  two 
thatfeU 

Start  from  their  fallen  lords  and  wildly 

fly. 

Mixt  with  the  flyers.      'Horse  and 

man/  he  said, 
*  All  of  one  mind  and  all  right-houest 

friends  ! 
Not  a  hoof  left  !  and  I  methinks  till 

now 
Was  honest  —  paid  with  horses  and 

with  arms; 
I  cannot  steal  or  plunder,  no,  nor  beg. 
And  so  what  say  ye,  sliall  we  strip 

him  there. 
Your  lover?  has  your  palfrey  heart 

enough 
To  bear  his  armor  ?  shall  we  fast  or 

dine  ?  490 

No  ? —  then  do  tboii.  being  right  hon- 
est, pray 
That  we  may  meet  the  horsemen  of 

Earl  Doorm  ; 
I  too  would  still  be  honest.'   Thus  he 

said: 
And  sadly  ^azin*j  on  lier  bridle-reins. 
And  answering  not  one  wonl,  she  led 

the  wav. 

But  as  a  man  to  whom  a  dreadful 

loss 
Falls  in  a  far  land  and  he  knows  it 

not. 
But  coming  back  lie  learns  it,  and  the 

loss 
Bo  pains  him  that  he  siekens  nigh  to 

death ; 


So  fared  it  with  Geraint.  who,  bda^ 

pricked  91 

In  combat  with  the  follower  of  U 

mours^ 
Bled  underneath  hia  armor  aecntly, 
And  so  rode  on,  nor  told  his  gaiHk 

wife 
What  ail'd  him,  hardly  knowhigH 

himself. 
Till  hia  eye  darken'd  and  hia  bdwi 

wagg'd; 
And  at  a  aiulden  swerringof  the  rosd 
Tho^   happily  down  on  a  huik  a 

The  pnnce,  without  a  word,  from  Id 
horse  fell 

And  Enid  heard  the  dashing  of  U 

fall, 
Suddenly  came,  and  at  hia  side  al 

pale  SI 

Dismounting  loosed  the  fastenings  c 

his  arms. 
Nor  let  her  true  hand  falter,  nor  blu 

eye 
Moisten,  till  she  had  lighted  on  h: 

wound, 
And  tearing  off  her  veil  of  faded  silk 
Had  bared  her  forehead  to  the  bliste 

ing  sun, 
And  swathed  the  hurt  that  drain'd  1m 

dear  lord's  life. 
Then,  after  all  was  done  that  han 

could  do, 
She  rested,  and  her  desolation  c»me 
Upon  her,  and  she  wept  beside  tl 

way. 

And  many  past,  but  none  regardt 

her,  s 

For  in  that  realm  of  lawless,  turb 

lence 
A  woman  weeping  for  her  murder 

mate 
\Vas  cared  as  much  for  as  a  summ 

shower. 
I  One  took   him  for  a  victim  of  Ef 

Doorm, 
I  Nor  dared  to  waste  a  perilous  pity  ( 

him. 
Another  hurrying  past,  a  man-at-am 
K(Kie  on  a  mission  to  the  bandit  ear] 
Half    whistling   and  half  singing 

ccmrse  song. 
He  drove  the  dust  against  her  veHh 

eyes. 
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Ijbkg  ftom  the  wimth  of 
rm  sio 

srer-fuicM  utow,  made 
wmj  raioke  benaiali  bim  in 


tcriMUny  wbiiiDTtng  lifted 
d  into  the  oopploM  and  was 
S1«atd»rf0ritood»  grioTed 


w  point  of  noon  the  huge 
Doom, 

1  with  under-fringe  of  rus- 
leud, 
ft  formj,  roiling  ejee  of 

ig  with  ft  hundred  lancet 

cftme,  like  one  thftt  hftils  ft 

rith  ft  big  ▼oioe,  'What,  ii 
mdt' 

tot  dead ! '  she  answcr'd  in 
ante. 

>nic  of  your  kind  people 
him  up. 
tim  henctt  out  of  this  cruel 

am  I,  quite  sure,  he  is  not 


id  Earl  Doorm:  'Well,  if 

e  no(  dead. 

Te  for  him  thus  f  ye  seem 

Qd. 

i  dead,  I  count  you  for  a 

m 
V 

ing  will  not  quiclLen  him : 
;  or  not. 

omelr  face  with  idiot  tears. 
the  lace  u  comely  — some 

Ml.  *  551 

him  up,  and  bear  him  to 
ball, 
re.  we  will  haye  him  of  our 

I: 

liie,  why  earth  has  earth 
igh 
n.   See  ye  take  the  char^T 

e.' 

He  apakc  and  pant  away. 
wo  brawny  spearmen,  who 
ooed* 


HmAi  growling  Uka  a  dog,  wkaa  hia 

good  bone 
Seems  to  be  plndif d  at  bj  the  Tillnge 

boja 
Who  tore  to  tsz  Urn  eating,  and  he 

fea»  9A0 

To  loae  hla  bone,  and  lays  hla  fboi 

upon  it. 
Gnawing  ftndgrowUng;  aothe  ruffiftu 

giowrd. 
Fearing  to  loaa,  and  all  for  n  dead 


Tlieir  chance  of  booty  firam  the  morn- 
ing's raid. 

Yet  raised  and  hdd  Um  on  n  Utte.- 
Mer, 

Such  aa  th^  brought  upon  their 
fonjBoot 

Fdr  those  that  might  be  woondoLl: 
kldhfanoolt 

An  hi  the  hoUow  of  hia  shield,  and 
took 

And  bore  him  to  the  naked  hall  of 
Docwm— 

His  gentle  charger  following  him  un- 

Icd—  S70 

And  cast  him  and  the  bSer  m  which 

belay 
Down  on  an  oaken  settle  In  the  hall. 
And  then  departed,  ho(  in  haste  to 

loin 
Their  luckier  mates,  but  growling  as 

before, 
And  cursing  their  lost  time,  and  the 

dead  man, 
And  their  own  earl,  and  their  own 

souls,  and  her. 
They  might  as  well  ha^c  blest  her; 

she  was  deaf 
To  blessing  or  to  cursing  save  froo; 

one. 

80  for  long  hours  sat  Enid  by  hei 
loni 

Th<'rc  in  the  naked  hall,  propping  hir 
hfiul.  )»• 

And  chafing  his  pah*  liandM,  and  rail- 
ing to  him. 

Till  at  th(*  lant  \v  wak^'nM  from  his 
swoon. 

And  found  his  own  di'ur  hriilc  pn)p- 
ping  hiA  head. 

And  ('hating  his  faint  liands.  and  rail- 
ing to  him : 

And  felt  tlic  warm  tears  falling  on  his 
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And  said  to  his  own  hearty  '  She  weeps 
f  or  me ; ' 

And  yet  lay  still,  and  feign'd  himself 
as  dead. 

That  he  might  prove  her  to  the  utter- 
most. 

And  sav  to  his  own  heart,  '  8he  weeps 
lor  me.' 

But  in   the   falling   afternoon  re- 

tum'd  590 

The  huge  Earl  Doonn  with  plunder 

to  the  hall. 
His  lusty  spearmen  follow'd  him  with 

noise: 
Each  hurling  down  a  heap  of  things 

that  raDg 
Against  the  pavement,  cast  his  lance 

aside, 
And  doflTd  his  helm ;  and  then  there 

flutter*d  in. 
Half-bold,  half  frighted,  with  dilated 

eyes, 
A  tribe  of  women,  dross*d  in  many 

hues, 
And    mingled    witli    the  spearmen ; 

and  Eari  Doonn 
Struck  with  a  knife's  haft  hard  against 

the  board. 
And  caird  for  flesh  and  wine  to  feed 

his  spears.  600 

And  men  brouj^^ht  in  whole  hogs  and 

quart<»r  beeves. 
And  all  the  hall  was  dim  with  steam 

of  flesh. 
And  none  spake   word,   but  all  sat 

down  at  once. 
And  ate  with  tumult  in  the  naked  ' 

hall.  I 

Feeding  like  horses  when  you  hear 

them  fee<l ; 
Till  Enid  shrank  far  back  into  herself. 
To  shun  the  wild  wavs  of  the  lawless  . 

tribe.  I 

But  when  Earl  Doorm  had  eaten  all 

he  would, 
He  roird  his  eves  about  the  hall,  and 

found 

A  damsel  drooping  in  a  corner  of  it.      i 
Tlien  he  reineuibf'f'd  her  and  how  slw 

wept,  611 

And   out  of  her  there  came  a  power 

upon  him : 
And  rising  on   the  sudden  he  said  : 

'  Eat  I 
I  never  yet  beheld  a  thing  so  pale. 


God's  curse,  it  makes  me  mad  to 

you  weep. 
Eat  I    LookyouneU.    Good  luck  I 

your  ffood  man. 
For  were  I  dead  who  is  it  would  wi 

forme? 
Sweet  lady,  never  since  I  flnt  dr 

breath 
Have  I  bdield  a  lily  like  youiaell 
And  80  there  lived  some  ookv  in  y« 

cheek. 
There  is  not  one  among  my  gent 

women 
Were  lit  to  wear  your  slipper  fn 

glove. 
But   listen   to  me,  and   by  me 

ruled. 
And  I  will  do  the  thing  I  have  i 

done. 
For  ye  shidl  share  my  eaildom  wi 

me,  giri. 
And  we  vriu  live  like  two  birds  in  c 

nest. 
And  I  will  fetch  you  forage  from 

fields. 
For  I  compel  all  creatures  to  my  wi 

He  spoke ;  the  brawny  spearman 

his  cheek 
Bulge  with   the  unswallow^d   pie 

and  turning  stared ; 
While  some,  whose  souls  the  old  a 

pent  long  had  drawn 
Down,    as  the  worm   draws  in  1 

withered  leaf 
And  makes  it  earth,  hiss*d  each 

other's  ear 
What  shall  not  be  recorded  —  won 

they. 
Women,  or  what  had  been  those  g 

cious  things. 
But   now   desired    the   humbling 

their  best, 
Yea.  would  have  help'd  him  to 

and  all  at  once 
They  hateti  her,  who  took  no  thouj 

of  them. 
Hut  answer'd  in  low  voice,  her  mt 

head  vet 
Dn Hoping,  '\  pray  you  of  your  co 

tesy. 
lie  being  as  he  is,  to  let  me  be.' 

She  spake  so  low  he  hardly  hej 
her  speak. 
But  like  a  mighty  patron,  satisfied 
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Ikkwhat  himaelf  had  done  so  gra- 

ciotidj, 
Mined  that  she  had  thank'd  him, 

■dding,  *Yea, 
kind  be  glad,  for  I  account  you 

mine/ 

She  tnswer'd  meekly,  '  How  should 
I  be  glad 

ttofforth  in  all  the  world  at  any- 
thing. 

til  mv  lord  arise  and  look  upon 
mef 

lere  the  huge  earl  cried  out  upon 

her  talk,  650 

all   but  empty  heart  and  weari- 

1  sickly  nothing;  suddenly  seized 
cm  her, 

i  liare  her  by  main  violence  to  the 
board, 

1  thrust  the  dish  before  her,  cry- 
ing. 'Eat' 

X*».  no,*  said  Enid,  vcxt,   'I  will 

m>t  (*at 
i  Tofi«l«T  man  upon  the  bier  arise, 
i'«at  with  me'     'Drink,  tlien,'  lie 

an«*wer'il.     *  Hen*  I '  — 
1  liird  a  horn  with  wiiie  and  lieM 

it  to  her.  — 
•  :    I.    myself,    when    flush'd    with 

Il^ht  or  hot, 
is  c\irM',  with  anger  —  often  I  my- 

N-lf.  660 

''*Tv  I   well   have  drunken,   st-aree 

(iin  eat  ; 
lik   then-fore,   and   the   wine  will 

change  your  will* 

Ni»t  "i.*.*  she  rTi«-<l,  'by  Hi*aven.   I 

will  not  drink 
t  mv  ilear  hml  arxM*  and  bid  me  do 

'it. 
i  drink  with  me:  and  if  he  rise  no 

HKire. 
ill  n'jt  l(»k  at  winr  until  I  die/ 

it  this  he  tnni'd  all  red  and  pa<r»l 

his  lull], 
«r  jrnaw'd  his  undiT,  now  his  upper 

lip. 
1  ci>ming  up  close  to  Imt.  siiid  at 

laftt : 
irl,  for  I  aee  ye  scorn  my  courtesies, 


Take  warning ;  yonder  man  is  surely 

dead,  671 

And  I  compel  all  creatures  to  my  will 
Not  eat  nor  drink?    And  wherefore 

wail  for  one 
Who  put  your  beauty  to  this  flout 

and  scorn 
By  dressing  it  in  rags  ?  Amazed  am  I, 
Beholding  how  ye  butt  against  my 

wish. 
That  I  forbear  you  thus ;  cross  me  no 

more. 
At  least  put  off  to  please  me  this  poor 

gown, 
This  silken  rag,  this  beggar-woman's 

weed. 
I  love  that  beauty  should  go  beauti- 
fully ;  680 
For  see  ye  not  my  gentlewomen  here. 
How  gay,  how  suited  to  the  house?  of 

one 
Who  loves   that    beauty  should    go 

beautifully  ? 
Rise  therefore ;  robe  yourself  in  this; 

obey.* 

He  spoke,  and  one  amonc:  his  gen 

tif'woinen 
DisplayM  a  splendid   silk  of  fon'i^n 

loom. 
When*  like  a  shoaling  sra  the  lovely 

blue 
IMav'd  into  i:re»«n,  an<l  thicker  down 

the  front 
With    jewels    than    the    sward    with 

dro])S  of  dew, 
When  all  niirht  lonjr  a  cloud  rlinir"*  to 

the  hill.  ^1 

And  with  the  dawn  aseen<iini:  lets  tin. 

day 
Strike    where    it    elniiir:    so    thiiklv 

shont*  the  ;ri'ms. 

But    Knid    answrrd,    I»anl«T    t»)   1m 
movttl 
I  'I'han  lianhst   tyrant^  in  tl»«  ir  iluv  1.1 

pnwcr. 

With    lif»'l(»ni:    injiirirs   lii;ri»ini:   una 

\i\*\   now    rhrir   hour  lja>  <-ninf.   antl 
Knid  >;iiil : 

*  In    tlii-i   ptM>r    L'"wn   ni\    <!<  :ir   lonl 
fi)iinil  \in    lir^'. 
'  And  li>vrd  mv  M-rvinL'  in  im\   I'.-itln'r'h 
I  hall; 
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In  this  poor  gown  I  rode  with  him  to 

court, 
And  there  the  Queen  amy'd  me  like 

the  Bun;  tm 

In  this  poor  gown  he  hade  me  clothe 

myaelf. 
When  now  we  rode  upon  this  fatal 

quest 
Of  honor,  where  no  honor  can  be 

gain'd; 
And  this  poor  gown  I  will  not  cast 

aside 
Until  himself  arise  a  livinf  man. 
And  bid  me  cast  it.    I  have  griefs 

enough ; 
Prey  you  be  gentle,  pray  you  let  me 

be. 
I  never  loved,  can  never  love  but  him. 
Yea,  Gkxl,  I  prey  you  of  your  gentle- 
ness. 
He  being  as  he  is,  to  let  me  be.'       710 

Then  strode  the  bnite  earl  up  and 

down  his  hall. 
And  took  his  russet  beard  between 

his  U»eth ; 
Last,  coining  up  quite  close,  and  in 

his  incxxl 
Crying,  *  I  count  it  of  no  more  avail. 
Dame,   to  be   gentle   than   ungentle 

with  you ; 
Take  my  salute/  uuknightly  with  flat 

hand. 
However  lightly,  smote  her  on  the 

cheek. 

Then  Enid,  in  her  utter  helplessness. 
And  since  she  thought,  'He  had  not 

dared  to  do  it. 
Except  he  surely  knew  my  lord  was 

dead,'  720 

Sent  forth  a  sudden  sharp  and  bitttT 

cry. 
A.S  of  a  wild  thing  taken  in  the  trap. 
Which  sees  the  trapper  coming  thro' 

the  wfx)d. 

This  heard   Geraint,  and  grasping 

at  his  sword,  — 
It  lay  btjside  him  in  the  hollow  shield.  — 
Made  but  a  single  bound,  and  with  a 

sweep  of  it 
Shore   tbro*   the   swarthy  neck,   and 

like  a  ball 
The  russi;t-bearded  head  roll'd  on  tlie 

tloor. 


80  died  Earl  Doonn  by  Ua  1 

And  all  the  men  and  wonn 
Rose  when  they  miw  ths  < 

rise,  aDdflad 
Yelling  as  from  a  qMdn^  ai 
Were  left  alone  togBthm,  tm 

*£nid,  I  have  uaed  yoai 

that  deMi  man. 
Done  you  moie  wrong;  w« 

undergone 
That  trouble  which  haa  lefl 

vour  own. 
Henceforward  I  will  ibUmi 

doubt 
And  here  I  lay  this  penanoe 
Not,  tho'  mine  own  ean  1 

yesteruioru — 
Tou  thought  me  sleeping^  h 

youny, 
I  heard  you  say,  that  joi 

true  wife, 
I  swear  I  will  not  ask  you 

m  It. 
I  do  believe  yourself  agains 
And    will    henceforward   1 

than  doubt' 

And  Enid  could  not  say 

word. 
She  felt  so  blunt  and  stu] 

heart. 
She  only  pray'd  him,  'Fly 

return 
And  slay  you;  fly,  your 

without. 
My  palfrey  lost.'     'Then,  ] 

you  ride 
Behind  me.*     *Yea,*  said 

us  go.' 
And  moving  out  they  found 

liorse. 
Who  now  no  more  a  vas 

thief, 
But  free  to  stretch  his  limb 

fight, 
Xeigh'd    with   all    gladnes 
j  came,  and  stooped 

'  With  a  low  whinny  towan 

and  she 
I  Kiss'd  the  white  star  upon 
I  front. 

Glad  also ;  tlien  Geraint  upo 
Mounted,  and  reached  a  ha: 

his  foot 


I  M  kw  ftra  tun]  iJhnbM :    tin 

um*!!  his  f uiv 
I  kWd  lHT<;lii»liJii!(.  dihI  kIu-  riMt 

n  Um,   luul   al  onpo  Utey   iuIk 
d  aavvr  j»t,  iIdm  Meti  tn  Pint- 


TliMti  lived  tbro'  hw  who  in  tl 

I'll!   hand  lo  luui'I  l-mrotJi  I 

ImhiI'*  hi-nrt. 
Ami  Ml  Mm  hin Rjpvlo.  l^l^A 

IIui  n'rr  hirr  ron-.k  rvr*  < 

Llkp  Ihot  »M.-h  Icrpi  ll.' 

Ki\i^D  Btrr-a 
Itf  ron-  Uie  usvTal  tiTMlil«a(  d 
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Yet  not  so  misty  were  her  meek  blue 

eyes  77« 

As  not'  to  see  before    them  oq  tl^ 

path. 
Right  in  the  gateway  of  the  bandit 

hold, 
A  knight  of  Arthur's  court,  who  laid 

his  lance 
In  rest  and  made  as  if  to  fall  upon  him. 
Then,  fearing  for  his  hurt  and  loss  of 

blood. 
She,  with  her  mind  all  full  of  what 

had  chanced, 
6hriek*d  to  the  stranger,  *  Slay  not  a 

dead  man ! ' 
*  The  voice  of  Enid,'  said  the  knight ; 

but  she. 
Beholding  it  was  Edyni,  son  of  Nudd, 
Was  moved  so  much  the  more,  and 

sliriek'd  again,  781 

'  O  cousin,  slay  not  him  who  gave  vou 

life.' 
And  Edym  moving  frankly  forward 

spake : 
*My  lonl  Geraint,  I  ^oot  you  with  all  | 

love; 
I  took   you   for  a  bandit   kui«xht  of 

DiM^rni ; 
And  fi'sirnot,  Enid,  I  should  fall  upon 

him, 
"Who  love  you.  prihco,  with  something 

of  tin*  lovf 
WhfTOwith  wo  love  the  Heaven  that 

rliastens  us. 
F(^r  once,  when  I  wa.s  up  so  higli  in 

priih?  I 

Tliat  1  was  halfway  down  the  slope 

to  hell,  790 

Bv  overrhrowin<r   me  vou  threw  nie  1 

In'irher. 
Xow,  niatie  a  kniuht  of  Arthur's  Talile 

liountl. 
And   siiH'i'    I    knew  tliis  carl  wlirn    T 

niy>'"lf 
Was  half  a  bantlit  in  mv  laul«<s  hour. 
1  ('i>nn'  the  nu>utl)pi<-i«.-  o{  uwr  King  to 

I>i)nlin  -  - 

The  Kinir  is  el<»M'  behind  nie  —  biiMing 

him 
r)i-banil   liini^elf,  and   sratltT  all   his 

powirs, 
Bubniit.  and  hear  the  jutlLiim-nt  •.>!'  the 

King.' 

*n«'  lu-ai'^  the  judgment  of  thi^  King 
of  kings,'  i 


Cried  the  wan  prince;   'and  lo,  til 

powers  of  Doorm  M 

Are  scattcr'd ! '  and  he  pointed  to  tb 

field. 
Where,   huddled  here  and  there  a 

mound  and  knoll. 
Were  men  and  women  staring  m 

aghast. 
While  some  yet  fled ;   and  then  h 

plainlier  told 
How  the  huge  earl  lay  slain  within  hi 

hall. 
But  when  the  knight  besought  bin 

•  Follow  me, 
IVincc,  to  the  camp,  and  in  the  Kin^ 

own  ear 
Speak  what  has  chanced ;    ye  surel 

have  endured 
Strange  chances    here  alone;'    thi 

other  flush'd. 
And  hung  his  head,   and  halted  1 

reply,  8 

Fearing  the  mild  face  of  the  blamele 

King. 
And  after    madness  acted    questic 

ask'd : 
Till  Kdyrn  crying,  *  If  ye  will  not  g 
To  Arthur,  then  will  Arthur  come 

you.' 
'  Knough,*  he  said,    *I    follow,*  ai 

they  went. 
Hut  Enid  in  their  going  had  two  feai 
One  from  the  bandit  scatter'd  in  tl 

lield. 
And  one  from  Edym.       Ever}*  no 

and  then. 
When  Edyrn  rein'd  his  charger  at  h 

side. 
She  shrank  a  little.    In  a  hollow  Ian 
From   which  old   fires  have  broki 

men  may  fear  ; 

Frr>h  lire  and  ruin.     lie,  perceivin 

sjiid : 

'  Fair  and   dear  cousin,    you    th 

most  had  cause 
To   f«ar  uu\    fear  no   longer,    f  a 

ehangeil. 
YourM  it'wcre  first  the  blameless  can 

to  make 
^Iy  nature's  prideful   sparkle   iu   t 

bliHwl 
Hn.ak  into  furious  flame;    being  : 

]>uls«il 
liy  Yniol  and  yourself,  I  schemed  a 

wrought 
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Mtum'd  him  ;  then  set  up  — 
main  purpose  ever  at  my 
t—  830 

:y  jousts,  and  took  a  pani- 
f : 

ick-honoras  the  fain*8t  fair, 
ing  over  all  antagonism, 
n  pride  that  1  befieved  my- 

ab1<\   for  I   was  well  nigh 

jT  my  main  purpose  in  these 

t«, 

ivc  slain  your  father,  seized 
^•If. 

hopi*  that  sometime  you 
Id  come 

iV  lists  with  him  whom  best 
foved, 

,  poor  cousin,  with  your 
t  blue  eyes,  840 

i  eyes  that  ever  answer'd 
en. 

overturn  and  trample  on 

you   c.nvil,    or  knelt,    or 
M  to  nie, 

>t  h*s3  havekill'd  him.  And 
mme.  — 

ou  came,  —  and  with  your 
true  vvvA 

'  man  you  lovttl  —  I  speak 
le 

d  wrviee  done  him  —  over 
w 

self,  and  my  purposi*  thne 
s  old. 

:i  fiX)t  ujM^n  me,  und  triv«' 
iff. 

I  broken  down,  tiien-  was 
r«il  ;  H;., 

f  I  rode  allshanied,  lintiii:^' 
ife 

*•,  mfanin^  to  In*  rid  nf  it 
I*'  {M'naiKf  the  (^uceii  laid 
1  me 
to   n»st   awhilr  witliiii    lier 

t; 

t  as  sullen  ;i«*  a  1m  ast   ww 

<l. 

e  to  l)e  tn»{it<il  like  a  wmIi". 

.new  my  (iee<l>,  wen-  knou  n. 

in<l. 

f     sromful    pity    '»r     jxirc 

eserve  and  noble  nti«  enee, 


Manners  so  kind,  yet  stately,  such  a 

grace  860 

Of  tenderest  courtesy,  that  I  began 
To  glance  behind  me  at  my  former 

life, 
And  find  that  it  had  been  the  wolfs 

indeed. 
And  oft  I  talk'd  with  Dubric,  the  high 

saint, 
Who,  with  mild  heat  of  holy  oratory 
Subdued  me  8omewhat  to  that  gentfc 

ness 
Which,  when  it  wetls  with  manhcxxl 

makes  a  man. 
And  you  were  often  there  about  the 

Queen, 
But  saw  me  not,  or  mark'd  not  if  you 

Siiw  ; 
Nor  did  I  care  or  dare  to  speak  with 

you,  870 

But    kept    mvself  aloof    till  I  was 

changeci ; 
And  fear  not,  cousin,  I  am  changed 

indeiKl.' 

He  spoke,  and  Enid  easily  Iwlieved, 
iJke  siinph^  noble  natures.  <T(»<luloiis 
!  Of  what  th«*y  loni;  for,  ^(Kxi  in  friend 
I  or  f«M'. 

There  most    in  those  who  most  have 
done  them  ill. 
.  And  whi-n  th«'V  reaehM  the  camp  the 
•  Kitiir  himself 

j  AdvaneiMl  to  Lrreet  them,  ami  behold- 
inir  her 
Tho'  pale,  yet  happy,  ask'd  her  not  a 

word, 
H\i\  went  apart  with  Kdyrn,  whom  he 
held  *  KS< 

In  (onversj-  for  a  little,  and  return  •!. 
And,  iznively  sinilini:.  lifted  h«T  troni 

ht)r.M'. 
Aiul  ki<s'd  hi-r  with  all  purrtu-^-,  1  r- 

ther  lik«-. 
And  sh«)\v'd  an  •inftty  tmt  all<»f*'-  1  le  • 
And  LTJaneinL'  fnr a  nunutc.  till  li»-  >;av 

ll»T 

'  Pavs  iiiti>  it,  turn'd   to  the  pritH  »•.  an« 

•priiMc.  \\li«M  «.f  latr  N  •■  pra\  "d  ru»' 
fur  u\\  h-av«' 
I  To  move  to  your  i*\\n  land  and   tie  n* 
d«'fend 
Yo'ir    njarelu-..    I    was   priek'd    with 
some  repnK)f, 
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As  one  that  let  foul  wrong  stagnate 

and  be,  890 

By  having  looked  too  much  thro'  alien 

eyes, 
And  wrought  too  long  with  delegated 

hands. 
Not  used  mine  own  ;  but  now  behold 

me  come 
To  cleanse  tliis  common  sewer  of  all 

my  realm, 
With  Edyrn  and  with  others.     Have 

ye  look'd 
At  Edyrn  ?  have  ye  seen  how  nobly 

changeil  ? 
This  work  of  his  is  great  and  wonder- 
ful. 
His  very  face  with  change  of  heart  is 

changed. 
The  world  will  not  believe  a  man  re- 
pents ; 
And  this  wise  world  of  ours  is  mainly 

right.  9(x> 

Full  seldom  doth  a  man  repent,  or  use 
Both  ^rarc  and  will  to  pick  tlu*  vicious 

quitcli  1 

Of  bl()<xl  and  custfjm  whollv  out  of  1 

hini.  I 

And  make  all  clean,  and  ]>lant  himself 

afn'.sli,  ' 

Kilvrn   has  done  it,   wecdinix  all    his 

heart 
As  1  will  weed  this  land  before  I  1:0. 
I,  therefort'.  made  him  of  <^ur  Table 

Round. 
Not    nishly,    but     have    proved    him 

every  wav 
One  of  our  nol)le^t.  our  m()st  valorous. 
Sanest  and  most  obedient  ;  iiud  in<bM'd  j 
Thi*^  work  of   Edvrn.   wrouirht  upon 

•  *  *  I 

himsi'll  «iii  I 

After  a  life  of  violence,  seems  to  me 
A  thousand-fold   mi>re  L^reat  and  won- 
derful 
Than  if  .-omc  kniLdit  t)f  nunc,  riskinir 

his  life. 
My  subject  with   my  sul.>jects  un(bT 

him. 
Should  maki"  an  onslauirhl  sinirle  on  a 

realm 
Of  rt>l)bers.  tho'  he  .slew  llwrn  one  by  . 

one.  I 

And    were    liim^^elf  nii:h  woundeil  to  ' 

the  death." 

80  spake  the  KiuL^;  low  bow'd  the  I 
prince,  and  felt  I 


His  work  was  neither  great  nor  wc 

derful,  ) 

And  past  to  Enid's  tent ;  and  thitb 

came 
The  King's  own  leech  to  look  into  li 

hurt; 
And  Enid  tended  on  him  there;  ti 

there 
Her  constant  motion  round  him,  ai 

the  breath 
Of  her  sweet  tendance  hovering  ori 

him, 
Fill'd  all  the  genial   courses  of  fa 

blood 
With  deeper  and   with  ever  deep 

love. 
As  the  Southwest  that  blowing  6a 

lake 
Fills  all  the  sacred  Dee.     So  past  tJ 

days. 

But  while  Geraint  lay  healing 

his  hurt,  '  < 

The  blameless  King  went  forth  ai 

cast  his  eves 
On   eacii  of   all  whom  Uther  left 

char  ire 
Lonu:  since,  to  guard  the  justice  of  t 

Kin  IT. 
He  hx^k'd  and  found  them  wantin 

and  as  now 
Men   wtvd  the   White   Horst^  on  t 

Berkshire  hills. 
To  keep  him  bright  and  clean  as  he 

t  of  ore. 
He  rooted  out  the  slothful  officer 
Or  LHiilty,  which  for  bribe  hjul  wiul 

at  wrong. 
And  in  their  chairs  set  up  a  stnmv 

nice 
With    hearts  and   hands,  and   s<ni 

thousand  men 
To  till  the  wastes,  and  moving  eve: 

where 
Clear  d  the  dark  places  and  let  in  1 

law, 
And    broke    the     bandit    holds    a 

cleanseil  the  land. 

Then,    when    Geraint    was   wh 

Mi:ain.  they  past 
With  Arthur  to  Caerleon  upon  Usk 
There  tiie  iri*eat  C^ueen  once  moR*  ( 

bniced  her  friend. 
And   clothed  her  in  apparel  like 

dav. 
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d  tho'  GeratDt  could 

agalD 
■tt    comfort    from    their  convene 

which  he  took 
■ore   the  Qiieen'e    fair  name  was 

breathed  upon,  gjo 

-  rested  well  content  that  all  was 

well. 
«nce  after  tarrjing  for  a  apaco  the; 

rode. 
Ml  flftry  knights  rode  with  them  to 

the  shores 
Severn,  and  thej  past  to  their  own 

land. 
■d  there  he  kept  the  justice  of  the 

King 
•-  tIkotousIj    yet   ndldlj   that  all 

pplkuded.'and  the  spiteful  whisper 

died: 
id  being  ever  foremost  In  the  chase, 
id  Victor  at  the  tilt  and  loumamenl.  ' 
OT  call'd  him  the  great  prince  and  ; 
'      man  of  men.  960  ■ 

t  Enid,  whom  her  ladies  loved  to  ' 

call  I 

dd    the    Fair,    a    grateful    people 

named  ' 

dd  the  Qood;  and  in  their  hall^ 

aroae 
V  ay   of   children,  Enids  and  Gc- 

tfaies  to  be  ;  nor  did  he  doubt  Iicr 

more, 
*^e0ted  in  her  fcaltj  till  he  crown'd 
^PP7   ''^^  "''^  '  ^^'^  death,  and 
_,    fell 
*tut  tbe  heathen  of  the  Northern 
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t,^t£  tbe  king,  who  held  and  lost 

■with  Lot 
hat  tbet  war,  and  had  his  realm 

restored 
render'd  tributary,  fail'd  of  Inte 
end  bin  tribute;  wherefore  Arthur 

call'd 
tieasurcr,  one  of  many  years,  hikI  | 


Lest  we  should  set  one  truer  on  b 

throne. 
Man's  word  is  God  in  man.' 

His  baron  sale 
'We  go,  but  barken:   there  be  tn 

struiigc  knights 
Who  sic  near  Camulot  at  a  fountal 

A  mile  beneath  the  forest,  uhallci 

sing 
And  overthrowing  every  knight  wl 

Wilt  thou   1   undertake  them  as   v 

And  send  them  to  thee  T' 

Arthur  laugh'd  upon  him 
'  Old  friend,  too  old  U>  be  so  youni 

depart. 
Delaynotthouforaught,  but  let  tlici 


So  these  departt'd.  Early,  one  fa 
The  light-wiiiff'd  spirit  of  his  yuul 
On  Arthur's  heart ;  he  arm'd  himse 

Ho  coming  to  the  fuuntain-sido  b 

held 
Balin  and  Balan  sitting  slatuc-like, 
Brethren,  ki  right  luui  left  the  sprinj 

tliiit  down. 
From   underneath   a   plume  of  lad; 

Sang,  and  the  sand  dan<^  at  the  be 

toni  ofit.       , 
And   on   the    right   of   Bnliii   Baliii 

Was   fast   beside   un  nldrr,   on    tl 
left 


Of  Balan  Bul.ur 
■Fair  sirs.'  si.i 

nriir  a  i>i 
,\riliiir. 

Balin   and  Biila 
Of  Klory  :  »e  1 
In  Arlliurs  hiii 

1  .uis«vr-. 
t  :   llm!  a 
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'I  too,'  said  Arthur,  *am  of  Arthur^s 
hall, 

But  rather  proven  in  his  Paynim  wars 

Than  famous  jousts;  but  see,  or 
proven  or  not, 

Whether  me  likewise  ye  can  over- 
throw.* 

And  Arthur  lightly  smote  the  brethren 
down. 

And  lightly  so  retum'd,  and  no  man 
knew.  40 

Then  Balin  rose,  and  Balan,  and  be- 
side 
The  carolling   water  set  themselves 

acain. 
And  spake  no  word  until  the  shadow 

tum*d ; 
When    from    the    fringe  of  coppice 

round  them  burst 
A  spangled  pursuivant,  and  crying, 

*Sirs, 
Rise,  follow  !  ve  be  sent  for  by  the 

King/ 
They  follow'd ;    whom  when  Arthur 

seeing  ask'd, 
*  Tell  me  vour  names  ;  whv  sat  ve  bv 

the  well  V 
Balin  the  stillness  of  a  minute  broke 
Saying,    '  An    unniehxiious  name   to 

thee,  50 

Balfn.  "the  Savaire" — that  addition 

thine  — 
Mv  brother  and  mv  better,  this  man 

here. 
Balan.     I  smote  upon  the  naked  skull 
A  thrall  of  thine   in  open  hall  ;   my 

hjind 
Was  L''auntlK(*d,  half  slew  him,  for  1 

heard 
He  had  spoken  evil  of  me:  thy  just 

wrath 
Sent    nie    a    thn^e  years'    e.xile    from 

thine  ey«'s. 
I    have    not    lived   my   life  delight- 

sonK'ly  : 
For   1   that   did  that  violenee  to  thy 

thrall. 
Had  often  wroiiirht  some  furv  on  mv- 

self.  60 

Savinir  f<>r  Balan.     Those  three  kiiiir- 

h'ss  yt^ars 
Hav(»   ]>ast  —  were   wormwood-])itter 

to  int'.     KinjT, 
Methought  that  if  we  sat  beside  the 

well, 


.  I 


I 


And  hurrd  to  ground  what  Imigfat 

ever  spurred 
Against  us,  thou  would'st  take 

gladlier  back. 
And  make,  as  ten  times  worthier  to 

thine 
Than  twenty  Baluis,  Balan  knight 

have  said. 
Not  so — not  all.    A  man  of  thine 

day 
Abash'd  us  both,  and  brake  my  boi 

Thy  will  ?  • 
Said  Arthur  :  *  Thou  hast  ever  spol 

truth; 
Thy  too  fierce  manhood  would  not 

thee  lie. 
Rise,  my  true  knight.    As  child 

learn,  be  thou 
Wiser  for  falling  I  walk  with  me,  i 

move 
To  music  with  thine  Order  and 

King. 
Thy  chair,  a  grief  to  all  the  brethi 

stands 
Vacant,    but    thou    retake    it.   n: 

again:' 

Thereafter,  when  Sir  Balin  ent< 

hall. 
The  lost  one  found  was  greeted  a 

heaven 
With  joy  that  blazed  itself  in  wc 

land  wealth 
Of  leaf,   and    gayest    garlandage 

flowers, 
Along  the  walls  and  down  the  boa 

"they  sat. 
And   cup  clash'd  cup ;    they  dra 

and  some  one  sang. 
Sweet- voiced,    a    song    of   welco 

whereupon 
Their  common  shout  in  chorus,  moi 

ing,  made 
Those  banners  of  twelve  battles  o^ 

head 
Stir  as  thev  stirr'd  of  old,  when 

tlnir's  host 
Prmlaim'd   him   victor  and   the  < 

was  won. 

Then   Balan   added   to  their  Oi 

lived 
A  wealthier  life  than  heretofore  \^ 

these 
And  Balin,  till   their  embassiige 

tum'd 


BALIN  AND  BALAN 


459 


Hr  King,'  they  brought    report, 

'we  hardly  found, 
mah'd  about  it  is  with  gloom,  the 

haU 
bim  to  whom  ye  sent  us,  Pellam, 

oQce 
lirisUeas  foe  of  thine  as  everdash'd 
«e  against  horse ;  but  seeing  that 

thy  realm 
h  pmsper'd  in  the  name  of  Christ, 

the  King 
ik,  as  in  riTal  heat,  to  holy  things, 
I  finds  himself  descended  from  the 

Saint 
■athimn  Joseph,  him  who  first 
Qght  the  great  faith  to  Britain  over 

acaa.  too 

boasta  his  life  as  purer  than  thine 

own; 
•  scarce  enow  to  keep  his  pulse 

a-beat; 
;h  puah'd  aside  his  faithful  wife, 

DOT  leta 
dame  or  dams<'l  enter  at  bis  gatos 
t  he  ftbould  be  polluted.   This  gniy 

kiri>r 
iwM  iw  H  shrine  wherein  were  wou- 

dcn»  —  y<*a, 
h  arkn  with  priceless  bones  of  mar* 

tyni«»m, 
croi  of  the  crowa  and  shivers  of 

the  cnws. 
i  th^-rewithal,  —  for  thus  he  told 

us.  —  bn)ught 
bi>lj  JofM:*ph  hither,  tliat  same  spnir 
kercwith  the  Itoman  pierced  tlie  side 

of  Christ  III 

murfa  amazed  us;  after,  when  we 

sr^uirht 
r  tribute,  auswcr'd,  "I  have  quite 

foregt)ne 
matt4'rs  of  this   world.     Gurlon. 

mine  heir, 
him  demand  it,"  which  this  Garlon 

gave 
xh  much  ado,  railing  at  thine  and 

thee. 

But  when  we  left,  in  those  (l<'<*i) 

w<iods  we  fouml 
cni^ht  of  thine  s[M>ar  stricken  from  \ 

befaioil.  i 

id,  whom  we   burie<l ;    more  than 

one  of  us 
ied  out  oo  Oarlon,  but  a  womlman 


Reported  of  some  demon  in  the  woods 
Was  once  a  man,  who,  driven  by  evil 

tongues 
From  all  his  fellows,  lived  alone,  and 

came 
To  learn  black  magic,  and  to  hate  his 

kind 
With  such  a  hate  that  when  he  died 

his  soul 
Became  a  fiend,  which,  as  the  man  in 

life 
Was  wounded  by  blind  tongues  he  saw 

not  whence, 
Strikes  from  behind.     This  woodman 

show'd  the  cave 
From  which  he  sallies  and  wherein  ho 

dwelt 
We  saw  the  hoof-print  of  a  horse,  no 

more.'  130 

Then  Arthur,  '  Let  who  goes  before 

me  see 
He  do  not  fall  behind  me.    Foully  slain 
And  villainously  1  who  will  hunt  for 

me 
Tliis    demcm   of    the    wivnls  ?  *     Said 

Balan.  *  I  I ' 
So  elaim'd  tlie  (jiiest  and  rcMle  awav, 

hut  first, 
Embnu'in^  Balin  :  *  Gcxxl  my  brotiier, 

hear ! 
Ix't  not  thy  moods  prrvuil  when  I  am 

^one 
Who   used   to   lav  tliem  I    hold  tliem 

outiT  tien«is, 
Who  leap  at  llice  to  tear  thee ;  shake 

them  aside, 
Dreams  ruling:  when  wit  sl«'«'j)s  I  yea. 

but  to  dream  140 

That  any  of  thes**  would  wroni:  tln-e 

wronirs  tlivsilf. 
Witness tlnirtlowerv  wdeoinr.  H«.)und 

an*  they 
To  sp<*!ik    no   evil.     Truly,   siivj-    ft)r 

fears. 
My  f«*ars  for  thee.  m>  ri<  h  a  f«ll<»WNhi|) 
Would  mak«'  me  wholly   M«'«--  .    tlmu 

one  of  tlnin. 
n«'OTn*  ind«ed      ('onsi«l«r  thrm,  a!i«l  all 
Th«*ir  luarini:  in  tln'ir  jMnunon  Imnd 

of  love. 
Nn  moreof  hatrnl  than  in  h«'av«ii  itmlf, 
Noinon'nf  jralousy  th.in  m  l*aradiM\' 

So  Bidan  wnru'd,  and  went  ;  Balin 
remaiu'd,  \^ 
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Who— for  but  three  brief  moons  had 
glanced  away 

From  beioff  knighted  till  he  smote  the 
thnSi, 

And  faded  from  the  presence  into  years 

Of  exile — now  would  strictlier  set 
himself 

To  learn  what  Arthur  meant  by  cour- 
tesy. 

Manhood,  and  knighthood;  wherefore 
hoTer*d  round 

Lancelot,  but  when  he  maik'd  his  high 
sweet  smile 

In  passing,  and  a  transitory  word 

Make   knight   or  churl  or  child  or 
damsel  seem 

From  being  smiled  at  happier  in  them- 
selves—  160 

Bigh'd,  as  a  boy,  lame-bom  beneath  a 
height 

That  glooms  his  valley,  sighs  to  see 
the  peak 

Bun-fluah'a  or  touch  at  night  the  north- 
em  star; 

For  one  from  out  his  village  lately 
climb'd 

And  brought  report  of  azure  lands  and 
fair, 

Far  seen  to  left  and  right;  and  he 
himself 

Hath  hardly  scaled  with  help  a  hun- 
dred feet 

Up  from  tlie  base.     So  Balin,  marvel- 
ling? oft 

How  far  beyond  him  Lancelot  scem'd 
to  move, 

Groan'd,  and  at  times  would  mutter: 
*  These  be  gifts,  170 

Bora  with  the  blood,  not  learnable, 
divine, 

Beyond     ?tti/    reach.       Well    had    I 
foughton  —  well  — 

In  those  tierce  wars,  struck  hard  — 
and  had  I  crown'd 

With  my  slain  self  the  heaps  of  whom 
I  slew  — 

So  —  belter  I  —  But  this  worship  of  the 
Queen. 

That  honor  too  wherein  slie  holds  him 
—  this, 

This  was  the  sunshine  that  hath  given 
tlie  man 

A  growth,  a  name  that  branches  o'er 
the  rest. 

And  strength  ag^iinst  all  odds,  and 
what  the  King 


So  prises — OTerprim—  gentkooj 
Her  likewise  would  I  wonhip  ai 

might 
I  never  can  be  dose  with  her,  as  hi 
That  brought  her  hither.    Shall  I  pi 

theKhig 
To  let  me  bear  some  token  of  his  Qn 
Whereon  to  gBse»  remembering  ha 

forget 
My  heats  and  vidlenoeaT  live  afrei 
What  if  the  Queen  diadain'd  to  gn 

it  I  nay, 
Being  so  stately-gentle,  would  1 

make 
"Mj  darkness  blackness?  andwitiik 

sweet  grace 
She  greeted  my  retom  I    Bold  wl 

be — 
Some  goodly  oognisanoe  of  GafaMm 
In  lieu  of  uiis  roo^  beast  upon 

shield, 
Langued  gutes,  and  tooih'd  witii  g 

ning  savagery.' 

And  Arthur,  when  Sir  Balin  son 

him,  said, 
'What  wilt  thou  bear?'    Balin 

bold,  and  ask'd 
To  bear  her  own  crown-royal  u 

shield. 
Whereat  she  smiled  and  tum'd  he 

the  King, 
Who  answered :   '  Thou  ahalt  put 

crown  to  use. 
The  crown  is  but  the  shadow  of 

king. 
And  this  a  shadow's  shadow,  let 

have  it, 
So  this  will  help  bim  of  his  violenc 
'No  shadow,'  said  Sir  Balin,  *0 

Queen, 
But  li^t  to  me  I  no  shadow,  O 

King, 
But  golden  earnest  of  a  gentler  lif 

So  Balin  bare  the  crown,  and  all 

knights 
Approved  him.  and  the  Queen ;  an< 

the  world 
Made  music,  and  he  felt  his  b 

move 
In  music  with  his  Order  and  the  K 

The  nightingale,  full-toned  in  i 
die  May, 
Hath  ever  and  anon  a  note  so  thin 
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mnother  voice  in  other  groYes ; 
IS,  after  some  quick  burst  of  sud- 
den wrath, 
music  in  him  seem'd  to  change 
and  ffrow 
at  and  &r-off. 

And  once  he  saw  the  thrall 
pttsdon  half  had  gauntleted  to 
death. 
It  causer  of  his  banishment  and 

shame, 
He  at  him.  as  he  deem'd,  presump- 
tuously. 
I  arm  half  rose  to  strike  again,  but 

fell : 
i  memonr  of  that  cognizance  on 

shield 
jgfatcd  it  down,  but  in  himself  he 
moan*d :  aao 

Too  high  this  mount  of  Camelot  for 

me: 
Bse  high-set  courtesies  are  not  for 

me. 
ill  I  not  rather  prove  the  worse  for 

these? 
TifT  aD<l  stormier  from  restraining, 

break 
o  ft^mv  madness  even   before  the 

<^uet*n  ?  * 

rbu*  as  a  hearth  lit  in  a  mountain 

(d  fliuif-ini;  on  the  window,  when 

the  gloom 
tviiiirht  dM'p<'ns  round  it,  seems  a 

flami' 
at  raires  in  the  woodland  far  l>olow, 
whvn   his  moods  were   darkt'n'd. 

ruurt  and  king  330 

^i  &11  the  kindly  warmth  of  Artliur's 

h»n 

■i!"W'(!  an  angry  distance  ;  yd  ho 

Btrove 
\  Irarn   the  graces  of  their  Tahle, 

fought 
ir4   with    himself,  and    <«M>m'd    at 

length  in  peace. 

Then    chanced,  one   morning,  that 

ifir  Balin  sat 
hiebower^d  in  that  ganlen  niu'li  the 

halL 
vtlk  of   roses  ran   from  door  to 

door. 
»vilk  of  lilies  crost  it  to  the  bower ; 


And  down  that  range  of  roses  the  great 

Queen 
Came  with  slow  steps,  the  morning  on 

her  face ;  140 

And  all  in  shadow  from  the  counter 

door 
Sir  Lancelot  as  to  meet  her,  then  at 

once, 
As  if  he  saw  not,  glanced  aside,  and 

paced 
The  long  white  walk  of  lilies  toward 

the  bower 
Follow'd  the  Queen ;  Sir  Balin  heard 

her  *  Prince, 
Art  thou  so  little  loyal  to  thy  Queen 
As  pass  without  good  morrow  to  thy 

Queen  ? ' 
To  whom  Sir  Lancelot  with  his  eyes 

on  earth, 
'Fain  would  I  still  be  loyal  to  the 

Queen.' 
'  Yea,  so,'  she  said  ;  '  but  so  to  pass 

me  by  —  aso 

So  loyal  scarce  is  loyal  to  thyself, 
Whom  all  men  rate  the  king  of  cour- 
tesy. 
I>et  be;  ye  stand,  fair  lord,  as  in  a 

dream.* 

Then  Lancelot  with  his  hand  among 

the  rtowers  : 
'Yea — for  a  dream.     Last  night   me- 

thought  I  saw 
That  maiden  Saint  who  stjinds  with 

lily  in  hand 
In  yonder  shrine.     All  round  her  prest 

the  dark. 
And   all    tlie    light    iii><»n    lier   silver 

face 
FlowM  from  the  .spiriiual  lilv  that  she 

hrld. 
Lol  then*'    lier    cMuMenis  tln-w    mine 

eyes      auay  ;  y-> 

For  se<'.  Ijow  perfect  pun-  !     A^  liu'lii 

a  flush 
As  hanlly   lints  the   Mmshoih    of    the 

quiiice 
Would   mar    thrir  (harm  of  stainless 

m:ii(i«'iihiH>il.' 

•S\v«'it«r  to  m<','  -^ln   «<iid.  'this  izuT 

»!«-n  ro***' 
I)e<'p  hutil  and  manv  fi)ltird  !  swiftrr 

•.till 
The  wild  wj^mI  hyiicinth  ami  the  bhmm 

of  .May  : 
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Prince,  we  have  ridden  before  among 

the  flowers 
In  those  fair  days —  not  all  as  cool  as 

these, 
Tho'  season-earlier.    Art  thou  sad  ?  or 

sick? 
Our  noble  King  will  send  thee  his  own 

leech  —  270 

Sick  ?  or  for  any  matter  anger'd  at 

me?' 

..    Then  Lancelot  lifted  his  large  eyes ; 

:  they  dwelt 

Deep-tranced  on  hers,  and  could  not 

fall.    Her  hue 
Changed  at  his  gaze ;  so  turning  side 

by  side 
They  past,  and  Balin  started  from  his 

bower. 

'  Queen  ?  subject  ?  but    I  see  not 

what  I  see. 
Damsel  and  lover?  hear  not  what  I 

hear. 
My  father  liath  begotten  me  in  his 

wrath. 
I  suffer  from  the   things  before  me, 

know, 
Learn  nothing ;  am  not  worthy  to  be 

knight  —  280 

A  churl,  a  clown  I  *  and  in  him  gloom 

on  2:Ux)m 
Deepen'd ;    he    sharply    caught    his 

lance  and  shield. 
Nor  stay'd  to  crave  i>ennission  of  the 

King, 
But  mad  for  strange  adventure,  dash'd 

away. 

He  took  the  selfsame  track  as  Balan, 

SilW 

The  fountain  where  they  sat  together, 

si  gird. 
•"Was  I  not  better  there  with  him?' 

and  rode 
The  skyless  woocis.    but  under  open 

blue 
Came  on  the  hoar-head  woodman  at  a 

bouirh 
"Wearily  hewing.     '  Churl,  thine  axe  I ' 

he  cried.  r./o 

Descended,  and  disjointed  it  at  a  blow  ; 
To  whom  the  wooilman  utter'd  wonder- 

i'Virly, 
'Lord,  thou  couldst  lay  the  devil  of 

these  woods 


If  arm  of  flesh  could  lay  him  I '  Bi 

cried, 
'  Him,  or  the  viler  devil  who  plays  1 

part; 
To  lay  that  devH  would  lay  the  de 

in  me.' 
•  Nay,*  said  the  churl,  'our  devil  ii 

truth, 
I  saw  the  flash  of  him  but  yester-ev< 
And  some  do  say  that  our  Sir  Gari 

too 
Hath  leam'd  black  magic,  and  to  ri 

unseen. 
Look  to  the  cave.'  But  Balin  answe 

him, 
'Old  fabler,  these  be  fancies  of  1 

churl ; 
Look  to  thy  woodcraft,'  and  so  leavi 

him. 
Now  with  slack  rein  and  careless 

himself. 
Now  with  dug  spur  and  raving  at  hi 

self, 
Now  with  droopt  brow  down  the  Ic 

glades  he  rode ; 
So  mark'd  not  on  his  right  a  cave 

chasm 
Yawn  over  darkness,  where,  nor 

within, 
The    whole    day    died,    but,    dyi 

gleam'd  on  rocks 
Roof-pendent,  sharp  ;  and  others  fr 

the  tloor. 
Tusklike,  arising,  made  that  moutl 

night 
W  hereout  the  demon  issued  up  fi 

hell. 
He   mark'd   not  this,  but,  blind  \ 

deaf  to  all 
Save   that  chain'd  rage  which    e 

yelpt  within, 
Past  eastward  from  the  falling  s 

At  once 
He  felt  the  hollow-beaten  mosses  tl 
And  tremble,  and  then  the  shado'w 

a  spear. 
Shot  from  behind  him,  ran  along 

ground. 
Sideways  he  started   from  the  ps 

and  saw. 
With  pointed  lance  as  if  to  pierc 

shape, 
A  light  of  armor  by  him  flash.  , 

pass 
And  vanish  in  the  woods :  and  folio 

this. 
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t  ttll  to  blind  in  ra^  that  unawares 
burst  his  lance  against  a  forest 
bough. 

ihoraed  himself,  and  rose  again,  and 
fled 

r,  till  the  castle  of  a  king,  the  hall 
Pellam,    lichen-bearded,    grayly 
draped 

ith  streaming  grass,  appear'd,  low- 
built  but  strong ; 

«  ruinous  donjon  as  a  knoll  of  moss, 

«    bAttlement  overtopt   with  ivy- 
tods,  330 

borne  of  bats,  in  every  tower  an  owl. 

rhen  spake  the  men  of  Pellam  cry- 
ing. *Lord, 
hr  wear  ye  this  crown-royal  upon 
'    shiHci?- 
bd  Balin,  *For  the  fairest  and  the 

best 
hdies  living  gave  me  this  to  bear.* 
staird  his  horse,  and  strode  across 

the  court. 
It  found  the  greetings  both  of  knight 

and  king 
int  in  the  low  dark  hall  of  banquet. 

leaves 
id  th<*ir  green  faces  flat  against  the 

fHines, 
irav;*    grated,    and     the     cankerM 

boughs  without  340 

hinetl   in   the  wofxl ;    for    all     was 

hush'd  within. 
II  when  at  feast  Sir  Garlon  likewise 

&sk'<l. 
Thv    wear   ye   that    crown-royal  ? ' 

Balin  said, 
"be  (jueen  we  worship,  Ijancelot,  I, 

mmi  all, 
I  fairest,  best,  and  purest,  grant^^l 

me 
>   bear    it !  *    Such    a    sound  —  for 

Arthur's  knights 
«re  hat«fl  strangers  in  the  hall  — as 

makfrs 
ie  white  swan  mot  her,  sitting,  when 

she  hears 
itrmnire  knee  rustle  tlinV  her  si'cnt 

reeds, 
ide  Garlon,  hissing  ;  then  h<'  sourly 

■milcd :  ^v> 

^ainrtt  I   grant   her  —  I  Imvr   Hcen  ; 

but  b(*8t, 
ett,  purest  7  thou  from  Arthur's  hall. 

mod  yet 


80  simple  I  hast  thou  eyes,  or  if,  are 

these 
80  far  besotted  that  they  fail  to  see 
This  fair  wife-worship  cloaks  a  secret 

shame? 
Truly,  ye  men  of  Arthur  be  but  babes.' 

A  goblet  on  the  board  by  Balin, 

boss'd 
With  holy  Joseph's  legend,  on    his 

right 
Stood,  all  of  massiest  bronze.     One 

side  had  sea 
And  ship  and  sail  and  angels  blowing 

on  it ;  360 

And  one  was  rough  with  wattling,  and 

the  walls 
Of  that  low  church  he  built  at  Glaston- 
bury. 
This  Balin  graspt,  but  while  in  act  to 

hurl. 
Thro*  memory  of  that  token  on  the 

shield 
Relax'd  his  hold.    '  I  will  be  gentle,' 

he  thought, 
•  And    passing  gentle ; '    caught    his 

hand  awav, 
Then   tiercel v  to  Sir  Garlon:    •Ky<'s 

have  f 
That  saw  today  the  shadow  of  a  spear, 
Shot  from  Ix^hind  me,  run  along  the 

ground  ; 
Kyes  too  that  long  have  wateh'd  how 

Lancelot  <lraws  370 

From  homage  to  the  Ix'st  and  pur«*st, 

mitrht. 
Name,    inanh(xxl.    and    a   grace,    but 

seantly  thine 
Who,  sitting  in  thine  own  hall,  canst 

endure 
To  mouth  so  h\ige  a  foulness  —  to  thy 

guest. 
Me.  me  of  Arthur***  Table.  Felon  talk 
Let  1m*  !  no  more  I' 

Hut  not  tin  less  !)y  niirhi 
The  s<'orn  nf  (Jarlon,  ix)isoMint:  all  hi** 

rest. 
Stun;:  him  in  «lr«:i?n<     At  ImLTth.  and 

dim  tlirn'  lijivi*; 
Hlinkt  th«'  xvhiti-  iii'»ru.  spniy*;  ^rrat*^!. 

and  nl<l  lK»iii;lm 
Whined    in    th<*  w<mn1      H««  ros*',  d**- 
I  sj'i-ndtil.  in«'t  3«w 

TIh'  scorner  in   the  castle  court,  and 

fain. 
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For  hite  and  loathing,  would  ha^e 

past  him  hv ; 
But  when  Sir  Clarion  uttered  mocking- 

wise, 
'  What,  wear  ye  still  that  aame  crown- 

scandalouBt' 
His  countenance  blackened,  and  his 

forehead  Teins 
Bloated  and  branch'd ;  and  tearing  out 

of  sheath 
The  brand.  Sir  Balin  with  a  flerr, '  Ha ! 
So  thou  be  shadow,  here  I  jnake  thee 

ghost.' 
Hard  upon  helm  smote  him,  and  the 

blade  flew 
Splintering  in  six,  and  dinkt  upon  the 

stones.  390 

Then   Garlon,  reeling   slowly  badc- 

ward,  fell, 
And  Balin  by  the  banneret  of  his  helm 
Dragg'd  him,  and  struck,  but  from 

the  castle  a  cry 
Sounded  across  the  court,  and  —  men- 
at-arms, 
A  score  with  pointed  lances,  making 

at  him  — 
He  dash'd  the  pummel  at  the  foremost 

face. 
Beneath  a  low  door  dipt,  and  made 

his  feet 
Wings  thro'  a  glimmering  gallery,  till 

he  mark'd 
The  portal  of  King  Pellam's  chapel 

wide 
And  inward  to  the  wall ;  he  stept  be- 
hind ;  400 
Thence  in  a  moment  heard  them  pass 

like  wolves 
Howling;  but  while  he  stared  about 

the  shrine. 
In  which  he  scarce  could    spy  the 

Christ  for  Saints, 
Beheld  before  a  golden  altar  lie 
The  longest  lance  his  eyes  had  ever 

seen, 
Point-painted  red ;  and  seizing  there- 
upon 
Push'd  thro*  an  open  casement  down, 

leaned  on  it. 
Leapt  in  a  semicircle,  and  lit  on  earth  ; 
Then  hand  at  oar,  and  barkening  from 

what  side 
Tlie  blindfold  rummage  buried  in  the 

walls  4>o 

Might  echo,  ran  the  counter  path,  and 

found 


His  charger,  mounted   on  him  a 

away. 
An  arrow  whiai'd  to  the  right,  one 

the  left. 
One  overhead ;  and  Pellam's  feeUe  a 
'  Stay,  stay  him  I  he  deflleth  heaTsi 

thinn 
With  earthly  uses  r  made  him  quid 

dive 
Beneath  the  bougha^  and  nee  th 

many  a  mile 
Of  dense  and  open,  till  his  goo^ 

horse, 
Arisine  wearilv  at  a  fallen  oak. 
Stumbled  headlong,  and  cast  him  fi 

to  ground. 

Half -wroth  he  had  not  ended,  I 

all  glad, 
EInigfatlike,  to  find  his  diarger  yet  1 

lamed, 
Shr  Balin  drew  the  shield  fkom  off 

neck. 
Stared  at  the  priceless  cognizance,  1 

thought, 
*  I  have  shamed  thee  so  that  now  tl 

shamest  me, 
Thee  will  I  bear  no  more,'  high  o 

branch 
Hung  it,  and  tum*d  aside  into 

woods. 
And  there  in  gloom  cast  himself 

along. 
Moaning,     'My    yiolenoes,   my    1 

lencesT 

But  now  the  wholesome  music 

the  w^ood 
Was  dumb'd  by  one  from  out  the  1 

of  Mark, 
A  damsel  •  errant,   warbling,   as   1 

rode 
The  woodland  alleys,  Vivien,  with  ! 

squire. 


*  The  fire  of  heaven  has  kill'd  the  bar 
cold. 
And  kindled  all  the  plain  and  all  the  w( 
The  new  leaf  ever  pushes  off  the  old. 
The  fire  of  heaven  is  not  the  flame  of  he 

'Old  priest,   who  mumble  worship 
your  quire  — 
Old  monk  and  nun,  ve  scorn  the  wor 
I  desire, 

'  Yel  in  your  frosty  cells  ye  feel  the  fire  ! 
i  The  fire  of  heaven  is  not  the  flame  of  h< 
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im  9i  IwTiD  b  ••  th^  daily  imj%» 

Mm  blownwi  omb  to  Um  msm. 

iHm  wood-vwM  Is  om  foil  peal  of 

■lot. 

•f  bMTOB  Ift  not  the  flmmo  of  hell. 

In  of  bMTOB  b  lord  of  all  thingt 
nro  man  thorn  thb  fin  within  thj 

nrYirioB  thro*  tho  fionr  flood  I 

•f  hMTM  b  not  thi  fiMM  of  htlll ' 

turalng  to  her  tquira,  'Thia 

In  of  MTOD,  490 

d  stm-wonliip,  boj,  will  rise 

It  the  CroM  to  earth,  and  break 
be  King 
.  hia  TAle.* 

Then  th^  Rach'd  a  glade, 
mder  one  long  lane  of  cloud- 
siair 

another  wood,  the  royal  crown 
id,  and  awaying  upon  a  restless 
Im 

be  Tmgue  glance  of  Viyien  and 
ler  squire. 

1  were  these;  'Lo  there/  she 
cried  —  •  a  crown  — 
vj  some  high  lord-prince  of  Ar- 
hur'shall, 

ere  a  hone  I  the  rider  T  where 
she?  460 

ndcr  lin  one  dead  within  the 
rood. 

id :  he  atin  I  —  but  sleeping.  I 
riUneak. 

yjwl  Knight,  we  break  on  thj 
weet  rest, 

mbtlesa,  all  uneam'd  by  noble 
lecds. 

onden  art  thou,  if  from  Ar- 
bur's  hall. 
» the  weak.   Behold,  I  fly  fnim 


id  king,  who  aought  to  win  my 


irfl  wajs^    The  knight  with 

rhon  I  rode 

nffer'd  misadventure,  and  mr 

qidre 

I  Um  amall  defence ;  but  thou. 

Mr  Prluoe,  470 

mly  gnide  me  to  the  warrior 

□ng, 


Arthur  the  bhmelaaB^  pun  as  any 

To  get  me  shelter  for  ay  maidenhood. 
I  charge  thee  by  that  crown  upon  thy 

shield. 
And  by  the  great  Queen'a  name»  arise 

and  henoe.' 

And  Balin  rose:  *Thithernomon 
nor  prince 
Nor  kni|riit  am  I,  bat  one  that  hath 

defiuned 
The  coffnisanoa  ahe  gan  me.    Here  I 

dwell 
Savage  among  the  Mvage  wooda,  here 

die- 
Die — let  the  wdvea*  black  mawa  en- 
sepulchre  4i» 
Their  brother  beaat»  whose  anger  waa 
hisloffdl 

0  me,  that  such  a  name  as  Ghiinerere'a, 
Which  our  hi^  Lancelot  hath  aolifted 

up. 
And  been   thereby  uplifted,  ahould 

thro*  me. 
My  yiolcnce,  and  my  villainy,  come  to 

shame  1' 

Thereat  she  suddenly  laugh'd  and 

shrill,  anon 
Sigh'd  all  as  suddenly.    Said  Balhi  to 

her: 
'  Is  this  thy  courtesy — to  mock  me, 

ha? 
Hence,  for  I  will  not  with  thee.'  Agaii. 

she  sigh'd  : 
*  Pardon,   sweet    lord !    we  maidenn 

often  lau|?h  490 

When  Hick  at  hc>art,  when  rathcT  we 

should  weep. 

1  knew  thee  wrong'd.     I  brake  upon 

thy  rest. 
And  now  full  loth  am  I  to  break  thy 

dream. 
But  thou  art  man.  and  canst  ubide  a 

truth, 
Tho'  bitt4*r.     Hither,  boy  —  and  mark 

mo  well. 
Dost    thou    n'memlxT    ut    Caerleon 

oiM'e  — 
A  year  a^ro  —  nay,  then  I   love  thee 

not  — 
Ay,    thou     n*nieniben'8t    well  —  one 

8ununer  dawn  — 
By  the  iirreat  tower  —  Caerleon  upon 

Usk  — 
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Nay,  truly  we  were  hidden — this  fair 
lord,  500 

The  flower  of  all  their  vestal  knight- 
hood, knelt 

In  amorous  homage  —  knelt — what 
else? — O,  ay, 

Knelt,  and  drew  down  from  out  his 
nightblack  hair 

And  mumbled  that  white  hand  whose 
ring'd  caress 

Had  wander'd  from  her  own  King's 
golden  head, 

And  lost  itself  in  darkness,  till  she 
cried  — 

I  thought  the  great  tower  would  crash 
aown  on  both  — 

"Rise,  my  sweet  King,  and  kiss  me 
on  the  lips,  ^ 

Thou  art  my  King."  This  lad,  whose 
lightest  word 

Is  mere  white  truth  in  simple  naked- 
ness, 510 

Saw  them  embrace ;  he  reddens,  can- 
not speak. 

So  bashful,  he !  but  all  the  maiden 
Saints, 

The  deathless  mother-maidenhood  of 
heaven, 

Cry  out  upon  her.  Up  then,  ride 
with  me  ! 

Talk  not  of  shame  !  thou  canst  not, 
an  thou  would.st. 

Do  these  more  shame  than  these  have 
done  themselves.' 

She    lied    with    vase  ;    but  horror- 

stric!ken  he. 
Rememberinij^    that    dark     bower  at 

Canielot, 
Breathed  in  a  dismal  whisper,  'It  is 

truth.' 

Sunnily  she  smiled:  'And  even  in 
this  lone  wcxxi.  520 

Sweet  lord,  ye  do  right  well  to  wliis- 
p<T  this. 

Fools  prate,  and  perish  tniitors. 
AVoods  have  tonirues. 

As  walls  have  ears ;  but  thou  shalt 
go  with  me. 

And  we  will  speak  at  first  exceeding 
low. 

Meet  is  it  the  good  King  be  not  de- 
ceived. 

See  now,  1  set  thee  high  on  vantage 
ground. 


From  whence  to  watch  the  tune,  1 

eagle-like 
Stoop  at  thy  will  on  Lancelot  and  1 

Queen.' 

She  ceased;  his   evil  spirit  n] 

him  leapt. 
He  ground  his  teeth  together,  spn 

with  a  yell. 
Tore  from  the  branch   and  cast 

earth  the  shield, 
Drove  his  m^'d    heel   athwart 

royal  crown, 
Stampt  all  into  defacement,  huri*c 

from  him 
Among  the  forest  weeds,  and  cur 

the  tale. 
The  told-of,  and  the  teller. 

That  weird  y 
Unearthlier  than  all  shriek  of  bim 

heftfit 
Thriird  thro*  the  woods ;  and  Bi 

liu-king  there  — 
His  quest  was  unaccomplish'd  —  h€ 

and  thought 
'The   scream  of    that   wood-devi 

came  to  quell  ! ' 
Then  nearing :    *  Lo !    he  hath  s' 

some  brother-knight. 
And  tramples  on  the  goixily  shielt 

show 
His  loathing  of  oin*  Order  and 

Queen. 
My  quest,  mesecms,  is  here.    Or  d 

or  man. 
Guard  thou  thine  head.'     Sir  Bf 

spake  not  a  word, 
But  snatch'd  a  sudden   buckler  fi 

the  squire. 
And  vaulte(^l  on  his  horse,  and  so  t 

erash'd 

In  onset,  and  King Pellam's  holy  sp 

I  Ke]uited  to  be  red  with  sinless  bio 

Hedden'd  at  once  with  sinful,  for 

'  point 

'  Aeross   the  maiden    shield   of   Bj 

prick'd 
I  The  hauberk  to  the  flesh  ;  and  Ba' 
\  horse 

Was  wearied  to  the  death,  and,  w 
I  they  elash'd, 

i  Rolling  back  upon  Balin,  crush'd 
I  man 

Inward,  and  either  fell  and  sw*o< 
away. 
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ben  to  her  squire   mutter'd  the 

damsel:  'Fools I 
•  fellow  hath  wrought  some  foul- 
ness with  his  Queen ; 
e  neTer  had  he  borne  her  crown, 

nor  raved 
1  thus  foam'd  over  at  a  riYal  name. 
;  thou.  Sir  Chick,  that  scarce  hast 

broken  shell, 
jet  half-yolk,  not  even  come  to 

down  —  560 

to    never    sawest    Caerleon  upon 

Usk  — 
1  yet  hast  often  pleaded  for  my 

love  — 
what  I  see,  be  thou  where  I  have 

been, 
else.   Sir   Chick  —  dismount    and 

Soooe  their  casques ; 
lin  would  know  what  manner  of 

men  they  be.' 
1  when  the  squire  had  loosed  them, 

•Goodly  I— look! 
fv  might  have  cropt  the  myriad 

flower  of  May, 
i  butt  each  other  here,  like  brain- 
less bulls, 
kd  for  one  heifer  I  * 

Then  the  gentle  squiro  : 
tiold  them  happy,  so  they  died  for 

love ;  570 

ti,  Vivien,   tho*  ye  beat  me  like; 

your  dog, 

00  could  die,  as  now  I  live,  for 
thee.' 

Lire  on.  Sir  Boy,'  she  cried ;    *  I 

better  prize 
f  living  dog  than  the  dead  lion. 

Away  ! 
Lonot  brook  to  gaze  upon  the  dead.' 
ni  leapt  her  palfrey  o'er  the  fallen 

i  bounding  forward,  '  I^eavc  them 
to  the  wolves.' 

lot  when  their  foreheails  felt  the 

cooling  air, 
in  first  woke,  and  seeing  thai  true 

face, 
oiliar  up  from  cradle-time,  jmi  wan, 
wl'd   slowly   with   low    nxnins   to 

where  he  lay,  5«« 

1  00  his  dying  brother  oist  him 

•elf 


Dying ;  and  he  lifted  faint  eyes ;  he 
felt 

One  near  him  ;  all  at  once  they  found 
the  world, 

Staring  wild-wide ;  then  with  a  child- 
like wail, 

And  drawing  down  the  dim  disastrous 
brow 

That  o'er  him  hung,  he  kiss'd  it, 
moan'd,  and  spake : 

'  O  Balin,  Balin,  I  that  fain  had 

died 
To  save  thy  life,  have  brought  thee  to 

thy  death. 
Why  had  ye  not  the  shield  I  knew  T 

and  why  590 

Trampled  ye  thus  on  that  which  bare 

the  crown  ?' 

Then  Balin  told  him  brokenly  and 
in  gasps 
All    that    had    chanced,   and    Balan 
moan'd  again : 

*  Brother,  I  dwelt  a  day  in  Pellam's 
"^hall ; 
This  Garlou  mock'd  mc,  but  I  heedo<l 

not. 
And  one  said,  '*Eat  in  peace  I  a  liar 

is  he, 
And    hates    thee    for    the   tribute!" 

This  g(M)d  knight 
Told  me  that  twii'c  a  wanton  damsel 

came. 
And  sought  for  Oarlon  at  the  castle- 
gates. 
Whom  Pel  lam  drove  away  with  holy 

hetit.  6r«> 

1  well   iH'lii've   this  damsel,  and   tlu* 

one 
Who  stood  hesidf  thee  even  now,  the 

samr. 
"She  <lw«'lls  amonu  tin-  wcxxls/'   hv 

said,  *'  and  meets 
And  djillies  with  him  in  the  Mouth  of 

Hell." 
Foul   are   their   lives,    foul    are    tlnir 

lif)S  :  tlwv  lie<l. 
Pure   as  our  own  true  mother  is  (.ur 

C^ueen.' 

'()  brother,'  answer'd  Balin,   *  wof 
is  me  ! 
My  ma<ln»'Hs  all  thy  life  has  InH^n  thy 
doom, 
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Thy^cune,  and  darken'd  all  thy  day ; 

and  now 
The  night  has  come.    I  acaroe  can 

see  thee  now.  610 

Good  night  I   for  we  shall  never  bid 

again 
.Good  morrow— Dark  my  doom  was 

here,  and  dark 
It  will  be  there.    I  see  thee  now  no 

more. 
I  would  not  mine  again  should  darken 

thine; 
Good  nighty  true  brother/ 

Balan  answered  low, 
'  Good  night,  true  brother,  here  I  good 

morrow  there  1 
We  two  were  bom  together,  and  we 

die 
Together  by  one  doom : '  and  while 

bespoke 
Closed  his  death-drowsing  eyes,  and 

slept  the  sleep 
With  Balin,  either  lock'd  in  either*s 

arm.  620 

MERLIN   AND  VIVIEN 

A  STORM  was  coming,  but  the  wiuds 

were  still, 
And  in  the  wild  woofls  of  Broceliande. 
Before  an  oak,  so  hollow,  huge,  and 

old 
It  lookd  a  tower  of  ivied  masonwork. 
At  Merlin's  feet  the  wily  Vivien  lay. 

For  he  that  always  bare  in  bitter 
grudge 

The  sli>rhts  of  Arthur  and  his  Table, 
Mark 

The  Cornish  King,  had  heard  a  wan- 
dering voice, 

A  minstrel  of  Caerleon  by  strong 
.storm 

Blown  into  shelter  at  Tintagil,  say    10 

That  out  of  naked  knight-like  purity 

Sir  Lancelot  worshipt  no  unmarried 
girl 

But  the  great  Queen  herself,  fouglit 
in  her  name, 

Sware  by  her  —  vows  like  theirs  that 
high  in  heaven 

Love  most,  but  neither  marry  nor  are 
given 

In  marriage,  angels  of  our  Lord's  re- 
port. 


He  ceased,  and  then— i 
sweetlT  said — 
She  sat  beside  the  banqu 

Mark,— 
'And  is  the  fair  example  fo 
In  Arthur^s  household  f- 
innocently: — 

'Ay,  by  some  few  —  a^ 

youths  that  hold 
It  more  beseems  the  peri 

kniffht 
To  worsfalp  woman  at  tni 

yond 
All  hopes  of  gaining,  than 

girl. 
They  place  their  pride  ii 

and  the  Queen. 
80  passionate  for  an  vttar  ] 
Beyond  the  limit  of  tUb 

these. 
For  Arthur  bound  tliem  bo 

ness. 
Brave  hearts  and  clean  I 

God  guide  them  I — j 

Then  Mark  was  half  b 

hurl  his  cup 
Straight  at  the  speaker,  bi 

He  rose 
To  leave  the  hall,  and,  Viv 

ing  him, 
Tum'd  to  her :  *  Here  are  sni 

the  grass ; 
And  you  methinks,  O  Vivii 

fear 
The  monkish  manhood,  anc 

of  pure 
Worn  by  this  courts  can  st 

they  sting.' 

And  Vivien  answered,  sm 

fully : 
'Why  fear?  because  that 

t?tt/  court 
I  savor  of  thv  —  virtues? 

no, 
As  love,  if  love  be  perfecl 

fear, 
So  hate,  if  hate  be  perfect 

fear. 
My  father  died  in  battle  1 

King, 
My  mother  on  his  corpse  in 
She  bore  me  there,  for 

death  was  I 
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■f  Ifae  dead  snd  sown  upon  thr 

VUid- 
)d  that  on  ibrel  and  liUama  thr- 

tnilli  belltnca. 
M  ^  tjue  ditii.  nad  bottom  of  tlin 

veil. 
Wn  Trail)    is    hiilden.    Gracious 

Icwios  tlilni'. 
Ml  aaxlRiK  of  tho  mud  I      "Tbis 

Anfaur  )>ui¥  I 
It  NalBcv  Utro*  tlic  ApbIi  hi-rwOf 


tiivp8  lilin  the  llol    Tbere  i<  no  being 

pure. 
My  cherub:  anith  not  Hot;  Writ  Uw 


VThen  I  buve  ferrotvd  out  tb«lr  bur- 

rowiiiga. 
Till-  hfiuts  of  all  IhU  Onlrr  in  mlno 
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Ay — 80  that  fate  and  craft  and  folly 

close. 
Perchance,  one  curl  of  Arthur's  golden 

beard. 
To  me  this  narrow  grizzled  fork  of 

thine 
Is  deaner-fashion'd  —  Well,  I  loved 

thee  first;  60 

That  warps  the  wit.' 

Loud  laugh'd  tlie  graceless  Mark. 
But  Vivien,   into   Cimielot  stealing, 

lodged 
Low  in  the  city,  and  on   a  festal 

dfl^ 
When  Guinevere  was  crossing  the 

great  hall 
Cast  hmelf  down,  knelt  to  the  Queen, 

and  wail'd. 

'Why  kneel  ye  there?    What  evil 

have  ye  wrought  Y 
Rise!'  and  the  damsel  bidden  rise 

arose 
And  stood   with   folded  hands   and 

downward  eyes 
Of  glancing  comer  and  all   meekly 

said : 
*None  wrouffht,  but  sufFer'd  much, 

an  orphan  maid  1  70 

My  father  died  in  battle  for  thy  King, 
Mv  mother  on  his  corpse  —  i"n  open 

field, 
The  sad  sea-soundiug  wastes  of  Lyon- 

nesse — 
P(X>r  wret<^'h  —  no  friend  I  —  and  now 

by  Mark  the  kinc. 
For  that  small  rharm  of  feature  mine, 

pursued  — 
If  any  such  be  mine  —  I  fly  to  thee. 
Save,  save  me  thou !    Woman  of  wo- 
men —  tliine 
The  wreath  of  beauty,  thine  the  crown 

of  power. 
Be  thine  tlie  balm  of  pity,  O  heaven's 

own  white 
Earth-angel,  stainless  bride  of  stainless 

King —  80 

Help,  for  he  follows!  take  me  to  thv- 

self! 
O  yield  me  shelter  for  mine  innoceney 
Among  thy  maidens  ! ' 

Hen?  her  slow  swt*et  eyes 
Fear-tremulous,  but  humbly  hopeful, 
rose 


list  on  her  hearer^Sp  while  the  Qnee 

who  stood 
An  glittering  like  Mfty  sunshine  a 

May  leaves 
In  green  and  gold,  and  plumed  wit] 

green,  replied : 
'  Peace,  child  I  ot  ovCT-praise  and  over 

blame 
We  choose  the  last  Our  nohle  Arthur 

him 
Te  scarce  can  overpraise,  wHI  hou 

and  know.  9 

Nay  — we   believe   all   evil   of  thi 

Mark— 
Well«  we  shall  test  tfaee  farthm;  W 

this  hour 
We  ride  arhawUng  with  Sfar  Lancdot 
He  hath  given  ns  a  fidr  falcoo  whid 

he  train'd ; 
We  go  to  prove  it    Bide  ye  here  th 

while.' 

She  past;   and  Vivien  mmrnur*) 

after,  'Go! 
I   bide  the  while.'    Then   thro*  th 

portal-arch 
Peering  askance,  and  muttering  brc 

ken- wise. 
As  one  that  labors  with  an  evil  dream 
Beheld  the  Queen  and  Lancelot  get  t 

horse.  u 

'  Is  that  the  Lancelot?  goodly —a}i 

but  gaunt ; 
Courteous — amends  for  gauntness- 

takes  her  hand  — 
That  glance  of  theirs,  but  for  tl 

street,  had  been 
A  clineing  kiss — how  hand  lingers  i 

hand  I 
Let  go  at  last !  —  they  ride  away  —  t 

hawk 
For    waterfowl.     Hoyaller   game 

mine. 
For  such  a  supersensual  sensual  Ih)iu 
As  that  gray  cricket  chirpt  of  at  01 

hearth  — 
Touch  flax  with  flame — a  glance  wi 

serve  —  the  liars ! 
.\h  little  rat  that  borest  in  the  dyke  1 
Thv  hole  bv  niffht  to  let  the  boundle 

deep 
Down  upon  far-off  cities  while  th< 

dance — 
Or  dream  -of  thee  they  dream'd  n 

—  nor  of  me 
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— ay.  but  each  of  either;  ride, 

and  dream 
e  mortal  dream  that  never  yet  was 

miDe  — 
ie,  ride  and  dream  until  ye  wake  — 

to  mel 
len,  narrow  court  and  lubber  King, 

farewell  1 
r  Lancelot  will  be  gracious  to  the 

rat, 
id  our  wise  Queen,  if  knowing  that 

I  know, 
ill  hate,   loathe,   fear — but  honor 

me  the  more.'  130 

Yet  while  they  rode  together  down 

the  plain, 
leir  talk  was  all  of  training,  terms 

of  art. 
«t  and  seeling,  Jesses,  leash  and  lure. 
he  is  too  noble/  he  said,  '  to  check 

at  pies, 
ar  win  she  rake :  there  is  no  baseness 

in  her.' 
Fre  when  the  Queen  demand chI  as 

by  cliancc, 
[now  ye  the  stranger  woman  ? '    '  L«*t 

her  be,' 
id  Lancelot,  and  unhooded  casting 

off 
tie  goodly  falcon  free  ;  she  tower'd ; 

her  *bc*lls, 
loe  under  tone,  shrilVd ;  and  thcv 

lifted  up  130 

tidr  eager  faces,  wondering  at  tlic 

stivngth. 
oldoess.   fuid   royal   knighth(xxl    of 

the  bird, 
bo  pounced  her  quarry  and  slew  it. 

Many  a  time 
*  once  —  of  old  —  among  the  flowers 

—  they  rode. 

But  Virlen   half-forgotten   of   tlie 

Queen 
AODir  her  damsels  broidi'ring  sat, 

beard,  watoh'd, 
ttd  whisper'd.     Thro'   the   peaeofiil 

court  slie  crept 
id  whisper'd;   then,  as  Arthur  in 

the  highest 
aren'd  the  world,  so  Vivien  in  the 

lowest, 
riring at  a  time  of  golden  nst,     140 
d  sowing  one  ill  hint  fnmi  ear  to 


While  all  the  heathen  lay  at  Arthur's 

feet. 
And  no  quest  came,  but  all  was  joust 

and  play, 
Leaven'd  his  hall.    They  heard  and 

let  her  be. 

Thereafter,  as  an  enemy  that  has 
left 

Death  in  the  living  waters  and  with- 
drawn. 

The  wily  Vivien  stole  from  Arthur's 
court. 

She  hated  all  the  knights,  and  heard 

in  thought 
Their  lavish  comment  when  her  name 

was  named. 
For  once,  when  Arthur  walking  all 

alone,  ijo 

Vext  at  a  rumor  issued  from  herself 
Of  some  corruption  crept  among  his 

knights, 
Had  met  Tier,  Vivien,  being  greeted 

fair. 
Would  fain  have  wrought  upon  his 

cloudv  raood 
With  reverent  eyes  mock-loyal,  shaken 

voice. 
And  fluttered  adoratirm,  and  at  last 
With  (lark  sweet  hints  of  some  who 

prized  him  more 
Than  who  should  prize  him  most ;  at 

whieh  the  Kin^ 
Had  pi/(Hl  upon  her  blankly  and  gone 

by. 
Hut  one  had  wateh'd,  and   hail   not 

held  his  peace  :  160 

It  mtule  the  laughter  of  an  jiftennM)n 
Tlmt     Vivien     should     attempt     the 

l)laniel<*ss  King. 
And  after  that,  .she  s<'i  h<Ts<'lf  to  L'uin 
Him.    the   most    famous   man   of   all 

those  times. 
Merlin,    wlu)   knew   thr   raiij^<'  of  all 

their  :irt«*. 
HjmI  built  thr  KiiiLT  his  hiiveiis.  ships, 

and  halls, 
Was  also  ]»ani.  and  knew  the  starry 

he;iv<'n»4 : 
The  peopli-  ejiir«l  him  wi/anl  ;  whom 

at  tir^t 
Sin*    playd    about    with    sliirht    and 

spriirhtiv  talk. 
And  vivid  smiles,  and  faiutly-venom  d 

|M)ints  \Tk 
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Of  slander,  glancing  here  and  grazing 

there; 
And  yielding  to  his  kindlier  moods, 

the  seer 
Would  watch  her  at  her  petulance 

and  play, 
Even  when  they  seem'd  unlovable, 

and  laugh 
As  those  that  watch  a  kitten.    Thus 

he  grew 
Tolerant  of  what  he  half  disdain*d, 

and  she. 
Perceiving  that  she  was  but  half  dis- 

dain'd. 
Began  to  break  her  sports  with  graver 

tits, 
Turn  red  or  pale,  would  often  when 

they  met 
Si^h  fully,  or  all-silent  gaze  upon  him 
With  such  a  fixt  devotion  that  the  old 

man,  i8i 

Tho*  doubtful,  felt  the  flattery,  and 

at  times 
Would  flatter  his  own  wish  in  age  for 

love. 
And  half  believe  her  tnie  ;  for  thus  at 

times 
He  waver'd,  but  that  other  clung  to 

him, 
Fixt  in  her  will,  aud  so  the  seasous 

went. 

Then  fell  on  Merlin  a  great  melan- 
choly : 

He  walk'd  with  dreams  and  darkness, 
and  he  found 

A  doom  that  ever  pois^ni  itself  to  fall, 

An  ever-moauinij:  battle  in  the  mist. 

World-war  of  dying  tiesh  against  the 
life.  191 

Death  in  all  lift*  and  lying  in  all  love. 

The  m<-anest  having  power  upon  the 
highest, 

And  the  high  purpose  broken  by  tht* 
worm. 

So  leaving  Arthur's  court  he  gain'd 

the  beach. 
There  fouiul  a  little  boat  and  stcpt 

into  it: 
And  Vivien  follow'd,  but  he  mark'd 

her  not. 
She  took  the  helm  and  he  the  siiil ; 

the  boat 
Drave  with  a  sudden  wind  across  the 

deeps. 


And,  touching  Breton  sands,  they  dia 

embark'd.  m 

And  then  she  followed  Merlin  all  the 

way, 
Even  to  the  wild  woods  of  Broceliande. 
For  Merlin  once  had  told  her  of  t 

charm. 
The  which  if  any  wrought  on  any  one 
With  woven  paces  and  with  waving 

arms, 
The  man  so  wrought  on  ever  seem'd 

to  lie 
Closed  in  the  four  walls  of  a  hollow 

tower, 
From  which  was  no  escape  for  ever- 
more; 
And  none  could  find  that  man  foi 

evermore. 
Nor  could  he  see  but  him  who  wroughl 

the  charm  an 

Coming  and  going,  and  he  lay  as  dead 
And  lost  to  life  and  use  and  name  anc 

fame. 
Aud  Vivien  ever  sought  to  work  tin 

charm 
Upon  the  great  enchanter  of  the  time 
As  fancying  that  her  glory  would  Ix 

great 
According  to  his  greatness  whom  she 

quench'd. 

There  lay  she  all  her  length  anc 

kiss'i  his  feet. 
As  if  in  deepest  reverence  and  in  love 
A  twist  of  gold  was  round  her  hair ;  i 

robe 
Of  samite  without  price,  that  mon 

cxprest  2» 

Than  hid  her,  clung  about  her  lissora( 

limbs, 
In  color  like  the  satin-shining  palm 
On  sallows  in  the  windy  gleams  o; 

March. 
And  while  she  kiss'd  them,  crying 

•  Trample  me. 
Dear  feet,  that  I  have  follow'd  thro 

the  world, 
And  I  will  pay  you  worship;  treac 

me  down 
And  I  will  kiss  you  for  it;'  he  vrsi 

mute. 
So  (lark  a  forethought  roll'd  about  hi 

brain. 
As  on  a  dull  dav  in  an  ocean  cave 
The  blind  wave  feeling  round  his  lon| 

sea-hall  aj 


MERLIN  AND   VIVIEN 


y  In  deuce ;  wherefore,  when  she  lifted 

up 
r  A  face  of  md  appeal,  and  spake  and 

said, 
».  *0  Meriin,  do  ye  love  met'  and  again, 

•  *0  Merlin,  do  ye  love  me  T '  and  once 

more, 
'Gieat  Master,  do  ye  love  me?'  he 

was  mute. 
Aod  lissome  Vivien,  holding  by  his 
,  heel. 

Writhed  toward  him,  slided  up  his 

knee  and  sat. 
Behind  his  ankle  twined  her  hollow 
feet 
[   Together,  curved  an  arm  about  his 
neck, 
Chmg  like  a  snake;  and  letting  her 
left  hand  340 

,  Droop  from  his  mighty  shoulder,  as  a 
leaf. 
Made  with  her  right  a  comb  of  pearl 

to  part 
The  lists  of  such  a  beard  as  youth 
gone  out 
;    Hid  left  in  ashes.   Then  he  spoke  and 

mid. 
\    Xot  looking  at  her,  '  \£bQ_are  wise  |d 

•  Igve 

•  Lore  iq^wt,  say  least ^'  and  Vivien  an- 

swerd  auick: 
•I  mw  the  little  elf-god  cveless  once 
-    lo  Arthur's  arras  hall  at  Camelot ; 
I   But  oeitbtT  eyes  nor  tongue  —  O  stupid 
I  child ! 

\  Y-t  you  are  wise  who  say  it ;  let  me 
j  '  think  350 

I   ^flefK1e  is  wisdom.     I  am  silent  thrn, 
I   Aod  sAk  no  kiss ; '  then  adding  all  at 
;  c«ice. 

\  'Aod  lo.  I  clothe  myself  witli  wis- 
'  dom,'  drew 

,   The  vast  and  shaggy  mantle  of  his 

beard 
I    Across  her  neck  and  bosom   to  h<T 
;  knee. 

j  And  cmll'd  herself  a  ^Idod  summer  fly 
;  iMigfat  in  a  great  old  tyrant  spidtTs 
j  web. 

I    Whj  meant  to  eat  her  up  in  that  wild 

wood 
VTIthout  one  word.     So  Vivien  callM 
I  herself, 

lUit  rather  seem'd  a  lovely  baleful  star 
'.    VdTd  in  gray  vapor;  till  be  sadly 

■nOed :  a6i 


'To  what  request  for  what  strai 

boon,'  he  said, 
'Are   these   your  pretty  tricks  f 

fooleries, 

0  Vivien,    the    preamble?   yet   ] 

thanks. 
For  these  have  broken  up  my  mel 
choly.* 

And  Vivien  answered  smiling  s 
cily: 
*  What,  O  my  Master,  have  ye  (oxi 
your  voice  ? 

1  bid  the  stranger  welcome.    Thai 

at  last! 
But  yesterday  you  never  open'd  lip 
Except  indeed  to  drinks    No  cup  I 

we; 
In  mine  own  lady  palms  I  cull'd  1 

spring 
That  gatber'd  trickling  drop  wise  fr 

the  cleft. 
And  made  a  pretty  cup  of  both  1 

bands 
And   offer'd  you  it  kneeling.     Tl 

vou  drank 
And  knew  no  more,  nor  gave  me  ( 

poor  wonl ; 
O,  no  more  thanks  than  might  a  g< 

have  given 
With  no  more  sign  of  reverence  th 

a  beani. 
And  when  we  baltinl  at  that  otl 

well, 
And   I   was  faint  to  sw(x^ning,  a 

you  lav 
Foot-gilt  witli  all  the  blossom-dust 

those 
Deep  mejulows  we  bad  travers«*<i,  < 

vou  know 
Tliat  Vivirn  batbiMl  vour  Uvi  Ix'T 

her  own? 
And  yet  no  thanks;  and  all  thro'  t 

wild  w<K)d 
And  all  this  inorniiiir  when  I   fond 

you. 
H(M)n,  ay,  thcTc  w.ih  a  Imkhj.  nnr  1 

M)  stntnLTf  — 
How  had   I   wrnHLT'd  y«iu  ?  simdy 

an-  wIn*'. 
Hut  snrh  11  '•ilrn*  «•  i-^  ni«»rr  wi^e  tl 

kind.* 

Ami  Morliii  1'm  k'd  hi«i  h.iml  in  h 
and  said  : 
'O,  did  ye  nevrr  Vw  u;u.>u  vVwi  ^W>xv 
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And  watch  the  curl'd  white  of  the 
coming  wave  290 

Glass'd  in  the  slippery  sand  before  it 
breaks  ? 

Even  such  a  wave,  but  not  so  plea- 
surable. 

Dark  in  the  glass  of  some  presageful 
mood. 

Had  I  for  three  days  seen,  ready  to 
fall. 

\nd  then  I  rose  and  fled  from  Arthiu:*s 
court 

To  break  the  mood.  You  followed 
me  unask'd ; 

And  when  I  look'd,  and  saw  you  fol- 
lowing still. 

My  mind  involved  yourself  the  near- 
est thing 

In  that  mind -mist — for  shall  I  tell 
you  truth  ? 

You  seem*d  that  wave  about  to  break 
upon  me  300 

And  sweep  me  from  my  hold  upon 
the  world, 

My  use  and  name  and  fame.  Your 
partlon,  child. 

Your  pretty  sports  have  brighten'd  all 
again. 

And  ask  voiir  boon,  for  boon  I  owe 
you  thrici\ 

Once  for  wrong  done  you  by  confusion, 
next 

For  thanks  it  seems  till  now  neglected, 
last 

For  these  your  dainty  gambols  ;  where- 
fore ask. 

And  Uike  this  boon  so  strange  and  not 
so  stniuge.' 

And  Vivion  answor'd  smilinc:  mourn- 
fully : 
'O,  not  so  strange  as  my  long  asking 

it,  310 

Not  yet  so  strange  as  you  yourself  arc 

strange. 
Nor  half  so  strange  as  that  dark  ukxhI 

of  vours. 
I  ever  fear'd  ye  were  not  wholly  mine  : 
A.nd  see.  vourst^-lf  have  own'd  ve  did 

me  wrong. 
The   people  call  you  prophet ;   let  it 

be  ; 
But   not  of  those  that   can  expound 

themselves. 
Take  Vivien  for  expounder  ;  she  will 

call 


That  three-days-long  presageful  gloa 

of  yours 
No  presage,  but  the  same  mistrustfi 

mcxxl 
That  makes  you  seem  less  noble  tin 

yourself,  3 

Whenever  I  haveaak*d  this  veiy  booi 
Now  ask'd  again ;  for  see  yoa  no 

dear  love. 
That  such  a  mood  as  that  which  latd 

gloom'd 
Your  fancy  when  ye  saw  me  follow 

ine  you 
Must  mt&e  me  fear  stiU  more  yon  ai 

not  mine. 
Must  make  me  yearn  still  more  1 

prove  you  mine, 
And  make  me  wish  still  more  to  leai 

this  charm 
Of  woven  paces  and  of  waving  hand 
As  proof  of  trust    O  Merlin,  teach 

mel 
The  charm  so  taught  will  charm  1 

both  to  rest.  3 

For,  grant  me  some  slight  power  up< 

vour  fate, 
I,  feelmg  that  you  felt  me  wortl 

trust, 
Should  rest  and  let  you  rest,  knowii 

you  mine. 
And  therefore  be  as  great  as  ye  a 

nameii. 
Not   uuiffled  round  with  sel6sh  re 

cence. 
How  hard  you  look  and  how  den 

ingly'l 
O,  if  you  tliiiik  this  wickedness  in  m 
That  I  should  prove  it  ou  you  u 

awares, 
That  makes    me    passing   wrathfu 

then  our  bond 
I  lad  best    be    loost*d  for  ever ;  b 

think  or  not,  i 

By  Ileavtn  that  hears,  I  tell  you  t 

clean  truth, 
As  clean  as  blood  of  babes,  as  whi 

as  milk ! 
O  Merlin,  may  this  earth,  if  ever  I, 
If  those   un witty  wandering  wits 

mine, 
Kven  in   the  jumbled   rubbish  of 

dream. 
Have  tript  on  such  conjectural  treac 

ery  — 
^lay   this   hard    earth  cleave   to  t 

nadir  hell 
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tKnm,  dowD,  and  close  again  and  nip 

me  flat. 
If  I  be  such  a  traitress  I    Yield  my 

boon. 
Tin  which  1  scarce  can  yield  you  all 

I  am ;  350 

And  gnuit  my  re-reiterated  wish, 
Tkt  great  proof  of  your  love ;  because 

I  think, 
BoweTer  wise,  ye  hardly  know  me 

yef 

And  Merlin  loosed  his  hand  from 

hers  and  said : 
*I  nerer  was  less  wise,  however  wise. 
Too  curious  Vivien,  tho'  you  talk  of 

trust. 
Than  when  I  told  you  first  of  such  a 

charm. 
Tea,  if  ye  talk  of  trust  I  tell  you  this, 
Too  much  I  trusted  when  I  told  you 

that. 
And  stirr'd  this  vice  in  you  which 

ruin'd  man  360 

Thro'  woman  the  first  hour ;  for  how- 

soc'er 
In  children    a    great  curiousness  be 

well, 
[  Wbo  have  to  learn  tliemselvea  and  all 

the  world, 
b  Tou.  that  are  no  child,  for  still  I 

find 
;  Y^ur  fa<*e  is  practised   when  I   s|h*11 

the  lines, 
1  call  it.  —  well,    I   will   not  call   it 

vice; 
But  dace  you  name  yourself  the  sum- 

mer  fly, 
I  well  could  wish  a  cobweb   for  the 

iniat 

iVtt  settles  beaten  bark,  an<l  beaten 

bark 
Settles,  till  one  could  yield  for  weari 

neas.  370 

But  linoe  I  will  not  yield  to  ^ive  you 

power 
Cpon  my  life  and  uhc  an<l  name  arul 

fame, 
Wliy  will   ye   never  ask   some  other 

boon? 
r«a,  by  0<xl*s  rood,  I  triiste<i  you  t<M) 

much !' 

And    Vivien,    like    Uie    temUn'st 
hearted  maid 
ever  bided  tryst  at  village  stile, 


Made  answer,  either  eyelid  wet  witi 

tears: 
*Nay,  Master,  be  not  wrathful  wit 

your  maid ; 
Caress  her,  let  her  feel  herself  foi 

given 
Who  ^els  no  heart  to  ask  anothe 

boon.  ii 

I  think  ye  hardly  know  the  tende 

rhyme 
Of  "trust  me  not   at  all  or  all  i 

all." 
I  heard  the  great  Sir  Lancelot  sing  i 

once, 
And  it  shall  answer  for  me.     Liste 

to  it. 

* "  In  love,  if  love  be  love,  if  love  b 

our». 
Faith  and  unfaith  can  ue*er  be  equal  pon 

era : 
Unfaith  in  aught  is  want  of  faith  in  all. 

' "It  is  the  little  rift  within  the  lute, 
That  by  and  by  will  make  the  music  mut( 
And  ever  widening  »lowIy  silence  all.      39 

*  "  The  little  rift  within  the  lover's  lute. 
Or  little  pitted  s|>eck  in  j^arntT'd  fruit, 
That  rotting  inward  slowly  moulders  all. 

'  **  It  is  not  worth  the  keeping  ;  let  il  go 
But  shall  it  ?  answer,  <larlitig,  an«iwer,  no. 
And  trust  me  not  at  all  or  all  in  all." 

*  O   master,    do  ye    love    my    t^'ude 
rhyme  1 ' 

And  Merlin  look'd  and  half  believ<»< 

her  true, 
So  t4^nder  was  her  voi<'e.  so  fair  he 

fac". 
80  swretly  gleam'd  her   c'yes  Ix-him 

her  tears  4* 

Like  sunlight  on  the  plain  Ixhiud 

shower  : 
And  yet  heanswtr'd  Imlf  indiiruantly 

'Far  other  was  the  s<>iii:  tliat  one 

1  lnanl 
By  thi><  \iu'j[v  <»ik.  sumi  nearlv  wlur 

we  sit : 
For  lnTe  \\v  met.  s«nijr  ten  or  iwelv 

of  Us. 
To  cha'ie  ii  ereaturr  that   was  eurreii 

then 
In    thesit    wild    W(hk1s,   the  hart  wit! 

golden  UuruA. 
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It  was  tbe  time  when  flnt  the  quea- 

tionrose 
About  the  founding  of  aTmble  Round, 
That  was  to  be,  for  love  of  Qod  and 

men  410 

And  noble  deeds,  the  flower  of  all  the 

world ; 
And  each  incited  each  to  noble  deeds. 
And  while  we  waited,  one,  tlie  young- 
est of  us. 
We  couM  not  keep  him  silent,  out  he 

flashed. 
And  into  such  a  song,  such  fire  for 

fame, 
Sttdi  trumpet-blowings  In  it,  condng 

down 
To   such   a  stem   and  iron-clashing 

close. 
That  when  he  stopt  we  long'd  to  hurl 

together. 
And  should  have  done  it,  but  the 

beauteous  beast 
Beared  by  the  noise  upstarted  at  our 

feet,  420 

And  like  a  silver  shadow  slipt  away 
Thro'  the  dim  land.    And  all  day  long 

we  rode 
Thro'  the  dim  land  against  a  rushing 

wind, 
That  glorious  roundel  echoing  in  our 

ears. 
And  chased  the  flashes  of  his  golden 

horns 
Until  they  vanished  by  tbe  fairy  well 
That  laughs  at  iron  —  as  our  warriors 

did  — 
Where  children  cast  their  pins  and 

nails,  and  crv 
"Laugh,   little  well  I"  but  touch  it 

with  a  sword. 
It  buzzes  fiercely  round  the  point ; 

and  there  430 

We  lost  him  —  such  a  noble  song  was 

that. 
But,  Vivien,  when  you  sang  me  that 

sweet  rhyme,* 
I  felt  as  tho*  you  knew  this  cursed 

charm, 
Were  proving  it  on  me,  and  that  I  lay 
And  felt  them  slowly  ebbing,  name* 

and  fame.* 

And  Vivien  answer'd  smiling  mourn- 
fully : 
O,  mine  have  ebb'd  away  for  ever- 
more, 


And  aU  tiuo'  ixOkmlmg  yn  t 

wild  wood. 
Because  I  aaw  jooi  Mi^  Ift  0 

you.  >■• 

Lo  now,  what  hearts! 

never  momiift 
As  high  as  woman  !■  I 
And  touching  fiunag 

myaong. 
Take    one    went 

speakait— tUi: 


C  M' 


cloNUemiiM^ 
For  fame,  ooald  Inat  ha 

wers  thini^ 
And,  shame^  eonld  shaa 

shame  wen  mlae. 
So  tnitt  me  Bot  at  alt  or  dilMMP 

*  Bays  ahe  not  woBf  ait^l 

mofe-^thia 
Is  like  the  fair 

Queen, 
That  burst  in  dancing  and  the 

were  spilt ; 
Some  lost,  some  stolen,  aome  ai 

kept ; 
But  nevermore  the  same  two 

pearls 
Ran  down  the  silken  thread  ' 

each  other 
On  her  white  neck  —  so  ia  it  wj 

rhyme. 
It  lives  dispersedly  in  many  lia 
And  every  minstrel  sings  it  difle 
Yet  is  there  one  true  Ime,  the  { 
^^^       pearls : 

r*'  ^lan  dreams  of  fame  while 
t—        wakes  to  love." 
Yea !  love,  tho'  love  were  of  thi 

est,  carves 
A  portion    from  the   solid    p 

eats 
And  uses,  careless  of  the  res 

fame, 
The  fame  that  follows  death  is  i 

to  us: 
And  what  is  fame  in  life  but  h 

fame 
And  counterchanged  with  dai 

ye  yourself 
Know  well  that  envy  calls  you 

son. 
And  since  ye  seem  the  master  of 
They  fain  would  make  you  ms 

all  vice.' 


I  todt'd  111*  luuiit  in  iK^r* 


\awmlt »  koigliily  tJild.1 
m  patntiuit  on  il  fnnclnl 


rfetUng 


And  iini»kfni;  hoc,  but  lawing  nvec 

lilm. 
t  took  hU  linmh  and  Mottnl  out  tlw 

liinl. 
And   maiic  a   fCHnkutrr   putllns   ht  m 

amff, 
Willi  llita  hir  mottn.  "  lUthrr  ow 

Vou  iibuutd  liitte  ttvn  hini  liliub  ; 

attrrwarda 
Hr  m«dD  Ik  aulwut  knight.     Q  Vl» 
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For  you,  methinks  you  think  you  love 

me  well ; 
For  me,  I  love  you  somewhat    Rest ; 

and  Love 
Should  have  some  rest  and  pleasure  in 

himself, 

[Not  ever  be  too  curious  for  a  boon, 
1  Too  prurient  for  a  proof  against  the 

grain 
Of  him  ye  say  ye  love.     But  Fame 

witli  men, 
Being  but  ampler  means  to  serve  man- 
kind. 
Should  have  small  rest  or  pleasure  in 

herself. 
But  work  as  vassal  to  the  larger  love 
That  dwarfs  the  petty  love  of  one  to 

one.  490 

Use  gave  me  fame  at  first,  and  fame 

again 
Increasing  gave  me  use.     Lo,  there 

my  boon  1 
What  other?  for  men  sought  to  prove 

me  vile, 
Because  I  fain  had  given  them  greater 

wits; 
And  then   did  envy   call  mc  devil's 

son. 
The  sick  \soak  beast,  seeking  to  help 

herst^lf 
By  striking  at  her  better,  miss'd,  and 

brought 
Ilcr  own  claw  back,  and  wounded  her 

own  heart. 
Sweet  were  the  davs  when  I  was  all 

unknown, 
But  when  my  name  was  lifted  up  tin' 

storm  sw 

Bniki*  on  the  mountain  and  I  cared 

not  for  it. 
Uiirht  well  know  1  that  fame  is  lialf- 

disfanie. 
Yet  nc«'(is  must  work  my  work.    Tli:it 

otlicr  fame. 
To  one  at  least  who  hath  not  eliildren 

vai:ue, 
The  cackle  of  the  unborn  about  the 

irrave. 
I  cared   TK>t    for   it.     A   .siuirle    mistv 

star. 
Which  is  the  seeoiui  in  a  line  of  stars 
That  >< cm  a  sword  beneath  a  belt  of 

three. 
I  n»'Ver  ira/ed  upon  it  but  I  dreamt 
\)f  some  vast  charm  conchuled  In  that 

star  510 


To  make  fame  nothing.     Wherefa 

if  I  fear, 
Giving  you  power  upon  me  thro*  tl 

charm. 
That  you  might  play  me  falsely,  ha 

ing  power. 
However  well  ye  think  ye  love  i 

now  — 
As  sons  of  kings  loving  in  pupilage 
Have  tum*d  to  tyrants  when    tlv 

came  to  power — 
I  rather  dread  the  loss  of  use  ih 

fame; 
If  you — and  not  so  much  from  wickei 

ness. 
As  some  wild  turn    of    anger,  or 

mood 
Of  overstrained  affection,  it  may  be.  s 
To  keep  me  all  to  your  own  self, — < 

else 
A  sudden  spurt  of  woman's  ]  ealousy ,  - 
Should  try  this  chann  on  whom  ye  a 

ye  love.* 

And  Vivien  answer'd  smiling  as 

wrath  : 
*  Have  I  not  sworn  ?    I  am  not  truste 

Good! 
Well,  hide  it,  hide  it ;  I  shall  find 

out. 
And  being  found  take  heed  of  Vivie 
A  woman  and  not  trusted,  doubtless 
Might  feel  some  sudden  turn  of  ang 

bom 
Of  vour  misfaith;  and  your  fine  c] 

thct  1 

Is  accurate  ttx),  for  this  full  love 

mine 
Without  the  full  heart  back  may  me 

well 
Your  tcnn  of  overstrained.     So  us 

as  I. 
Mv  daily  wonder  is,  I  love  at  all. 
And  as  to  woman's  jealousv,  O,  w! 

not  V 
(),  to  w  hat  end,  except  a  jealous  on 
And  one  to  make  me  jealous  if 

love. 
Was  this  fair  charm  invented  by  voi 

self? 
I  well  bilieve  that  all  about  this  woi 
Ye  casjre  a  buxom  captive  here  a 

there. 
Closed  in  the  four  walls  of  a  holl 

tower 
I  rn.)m  which  is  no  escape  for  evermoi 
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tbo 


dher: 


merrily  aa- 


ril  oMHiy  a  lore  la  lorlng  jouth 

wismliia; 
nded  then  no  dnnn  to  keep  them 

■dno 
I  jooth-and  lore;  and  tiiat  full 

keartof  yoim 
itnai  ye  pratlle,  may  now  aarare 

yon  mine; 
fht  uncbann'd.     For  thoae  wlio 

VFOOKfat  tt  tinty 
» wilat  iajparted  from  the  hand  that 

waTed, 
t  feet  unmortlMd  from  their  ankle- 

hooea  sso 

o  paced  It^  agea  back  —  but  wUl  ye 


I  Immtnd  aa  In  guerdon  for  your 
raymet 

nere  llired  a  Ung  In  the  most 

eaateraBatl^ 
■  old  than  I,  yet  older,  for  my 

Uood 
h  earnest  In  It  of  far  springs  to  be. 
ftwny  pirate  anchor'd  in  his  port, 
ose  bark   had    plunder'd   twenty 

nameless  isles ; 
1  passing  one,  at  the  high  peep  of 

dawn, 
saw  two  cities  in  a  thousand  boats 
lighting   for  a  woman    on    the 

sea.  $60 

1  pushing  his  black  craft  anion^r 

th«m  all 
lightly  scattered  theirs  and  brought 

her  off. 
th  loss  of  half  his  people  arrow- 
slain  : 
naid  so  smooth,  so  vrh\U\  so  won- 
derful, 
■y  said  a  light  came  from  her  when 

she  moved. 
1  since  the  pirate  would  not  yield 

her  up. 
*  king  Impaled  him  for  hU  piracy. 
m  mwle  her  queen.    Hut  those  isle- 

nurtured  even 
ged  such  unwilling  tho'  Huccprwful 

war 
all  the  youth,  they  HickfnM  ;  roiin- 

cfls  thinn'd,  $70 

1  armies  waned,  for  maj^net-like 

she  drew 
Bmstieat  Iron  of  old  fighters'  hearts; 


And  beaata  themaelvea  would  worship ; 

camels  knelt 
Unbidden,  and  the  brutea  of  moun- 

tahiback 
That  carrr  klnga  In   castlea  bow'd 

bladL  knees 
Of  homage,  ringing  with  their  serpent 

To  make  her  smile,  her  golden  ankle- 

belhi 
What  wonder,  being  Jealous^  that  he 

sent 
His  horns  of  proclamation  out  thro' 

aU 
The  hundred  under-kiogdoma  that  he 

sway'd  5S0 

To  find  a  wiaard  who  might  teach  the 

king 
Some  charm  which,  being  wrought 

upon  the  queen. 
Might  keep  her  ml  hia  own.    To  andi 

none 
He  promised  mora  than  ever  king  haa 

given, 
A  league  of  mountain  full  of  golden 

mines, 
A  province  with  a  hundred  miles  of 

coast. 
A  palace  and  a  princess,  all  for  him ; 
But  on  all  those  who  tried  and  falFd 

the  king 
Pronounce(i  a  dismal  sentence,  mean- 
ing by  it 
To  keep  the  list  low  and  pretenders 

hack.  590 

Or.  likcHkin^r.  not  tolx*  trifled  with  — 
Their  htiidrt  should  moulder  on  the 

city  jriit<»s. 
And  mnny  tric<l  and  fuil'd,  iM^ause 

the  (!h»rm 
<  >f  nature  in  Imt  overbore  their  own  ; 
And  many  a  wizard  bn>w  bh'ach'd  <»n 

ttie  walls. 
And  many  weeks  a  tn>op  of  carrion 

cn)Wrt 
Ilunir  like  a  cloud  above  the  :;are^^n.^ 

towers.* 

And  Vivien  breakinf^  in  u|>on  him. 
said  : 
*  I  Hit  and  irather  honey  :  yet.  methink<«. 
Thy  toni^ue  has  tripta  little ;  A.<«k  thy 

Wlf.  fun 

The  Iwiy  never  made  unirUlinfj  war 
With  thoie  tine  eyes;   she  had  her 
pleasure  in  It, 
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And  made  her  good  nmijeiloiu  with 

good  cause. 
And  lived  fbeie  neither  dame  nor  dam- 
eel  then 
Wmtfi  al  a  lovei^B  loesT  wen  ell  at 

tuoe^ 
I  mean,  at  noble^  as  their  qoeen  was 

fsirt 
If oi  one  to  flirt  a  venom  at  her  eyes, 
Or  pinch  a  mnxderout  duat  into  her 

drink. 
Or  make  her  pakr  with  a  poieon'd 

loeeT 
Wen,  those  were  not  our  dayi— but 

did  ihey  And  610 

A  winid?    Tell  m^  was  lie  like  to 

theet' 

She  ceased,  and  made  her  lithe  ann 

round  iiis  nedL 
Ti^ten,  and  then  drew  bade,  and  let 

her  eyes 
Speak  for  her,  glowing  on  him,  like  a 

bride's 
On  lier  new  lofd,  her  own,  the  first  of 

men. 

He  answer'd  laughing:   *Naj,  not 

like  to  me. 
At  last  they  found  —  his  foragers  for 

charms  — 
A  little  glassy-headed  hairless  man, 
Who  lived  f&one  in  a  great  wild  on 

grass, 
Read  but  one  book,  and  ever  reading 

grew  6ao 

So  grated  down  and  filed  away  with 

thought, 
80    lean    his  eyes  were  monstrous; 

while  the  skin 
Clung  but  to  crate  and  basket,  ribs 

and  spine. 
And  since  he  kept  his  mind  on  one  sole 

aim, 
Nor  ever    touch'd    fierce  wine,   nor 

tasted  flesh. 
Nor  own'd  a  sensual  wish,  to  him  the 

wall 
That  sunders  ghosts  and  shadow-cast- 
ing men 
Became  a  crystal,  and  he  saw  them 

thro*  it, 
And  heard  their  voices  talk  behind  the 

wall, 
And  learnt    their  elemental  secrets, 

powers  630 


AiMl  fdnea ;  oClaa<^flr  Oeami'abil^ 

eye 
Draw  the  vaat  eyelid  of  an  inkj  dini 
And  kah'd  it  aft  Oe  baae  with  dv^ 

stonn; 
Or  in  the  noon  of  mist  and  drivi^ 

rain. 
When  tiM  lake  whitan'd  and  tlw  pins 

woodxoai^d. 
And  the  caini'd  mountain  wia  a  Aad- 

ow,  Bonn'd 
Hie  world  to  peace  again.    Henwai 

the  man; 
And  so  by  fiorce  ihey  dragged  him  li 

the  king. 
And  then  he  taught  thekiqg  todian 

theqneen 
In  such- wise  that  no  man  oooid  sei 
'    hermore,  6# 

Nor   saw  she  save   the  klnj^  wk 

wroufflit  the  diann, 
Cominff  ana  going,  and  die  lay  si 

dead. 
And  lost  all  use  of  life.  Bat  when  thi 

Ung 
Made  proffer  of  the  league  of  goldei 

mines. 
The  province  with  a  hundred  miles  ol 

coast. 
The  palace  and  the  princess,  that  olc 

man 
Went  back  to  his  old  wHd,  and  livec 

on  grass. 
And  vanish'd.   and    his    book  canu 

down  to  me.* 

And  Vivien  answer'd  smiling  aaa 

cily: 
*  Te  have  the  book ;  the  charm  is  writ 

ten  in  it  69 

Good !  take  my  counsel,  let  me  kno? 

it  at  once ; 
For  keep  it  like  a  puzzle  chest  in  chest 
With  each  chest  lock'd  and  padlodL'c 

thirty.fold. 
And  whelm  all  this  beneath  as  vast  \ 

mound 
As  after  furious  battle  turfs  the  slain 
On  some  wild  down  above  the  wind^ 

deep, 
I  yet  should  strike  upon  a  suddei 

means 
To  dig,  pick,  open,  find  and  read  th 

charm ; 
Then,  if  I  tried  it,  who  should  blam 

me  then  ? ' 
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it  aot  of  hit  adiool,  nor  a^j  tdiool 
that  where  blind  end  naked  Igno> 


Mfrwt    tamwllng    Jodgmenta,  un- 


On  an  ditnga  all  daj  long,  he  anawer^d 
her: 

'TIkmi  rand  the  book,  mj  prettj 

ViTlenI 
0,  aj,  It  ia  bat  twenty  pagea  long. 
Bat   emx  page  haTlng  an    ample 

marge, 
AadeTery  maigeendoalng  In  the  mldit 
Aiqaare  of  text  that  looka  a  little  blot. 
ThB  text  no  larger  than  the  llmba  of 

fleaa;  «7o 

Aad  ererj'  aqoare  of  text  an  awful 

charm. 
Writ  In  a  langnage  that  haa  long  gone 

00  long  that  mountalna  have  arisen 
)  linoe 

With  ddetf  on  their  flanka — thou  read 

thebookl 
And  every  margin  scribbled,  crost, 

and  cramm'd 
With  conmient,  densest  ooodeoDation, 

hard 
To  mind  and  eye ;  but  the  long  sleep- 
less niffhts 
Of  my  long  life  have  made  it  easy  to 

me. 
And  none  can  read  the  text»  not  even  I ; 
And  none  can  read  the  a>nimeot  but 

myself ;  680 

And  in  the  comment  did  I  find  the 

charm. 
O.  the  reaulta  are  simple ;  a  mere  child 
Might  use  it  to  the  harm  of  any  one. 
And  never  could  undo  it.     Ask  no 

more; 
For  tho*  you  should  not  prtr^e  it  upon 

me. 
But    keep    that  oath  ye  sware,  ye 

might,  perchance,' 
Aanay  it  on  some  one  of  the  Table 

Round, 
And  all  because  ye  dream  they  iMibble 

of  you.' 

And  Vivien,  fh>wnln^  In  true  anj^er, 
aaid: 
'  What  dare  the  full-fed  liars  say  of  me  T 


2Vif  ride  abroad  redreaaing  hnn 

wrongai 
They  alt  with  knife  In  meat  and  w 

in  horn. 
2Vif  bound  to  holy  vowa  of  chaatll 
Were  I  not  woman,  I  could  teU 

tale. 
But  you  are  man,  you  well  can  und 

stand 
The  shame  that  cannot  be  explal: 

forahame. 
Not  one  of  all  the  drove  should  ton 

me — swine  1' 

Then  answered  Herlln  cardeaa 

her  worda: 
'  You  breathe  but  accu8atl<m  vaat  a 

vague, 
Spleen-bom,  I  think,  and  proofleaab 

ye  know. 
Set  up  the  charge  ye  know,  to  ata 

orfalll' 

And    Vivien    anawer'd     ftrownl 

wrathf  ully : 
'O,  ay,  what  say  yc  to  Sir  Valen 

him 
Whose  kinsman  left  him  watcher  o 

his  wife 
And  two  fair  babes,  and  went  to  d 

tant  lands, 
Was  one  year  gone,  and  on  rctumi 

found 
Not  two  but  three  ?  there  lay  the  re< 

ling,  one 
But  one  hour  oM  I    What  said    t 

happy  sire  ? 
A  seven-monthn*  babe  liad  iKH^n  a  tn 

Kift. 
Thos*'  twelve  swfef  moonH  con f us 
his  fatherhood.* 

Then  answer'd    Merlin:     'Nay, 

know  thr  tnh*. 
Sir  Valence  weiMini  with  an  out  la 

dame ; 
Some  cAUst*   haii   kfpt   him   sundci 

from  his  wifi'. 
One  child  thrvhml :  it  livrti  with  1m 

kIk*  (liinl. 
His  kinnman  travcllinir  on  his  own  \ 

fair 
Was    rharp-^l    by    Val<*n(*e   to  bri 

home  the  cliild. 
He  brouirht,  not  found  it  then*for 

take  the  truth.' 
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'O,  ay,'  said  Vivien,  *  over-true  a 

talel 
What  say  ye  then  to  sweet  Sir  Sagra- 

more. 
That  ardent  man?    "To  pluck  the 

flower  in  season."  720 

So  says  the  song,    "I  trow  it  is  no 

treason." 

0  Master,   shall  we  call  him  over- 

quick 
To  crop  his  own  sweet  rose  before  the 
hour?' 

And  Merlin  answer'd  :  *  Over-quick 

art  thou 
To  catch  a  loathly  plume  fallen  from 

the  wing 
Of  that  foul  bird    of  rapine  whose 

whole  prey 
Is    man's    good    name.     He    never 

wronged  his  bride. 

1  know  the  tale.     An  angry  gust  of 

wind 
PuflTd  out  his  torch  among  the  myriad- 

room'd 
And  many-corridor'd  complexities  730 
Of  Arthur's  palace.     Then  he  foimd  a 

door. 
And  darkling  felt  the  sculptured  orna- 
ment 
That  wreath  en  round  it  made  it  seem 

his  own, 
And  wearied  out  made  for  the  couch 

and  slept, 
A    stainless    man    beside   a  stainless 

maid  ; 
And  either  slept,  nor  knew  v'>f  other 

there. 
Till  the  high  dawn  piercing  the  royal 

rose 
In      Arthur's      casement     glimmer'd 

chastelv  down, 
Blushinfr  upon  them  blushing,  and  at 

once 
lie  rose  without  a  word  and  parted 

from  her.  740 

But  when  the  thing  was  blazed  about 

the  court. 
The  brute  world  howling  forced  them 

into  bonds, 
And   as  it   chanced  they  are  happy, 

being  pure.' 

'O,   ay,'    Siiid    Vivien,    'that  were 
likely  too ! 
What  say  ve  then  to  fair  8ir  Percivale 


And  of  the  horrid  foulneas  that  I 

wrought. 
The  saintly  youth,  the  spotless  lam 

of  Chnst, 
Or  some  black  wether  of  Saint  Satan 

fold? 
What,  in  the  precincts  of  the  chape 

yard, 
Among  the  knightly  brasses  of  it 

graves,  7. 

And  by  the  cold  Hie  Jacets  of  it 

deadl' 

And  Merlin  answer'd  careless  of  h< 

charge : 
'  A  sober  man  is  Percivale  and  pure, 
But  once  in  life  was  fluster'd  with  ne^ 

wine, 
Then  paced  for  coolness  in  the  chape 

yard, 
Where  one  of  Satan's  shepherdessc 

caught 
And  meant  to  stamp  him  with  he 

master's  mark. 
And  that  he  sinn'd  is  not  believable ; 
For,  look  upon  his  face  !  —  but  if  h 

sinn'd, 
The  sin  that  practice  burns  into  th 

blood,  7^ 

And   not  the  one  dark   hour  whici 

brings  remorse. 
Will  brand  us,  after,  of  whose  fold  w 

be ; 
Or  else  were  he,  the  holy  king  whos 

hymns 
Are  chanted  in    the  minster,    wors 

than  all. 
But  is  your  spleen  froth'd  out,  or  hav< 

ye  more?' 

And  Vivien  answer'd  frowning  ye 

in  wrath : 
*  O,  ay  :  what  say  ye  to  Sir  Lancelot 

friend. 
Traitor  or  true  ?    that  commerce  witl 

the  Queen, 
I  ask  j'ou,  is  it  clamor'd  by  the  child, 
Or  whisper'd  in  the  comer?    do  y 

know  it  ? '  77 

To  which  he  answer'd  sadly  :  *  Yea 

I  know  it. 
Sir    Lancelot    went    ambassador,    a 

first. 
To  fetch  her,  and  she  watch'd  hin 

from  her  walls. 
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nma^  Ae  took  Um  for  the 

King. 
80  flzi  li«  fonoT  on  Um ;  let  them 

be. 
Bat  hftTe  ye  no  one  word  of  loyal 


Wm  Artliar,  Wemekiii  king  and  etaln- 

r 

r*d  with  a  tow  and  cbiic- 
klinc  lau^ : 

'  Man  I  it  no  man  aft  all»  wlio  knows 
and  winks  t 

fleea  wlat  Us  «iir  Mde  is  and  does, 
and  winks?  780 

By  wliidi  the  good  King  means  to 
tdind  Umself , 

And  bUnds  Umaeif  and  aU  the  TMe 
Round 

To  all  the  foolness  that  they  work. 
Myself 

Ooold  oau  Um— were  it  not  for  wo- 
manhood— 

The  pretty,  popular  name  such  man- 
I  hood  earns, 

Gould  call  him  the  main  cause  of  all 
their  crime. 

Tea,  were  he  not  crown*d  king,  cow- 
ard and  fooL' 

I        Then  Merlin  to  his  own  heart,  loath- 
I  ing,  said : 

'  O  true  and  tender  I    O  my  liege  and 

Klngl 
O  selfless  man  and  stainless  gentle- 
man, 790 
Who  wouldst  against  tUne  own  oyc^ 

witness  fain 
Have  all  men  true  and  leal,  all  women 

£urel 
.     t  the  mouths  of  base  inU^rprc- 

ters. 
From  OTer-flneness  not  intelligible 
To  tUngs  with  every  sense  as  false 

and  foul 
As  the  poach'd  filth  that  floods  ttie 

middle  street, 
la  thy  white  blamelessness  accountetl 

Uame!* 

But  ViTien.  deeming  Mcriin  oTer- 

bome 
By  inalsnoe,  recommenced,  and  let 

her  tongue 
Rage  like  a  Ire  among  the  noblest 


PoUnting.  and  imputing  her  w 

Defaming  and  defacing,  till  she  h 
Not  even  Lancelot  brave  nor  GsJi 
dean. 

Her  words  had  issue  other  than 

will'd. 
He  drsgi^d  Us  eyebrow  budiesdi 

and  made 
A  snowy  penthouse  for  Us  ho 

qres. 
And  mutter'd  In  hfanself ;  'TeU 

thecharml 
80,  if  she  had  it^  would  she  ral 


To  snare  the  next,  and  if  she  ha^ 

not 
80  wni  she  rsil.    What  did  the  ^ 

ton  say  t 
"Not  mount   as  higfai"  we  sc 

can  sink  as  low  ; 
For  men  at  most  differ  as  heaven 

earth. 
But  women,  worst  and  best,  as 

vcn  and  hell. 
I  know  the  Table  liound,  my  fri 

of  old ; 
All  brave,  and  many  generous, 

some  chaste. 
8he  cloaks  the  scar  of  some  rei 

with  lies. 
[  well  believe  she  tempted  them 

fail'd. 
Being  so  bitter;  for  fine  plots 

fail. 
Tho'  harlots  paint  their  talk  as  wc 

face 
With  colors  of  the  heart  that  arc 

theirs. 
[  will  not  let  her  know  ;  nine  tith 

times 
Face-t1atu*rer  and   biukhiter  are 

same. 
And  they,  swert  wm\.  that  most 

piite  a  crini*' 
Are  pn^nt'At  to  it.  and  impute  t1 

SI'IVI'S, 

Wanting;  the  mental  niiitri'.  or  lov 

Hire 
Not  to  feel  lowest   makes  them  1 

all: 
Yt'a,  they   would  pan*  the  moui 

to  the  plain. 
To  leave  an  equal  baseness;  aui 

this 
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Are  barlots  like  the  crowd  that  if  they 

find 
Some  staiD  or  blemish  in  a  name  of 

note,  830 

Not  grieying  that  their  greatest  are  so 

small, 
Inflate  themselves  with  some  insane 

delight. 
And  judge  all  nature  from  her  feet  of 

clay, 
Without  the  will  to  lift  their  eyes,  and 

see 
Her  godlike  head  crown'd  with  spirit- 
ual fire. 
And  touching  other  worlds.     I  am 

weary  of  her.' 

He  spoke  in  words  part  heard,  in 

whispers  part. 
Half -suffocated  in  the  hoary  fell 
And  many- win  ter'd   fleece  of  throat 

and  chin. 
But  Vivien,  gathering  somewhat  of 

his  mood,  840 

And  hearing  '  harlot '  mutter'd  twice 

or  thrice, 
Leapt  from  her  session  on  his  lap,  and 

stood 
Stiff  as  a   viper    frozen;    loathsome 

sight. 
How   from  the  rosy  lips  of  life  and 

love 
Flash'd  the  bare-grinning  skeleton  of 

death ! 
White  was  her  cheek ;  sharp  breaths 

of  anger  pufT'd 
Her  fairy  nostril  out ;  her  hand  half- 

clench'd 
Went   faltering  sideways  downward 

to  her  belt, 
And  feeling.      Had  she  found  a  dag- 
ger therf — 
For  in  a  wink  the  false*  love  turns  to 

hate —  850 

She  would  have  stabb'd  him  ;  but  she 

found  it  not. 
His  eye  was  calm,  and  suddenly  she 

took 
To  bitter  weeping  like  a  beaten  child, 
A  long,  long  weeping,  not  consolable. 
Then  her  false  voice  made  wav,  broken 

with  sobs: 

'  O  crueller  than  was  ever  told  in  tale 
Or  sung  in  sougl     O  vainly  lavish'd 
)ovel 


0  cruel,  there  was  nothing  wild 

strange, 
Or  seeming  shameful — for  what  ahai 

in  love, 
So  love  be  true,  and  not  as  yours  i 

—  nothing  1 

Poor  Vivien  had  not  done  to  win  I 

trust 
Who  call'd  her  what  he  call'd  her 

all  her  crime. 
All  —  all — the   wish   to   prove   hi 

wholly  hers.' 

She  mused  a  little,  and  then  da 

her  hands 
Together  with  a  wailing  shriek,  ai 

said: 
'  Stabb'd  through  the  heart's  affectio 

to  the  heart  I 
Seethed  like  the  kid  in  its  own  m 

ther's  milk ! 
EilVd  with  a  word  worse  than  a  li 

of  blows ! 

1  thought  that  he  was  gentle,  beii 

great; 

Jp  God,  that  I  had  loved  a  smaller  ma 

n  should  have  found  in  him  a  great 

•  heart.  1 

O,  I,  that  flattering  my  true  passio 

saw 
The   knights,   the   court,    tlie   Kin 

dark  in  your  light, 
Who  loved  to  make  men  darker  th 

tbev  are, 
Because  of  that  high  pleasure  whi 

I  had 
To  seat  you  sole  upon  my  pedestal 
Of    worship  —  I    am    answer'd,    a 

henceforth 
The  course  of  life  that  seem'd  so  flo 

ery  to  me 
With  you  for  guide  and  master,  od 

you, 
j  Becomes  the  sea-cliff  pathway  brok 

short, 
And  ending  in  a  ruin — nothing  left 
But  into  some  low  cave  to  crawl,  a: 

there, 
If  the  wolf  spare  me,  weep  my  I 

away, 
Kill'd  with  inutterable  unkindliness 

She  paused,  she  turn'd  away,  a 
hung  her  head. 
The  snake  "of  gold  slid  from  her  ha 
the  braid 
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;  Slipt  and   unooird  itself,  she   wept 

afresh, 
-,  And  the  dark  wood  grew  darker  to- 
'i  ward  the  storm 

{  In  ailfrnn*.  while  his  anger  slowly  died 
,'  Withia  him,  till  he  let  his  wisdom  go 
f  For  ease  of  heart,  and  half  believed 
her  true ;  891 

;  Call  d  her  to  shelter  in  the  hollow  oak, 
1  Cume  from  the  storm/  and  having 
j  no  reply. 

.  Gttzed  at  the  heaving  shoulder  and 

the  face 
»  ilnnd-hidden,  as  for  utmost  grief  or 
shame; 
Then  thrice   essay'd,   by   tenderest- 

touching  terms. 
To  sleek  her  ruffled  pea(5c  of  mind,  in 

vain. 
At  last  she  let  herself  be  conquer'd  by 

him, 
AM  as  the  cageling  newly  flown  re- 
turns. 
The  seeming- injured   simple-hearted 
thing  900 

tame  to  her  ol<i  perch  Utick.  and  sot- 

tl*"*!  there. 
Thf'n*  while  she  sat,  half-fulling  frum 

his  knees, 
HitlfnHStled  at  his  heart,  and  since  he 

saw 
The  slow  tear  creep  from  her  clos<*d 

evelid  yet, 
AUtut  der,  more  in  kindness  than  in 

love, 
Tbf  irentle  wizanl  cast  a  shielding  ami. 
iiiit  she  dislink'd  hers(.-lf  ut  once  and 

rose, 
Hf-r  arms  upon  her  bn*ast  arn jss,  and  , 

HlOOll, 

A     virtuous     gentlewoman     deeply 

wrongM, 
L'pri;;ht  and  flush'd  before  him:  tlieii 

she  said: 


<«IO 


•  There  must  be  now  no  pas-iiiiris  nf 

love 
B'-twixt  us  twain  liene^-forwanl  rvj-r 

niort! ; 
Sirj'f.  if  1  lie  what  I  am  ^rt's-^ly  cuil  d. 
What  should  be  t*'nint«-<l  wliirli  ymir 

own  groHrt  h«"»rr 
Would  reckon  wnrth  tlw  takiiiir?     I 

will  go. 
In  tnJth,  but  <iTie  tiling  now      iN'tti-r 

have  died 


Thrice  than  have  ask'd  it  once  —  cc 

make  me  stay  — 
That  proof  of  trust — so  often  ta 

in  vain ! 
How  justly,  after  that  vile  term 

yours, 
I  find  with  grief!     I  might  beli 

you  then. 
Who  knows?  once  more.     Lo!  w 

was  once  to  me 
Mere  matter  of  the  fancy,  now  h 

grown 
The  vast  necessity  of  heart  and  lif< 
Farewell;  think  gently  of  me,  f<i 

fear 
My  fate  or  folly,  passing  gayer  yo 
For  one  so  old*  must  be  to  love  t 

still. 
But  ere  I  leave  thee  let  me  swear  o 

more 
That  if  I  schemed  against  thy  pl^ 

in  this. 
May  yon  just  heaven,  that  dark 

oVr  nie,  send 
One  tlash  that,  missing  all  things  e 

may  make 
My  s<'hemini;  brain  a  cinder,  if  I  li< 

Scarce  had  she  r<*as<<l.  when  oul 

heaven  a  Ifolt  - 
For  now  the  slt>nn  wa**  elose  ab< 

tht?m  —  stnnk. 
Furrowing;  a  giant  ^mk.  and  jave 

ing 
With  darte<l   spikes  and   splinters 

t)ie  wo<id 
The  dark  earth  n>und      1I<>  niiM-d 

eyes  and  s;iw 
The  tri'e  that  slioii*-  uliitr  liMul  tl 

The  irliMnii 
Hut  Vivirn.  f«;irinLr  li«;i\«ii  h:id  In-; 

lnT  o:illl. 

And   da//.lt'd    h\    tlii*   li\  id  Ilirkt-r 

fork. 
.\nd    «lraf»  ii'd    with    Mi«     v  im.mii  r: 

•  ni'  k-i  ;in«l  rl.ii-. 
Thai  f«>l|.»\\M.  t1\ii!L'  l».u  Ix   iMi  nv 

•  Mlt. 

•< »  Mrrliti.  Mio'  \i>:i  ■:  .  •...•   i..\ «    1 

Yt'T     ».:iv«'    Mil' ' '     «-l';r  .      '        liini     i 

hiJu'L'-l  liiiM  •  ]•>•'■ 
.\nd  r;il!i!   him  '!•  \r  ;■:■■'.•:.>'  in   [ 

frijiii. 
Nor    \t:    t'Tj-'t    h«  r    p:iit:«'-    in    1 
'  friiiht. 
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But   wrougbt   upon   hie  moori    ami 

hug^d  him  I'luee. 
The  ptlo  blood  ot  the  wixKnl  at  her 

Took  sayer  colom.  like  an  opal  wami'il. 
She  biained  herself  for  telliog  hearsuy 

tales; 
SUe  Bbook  from  fear,  aod  fur  ber  fault 

slie  wept  «° 

Of  petiiluiic;  ;  she  call'd  him  lonl  anil 


Her 


r.h(Ti>aM.li.:i 


■ofti 


Her  Ood.  ber  Merlin,  the  one  paa 

Of  her  wliolu  life ;  Mid  ever  orerti 
Bellow'd  the  tempest,  and  Ifae  re 

branch 
SDapt  iu  the  rushing  of  the  river-r 
Above  tliem :  and  in  change  of  g 

Her  eyes  and  Deck  glittering  1 
and  raune ; 

Till  now  ihc  storm,  ils  liiiret  o( 
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Mouiing   and  calling  out   of   other 

l&ads,  960 

Had  left  the  ravaged  woodland  yet 

once  mora 
To  peace ;  and  what  should  not  have 

been  had  been, 
For  Merlin,  overtalk'd  and  overworn, 
Uad  yielded,  told  her  all  the  chami, 

and  slept. 

Then,  in  one  moment,  she  put  forth 

the  charm 
Of  woven  paces  and  of  waving  hands, 
And  in   too  hollow  oak  he  lay  as 

dead. 
And  lost  to  life  and  .uao  and  name  and 

fame. 

Then  cryinff,    'I   have  made   his 

glory  mine,' 
iod  flhrieUng  out.  « O  fool  I '  the  har- 

lot  leapt  97c 

Adown  the  forest,  and  the  thicket 

closed 
Bdiind   her.  and  the  forest   echo'd 

•fooL' 
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Klaine  the  fair,  Elain<»  th«'  l()vjil)le', 
Klaine.  tlu»  lily  maid  of  Astnlut, 
IIi^:h  in  her  chumlxT  up  a  tnwcr  to 

the  east 
Guarded  the  sacretl  shi«*M  of  Lntircli^t ; 
Which  tint  shr  i>la<'c<l  where  morn 

Ing'ft  earliest  ray 
Mii^ht  strike  it.  and  awake  her  with 

the  gleam ; 
riicn  fearing  rust  or  soilnre  fashion  M 

for  it 
\  f'Ase  of  silk,  and  brai<ied  Th(Te\i{M»ii 
^11  the  devices  bhiznn'il  on  rlie  '•hieM 
!n  their  own  tinct,  aixl  ail«le«l.  of  her 

wit.  1 . 

\  border  fantasy  of  l>ranrh  .imi  Mow.  r. 
Vnd  yeUow-tlinmte*!  in-.silini:  in   th*- 

nest. 
Sor  reslfd  thu**  content ,  hut  <!;iy  l>\ 

da  v. 
Leaving  her  Iiou^holil  an<l   i^.^hI  f:i 

tner,  <]ini»»M 
Phat    ra8t<*ni     tnwi-r.     anil     enti-iin:: 

harr'd  her  (liM»r. 
^tript  off  the  ra^e.  iind  reaci  the  naked 

shiehl. 


Now  guess'd  a  hidden  meaning  in  hi 

arms. 
Now  made  a  pretty  history  to  liersell 
Of  every  dint  a  swortl  ha(i  beaten  in  ii 
And  every  scratch  a  luuce  had  mad 

upon  it,  : 

Conjecturing  when  and  wliere:  thi 

cut  is  fresh. 
That  ten  years  back ;  this  dealt  hir 

at  Caerlyle, 
That  at  CaeHeon  —  this  at  Camelot- 
And  ah,  Gixl'a  meny,  wliat  a  stn>k 

was  there  I 
xVnd  here  a  thrust  that  might  hav 

kiird.  but  God 
Broke  the  8tn>ng  lance,  and  roll'd  hi 

enemy  down. 
And  saved  him  :  so  she  lived  in  fai 

tasy. 

How  came  the  lily  maid  by   tha 

good  shield 
Of  l^ncelot,  she  that  knew  not  eve 

his  name  ? 
He  left  it  with  her,  when  he  ro<le  t 

tilt  1 

For  the  ^reat  diamond  in  the  diamon 

jousts. 
Which  Arthur  had  onlainM.   and  h 

ttiat  name 
Had    named    them,   ^^ince   i>   diainon 

was  the  prize. 

For     Arthur,     lonir     hefon*     the 
crownM  liiin  kinir. 
HoviuL' the  trackless  reahns  <if  I.yoi 
nes"^'. 

Had  found  a  L'len,  irray  Imuhh-r  an 

l»]ack  tarn. 
A    horror   Ii\«'«l   alxMit    the   tarn.   an< 

cla\e 

Like  it>«  own  mists  to  all  tht  niountai 

si"!*- : 
For   liere   tw<i   hrother-.   on.*  a  kinu 

had  uh  I 
Anil  fi'U'.'lit  t«»L'etliir    Imf  'h- ir  name 

,\n<l  •  icji    Ii.t«l  '•l  lin  hi''   l'r«»'h»r  at 

Au<l    «l-.\\n    fh»y    !"•  II    :iti1    riia«lf   th 

L'N  tt  aMi'W  '. ''! 
Afi'l  :h' re  Tip  \  li\  'ill -ill   til*  ir  Imum 

w I  I ••  !•!•  i<  li  li. 
An«l  liiheiiM  iriiix  ..li.!  w  jrli  t!i«-  cr.»j< 
And  he  that   once   w a*^  kinj"  ha*!  on 

Cfc.iWU 
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Of  diamonds,  one  in  front  and  four 

aside, 
^d  Arthur  came,  and  laboring  up 

the  pass, 
A.11  in  a  misty  moonshine,  unawares 
Elad  trodden  that  crown'd  skeleton, 

and  the  skull 
Brake  from  the  nape,  and  from  the 

skull  the  crown  50 

Roll'd  into  light,  and  turning  on  its 

rims 
Pled  like  a  glittering  rivulet  to  the 

tarn. 
(md    down    the    shingly    scaur   he 

plunged,  and  caught, 
(md  set  it  on  his  head,  and  in  his  heart 
Beard  murmurs.  'Lo,  thou  likewise 

Shalt  be  king.' 

Thereafter,   when  a  king,  he  had 

the  gems 
Pluck'd  from  the  crown,  and  show'd 

them  to  his  knights 
Saying:  'These  jewels,  whereupon  I 

chanced 
Divinely,  are  the  kingdom's,  not  the 

King's  — 
For  public  use.      Ilenceforwanl  let 

there  be,  60 

OncQ  every  year,  a  joust  for  one  of 

these ; 
For  so  by  nine  years'  proof  we  needs 

must  learn 
W^hich  is  our  mightiest,  and  ourselves 

shall  grow 
[n  use  of  arms  and  manhood,  till  we 

drive 
rhe  lieathen,    who,    some  say,   shall 

rule  the  land 
[lereafter,  which  Gixl  hinder  !  '   Thus 

he  spoke. 
\nd   eight    years   past,    eight   jousts 

had  been,  and  still 
[lad  I^aiieelot  won  the  diamond  of  the 

year, 
iVith  purpose  to  present  them  to  the 

Queen 
When  all  were  won  ;  but,  meaning  all 

at  once  70 

Fo  snare  her  roval  fanov  with  a  boon 
Worth    half    her    realm,    had   never 

spoken  word. 

Now  for  the  central  diamond  and 
the  last 


And  largest,  Arthur,  holding  then  hi 

court 
Hard    on    the  river  nigh  the  plaa 

which  now 
Is  this  world's  hugest,  let  proclaim  1 

joust 
At  Camelot,  and  when  the  time  dren 

nigh 
Spake  —  for  she  had  been  sick  — tc 

Guinevere : 
'  Are  jou  so  sick,  my  Queen,  you  can- 
not move 
To  these  fair  jousts?'    'Yea,  lord,^ 

she  said,  '  ye  know  it.'  & 

'Then   will   ye  miss,'  he  answer'd, 

'  the  great  deeds 
Of  Lancelot  and  his  prowess  in  the 

lists, 
A  sight  ye  love  to  look  on.'    And  the 

Queen 
Lifted  her  eyes,  and  they  dwelt  lan- 
guidly 
On  Lancelot,  where  he  stood  beside 

the  King. 
He,  thinking  that  he  read  her  mean 

in^  there, 
'  Stay  with  me,  I  am  sick  ;  my  love 

is  more 
Than  many  diamonds,'  yielded  ;  and 

a  heart 
Love  loyal  to  the  least  wish  of  the 

Queen  — 
However  much  he  yeam'd  to  make 

complete  9c 

The  tale  of  diamonds  for  his  destined 

boon  — 
Urged  him  to  speak  against  the  truth, 

and  say, 
*Sir  King,  mine    ancient    wound  is 

hardly  whole. 
And  lets  me  from  the  saddle  ; '  and 

the  King 
Glanced  first  at  him,  then   her,  and 

went  his  way. 
No   sooner  gone  than  suddenly  she 

began  : 

'To  blame,  my  lord  Sir  Lancelot, 

much  to  blVime  I 
Why  go  ye  not  to  these  fair  jousts  t 

the  knights 
Are  half  of  them  our  enemies,  and  the 

crowd 
Will    murmur,    **Lo    the    shameless 

ones,  who  take  10c 
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Their  pMtime  now  the  trustful  King 

is  gone  1"' 
Tlien  LAnoelot,  Text  at  having  lied  in 

Tain: 
*  Are  je  so  wise  ?  ye  were  not  once  so 

wise, 
Mj  Queen,  that   sununer   when  ye 

loTed  me  first. 
Then  of  the  crowd  ye  took  no  more 

account 
Thin  of  the  myriad  cricket  of  the 

mead. 
When  its  own  voice  clings  to  each 

hlade  of  grass. 
And  every  voice  is  nothing.    As  to 

knights. 
Them  surely  can  I  silence  with  all 

ease. 
But  DOW  my  loyal  worship  is  allow'd 
\  Of  ill  men;  many  a  bard,  without 

offence,  m 

His  link'd  our  names  together  in  his 

Uncelot,  the  flower  of  bravery,  Guine- 
vere, 

Thf  p<*arl  of  beauty ;  and  our  knights 
at  ffust 

UtTe  p1c«l>^d  us  in  this  union,  while 
the  King 

Would  lifltcn  smiling.  IIow  then  ?  is 
there  more  ? 

Has  Arthur  8[>oken  aught  ?  or  would 
yourficlf, 

Xow  weary  of  my  serviee  and  d^-voir, 

Henceforth  be  truer  to  vour  fault  K'hs 
lord  ?  • 

She   broke    into    a   little    scornful 
laugh  :  ijo  i 

'iVrthur.  fnv  lonl,  Arthur,  the  fault - 
lesM  King. 

That  pajwionate  perfection,  my  ^(xxl 
lord  —  I 

But  who  nin  gaze  upon  the  sun  in 
heaven  ?  I 

He  never  spake  woni  of  n*pn.)a<h  to 
m*\ 

He  never  \\tu\  a  ^limp^*  of  mine  un- 
truth. 

He  carefl  not  for  me.     Only  1ht«*  tn 
day 

There  gleamnl  a  v;ii:»u'  su«.pi<i«iii  in 
his  eves :  ' 

S«-imc  med3lin>r  n»i:u«'  li.is  ta!ni>«T*<l 
with  him  —  el-*** 

Rapt  in  this  fancy  of  hi^  Table  Hound, 


And  swearing  men  to  vows  impo 

ble, 
To  make    them    like  himself;    t 

friend,  to  me 
He  is  all  fault  who  hath  no  fault 

all. 
For  who  loves  me  must  have  a  toi 

of  earth; 
The  low  sun  makes  the  color.     I 

yours. 
Not  Arthur's,  as  ye  know,  save  by 

bond. 
And  therefore  hear  my  wonls :  go 

tlie  jousts : 
The  tiny-trumpeting  gnat  can  bn 

our  dream 
When    sweetest ;     and    the    ven 

voices  here 
May  buzz  so  loud  —  we  scorn  th( 

but  they  sting.' 

Then  answered  Lancelot,  the  cl 

of  knights : 
'And  with  what  face,  after  my  f 

text  made. 
Shall  I  appear,  O  Queen,  at  Camelo 
Before  a  king  who  honors  his  o 

woni 
As  if  it  were  his  God's?' 

'Yea,*  said  the  Que 
*A   moral  ehild  without  the  enift 

rule, 
Else  had  h«*  not  lost  me  ;  but  lister 

me, 
If  I  must  find  vou  wit.      We  lnai 

Miid 
That  mt'U  co  d*»wn  l)ef«)r»'  yotir  sp 

at  a  touch. 
Hut  knnwiiJL:  v<»u  an*   l-ancrlot  ;  v< 

irrt-.ii  nann-. 
Thi'<   rnrKpiiT^.       Miilr    it    tlnrtfn 

ir«»  niik!n»\N  II. 
Willi  bv  thi*i  ki">-»  yoii  will  ;  au.l  ^ 

trm-  Kill:: 
Will   till  U   :i!l'»\\    y<.:ir  pPt^xt.    n 

ki::L'liV 
As   all    f'T    L'l"r\  :   f'-r    :<»  *>|"ak   I 

tr-j'  . 
V«'  kiMiw  rii'lit  \\<11.  I."'.N  nil «  k  ><►• 

h«'  ^«i  r:i 
N«>  k<»  in  r  li  .!:••  r  if**  i  . '    rs  l>ri  Mtl: 
III'  IdVi"^  it  i:i   111-  ki.ijiit"  Uit-rr  il 

liiin>'  If 
'I'Ih'V    pr-\'-   t'.  him   his  vMirk.     V 

aii'i  ri  tiirii.' 
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lliien  got  Bir  Ltmcelot  Buddenly  to 

bone, 
Wrotb  at  himself.    Not  willing  to  be 

known. 
He  left  Uie  barren-beaten  thorough' 

tan,  "«o 

Chose  the  green  path  that  ahow'd  the 

rarer  fool, 
And  there  among  the  solilaiy  dowoa, 
full  often   lost   in   fauoj',  lost  his 

way; 
Tni  as  he  traced  a  falntlT-shadoWd 

track, 
That  all  in  loops  and  links  among  the 

Ban  to  the  Castle  of  Astolnt,  he  saw 
Tired  from  the  west,  far  on  a  hill,  the 

Thither  he  made,  ukI  Uew  the  gate- 

vaj  horn. 
Then  came  an  old,  dumb,  mfriad- 

wrinkled  man. 
Who  let  him  iutolodj^ng  and  dlsarm'd. 
And  Lancelot  marvell'd  at  the  vord- 

And  tsBulng  found  the  Lord  of  Astotat 
"With  two  strong  sons.  Bir  Torre  and 

Sir  La  value, 
]ttoiing  to  mpet  him  in  thecSiitle  court ; 
And  close  tichind  them  slept  the  iil; 

Elaine,  his  daughter  ;  mother  of  the 

bouse 
There  was  not.  Some  light  jest  among 

"With    iHughtcr  dying  down 

great  kuight 
Appronch'd  them ;   then  the  Lord  of 

Astolat : 
•  Whence  iv>meat  thou,  my  guest,  and 

by  what  uanie  iSa 

Livest  iK-tweeu  the  lips?  for  by  thy 

And  presence  I  mightguess  thee  chief 

of  those. 
A-Uqt  tlie  King,  who  eat  in  Arthur'; 

halis. 
Blm  have  I  seen  ;   the  rest,  his  Table 

KouikI, 
Known  iis  ilicy  are,  to  me  they 

Then  nnswpr'd  Lancelot,  Uie  chief 
of  knights  : 
Known  am  I,  and  of  Arthur's  hall, 
and  known. 


What     I     by   mer«    i 
brought,  my  A 
ucelgotoJonMt^ 
At  Csjsclot  for  the  d 


Then    said     Uie 

•IIirei»T(w___, 
Hurt  in  bi«  flnt  tOt* 

Torre, 
And  BO,  Uod  wot,  h 

enough. 
His  ye  can  have' 

atrTone,  - 

'  Yet,  ^bKtrt  caraiot  osv  II. 

hftvett' 
Here  laugh'd  the  father  mjiiu 

SlrOiurl, 
la  that  an  answer  for  a  noUc  1 
Allow  bimi  but  LtiTaiiie,inTi 

Re  Is  so  foil  of  1UBtihoad.lK" 
Joust  for  it,  and  win,  aiiij  M 

And  set  it  In  this  ds^Mft 

hair. 
To  make  bertluiw. 

'Nay,    Cattier,  _ 
shame  me  Bi*^ 

Before  this  noUa  k 
Lav^ne, 

'  For  nothing.    Burdy  c 
Torre, 

He  seem'd  so  salleD,  *al  I 

A  Jest,  no  morel  for,  krij 
maiden  dreamt 

That  some  one  put  Uiit  ^ 
her  hand. 

And  that  It  was  too  sllpptfy  to 

And  dipt  and  fell  into  son 


imlycilB 
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>  rilic   tn  C*ni''1ot  wilh   HiIh   n<il>li- 

knlsht. 
in  ■ball  1  not,  tint  <lri  my  iHiil   Id 

win: 

WIXlll)     1    ll V 


V»l.' 


S[]iiliiie   II  iiiiimi-iil,   '  Willi   viiur   fcl 

lowship 
O-ir  lll*'Hi-  wuili'  •ll>»lli  »'ll<  HMII  I  Imt 

iiivsflf. 
'null  w.-'n-  I  ■•liul  ft  vox  n»  i.'ili>1«-  mhI 

frii'iiilT 
AimI  voiislullHiti  lliis.lliiiixmil.   -as 
"  I  hrnr, 
I  U  is  u  fuir   \,ufir  •lii.tii..n.l,  -  it  .vu 

i  Aud  )-i<-M'it  to  Uilx  iiiaidi-u.  if  ye  wUL 
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'A  fair  large  diamond/  added  plain 
Sir  Torre, 

'  Such  be  for  queens,  and  not  for  sim- 
ple maids/  330 

Then  she,  who  held  her  eyes  upon  the 
ground, 

Elaine,  and  heard  her  name  so  tost 
about, 

Flush'd  slightly  at  the  slight  dispar- 
agement 

Before  the  stranger  knight,  who,  look- 
ing at  her, 

Full  courtly,  yet  not  falsely,  thus  re- 
tum'd : 

'If  what  is  fair  be  but  for  what  is 
fair. 

And  only  queens  are  to  be  counted  so. 

Rash  were  my  judgment  then,  who 
deem  this  maid 

Might  wear  as  fair  a  jewel  as  is  on 
earth, 

Not  violating  the  bond  of  like  to  like.' 

He  spoke  and  ceased  ;  tlie  lily  maid 

Elaine,  241 

"Won  bv  tlio  mellow  voico  before  she 

Ibok'd, 
LifkMl  her  eyes  and  read  his  lineaments. 
The  great  and  iruilt y  love  he  bare  the 

Queen, 
In  battl(*  with  the  love  he  l>are  his  h^rd, 
Had  marrM  his  faee,  and  niark'd  it  ere 

his  time. 
Another  sinning  on  siieh  heights  with 

one. 
The  tlower  of  all  the  west  and  all  the 

world. 
Had  been  the  shM-ker  for  it :  but  in  him 
His  mo(xl  was  often  like  a  liend.  and 

rost'  250 

And  drove  him  into  wastes  and  soli- 
tudes 
For  airony.  who  wa<  yi't  a  living  soul. 
^larrM  as  lie  wa^,  he  .^eeniM  th«'  g(Xxl- 

liest  man 
That  ever  anioni:  ladies  ate  in  hall. 
And  nobh'st,  when  sh<*  lifted  up  her 

ey«;s.  I 

However  uiarrM.  oi  more  than  twice 

lier  years. 
Seam'd  with  an  ancient  swoi'd-eut  on 

the  cheek. 
And  bruiseti  and  bronzerl.   ^ln-  lifted  ! 

up  her  eves 
-(Vnd  lov<-d  him,  with  that  love  which 

was  Ijer  doom. 


Then  the  great  knight,  the  darlin 

of  the  court,  « 

Loved  of  the  loveliest,  into  that  nid 

)iall 
Stept  with  all  grace,  and  not  with  ha] 

disdain 
Hid  under  grace,  as  in  a  smaller  time 
But  kindly  man  moving  among  hi 

kind; 
Whom  they  with  meats  and  vintag 

of  their  best 
And  talk  and  minstrel  melody  entei 

tain'd. 
And  much  they  ask'd  of  court  bxu 

Table  Round, 
And  ever  well  and  readily  answer  < 

he; 
But  Lancelot,  when  they  glanced  a 

Guinevere, 
Suddenly  speaking  of   the  wordles 

man,  17 

Heard  from  the  baron  that,  ten  year 

before, 
The  heathen  caught  and  reft  him  ol 

his  tongue. 
'  He  learnt  and  warn'd   me  of  tbeii 

tierce  design 
Against     my   house,    and  him    thev 

caught  and  maim'd  ; 
But  T.  my  sons,  and  little  daughter fltni 
From     bonds    or  death,    and    dwelt 

among  the  woods 
Rv  the  irreat  river  in  a  boatman's  hut. 
Dull   davs  were  thosi*,  till   our  irtKxl 

Arthur  broke 
The  Pairan  vet  once  more  on  Bad«i: 

hill.' 


'  (),  there,  great  lord,  doubtless,'  La 

vaiue  said,  rapt  :s 

By  all  the  sweet  and  sudden  passi<»t 

of  youth 
Toward  irreatne.ss  in   its  elder,   '  voi 

have  fought. 
(),  tell   us — for  we  live  apart  —  yoi 

know 
Of     Arthur's     glorious    wars.'     Am 

Lancelot  spoke 
And  an>wer'd  him  at  full,  as  havini; 

been 
With   Arthur  in  the  tiffht  which  al 

day  l«>ng 
Uanir  by  the  white  mouth  of  the  vio 

lent  Glem ; 
And  in  tlie  four  loud  battles  by  i\n 

shore 


LANCELOT  AND  ELAINE 


49} 


Dm^s  Itek  on 


;  tiWD  tlM 


iH  thmider^d  in  and  oat  tha  gloomy 

•Uffli  »90 

!Odldontliafarait;  andanin 
r  GmOo  ChamloB,  where  Qm  glori- 

ooeKlDg 
d  on  Ida  omiaM  worn  oar  Lady's 


wed  of  one  emerald  centred  inaeun 
f  dfor  mya.  that  llfliiten'd  as  he 

hnathed; 
d  at  OMrieon  had  he  helped  his 

lOiOf 

Im  the  atrong  nelgfaings  of  the  wild 

WUteHorae 
t  efOT  gilded  jMrapet  shuddering ; 
ri  n>  In  Amed-OatJiregonion  too» 
ri  down  me  waate  Muid-ahores  of 

'nntfa  Trerolt.  loo 

kn  many  a  heathen  feU,  'and  on 

the  mount 
IBadon  I  myself  beheld  the  King 
nife  at  the  hpad  of  aU  his  Table 

Roand, 
id  sll  his  legions  crying  Christ  and 

him. 
id  break   them ;  and  I   saw   him, 

after,  stand 
^  on  a  heap  of  dain,  from  spur  to 

plume 
d  aa  the  rising  sun  with  heathen 

blood, 
d  seeing  me»  with  a  groat  voice  he 

Pbey  are  broken,  they  are  broken  1 " 

for  the  King. 
weTer  mild  he  seems  st  home,  nor 

cares  310 

r  triumph  in  our  mimic  wars,  the 

lousts  — 
r  if  his  own  knight  casts  him  down. 

he  laughs, 
ring  his  knights  are  better  men  than 

t  In  this  heathen  war  the  fire  of 

Ood 
IshinL     I  neTcr  saw  his  like ;  there 

Utos 
greater  leader.' 

While  he  utter'il  this, 
w  to  her  own  heart  said  the   lily 

maki, 
iva  Toar  great  self,  fair  lord  ;  *  and 
-      be  fell 


From  talk  of  war  to  traita  of  pleaaaa 

try— 
Befaig  mirthfol  he»  bat  in  a  stately 

kind—  SM 

8he  stiU  took  note  that  when  the  Ut- 

ing  smile 
Died  from  his  lips,  aerom  him  came  a 

cloud 
Of  melancholy   serere,  from  whldi 

Whenererui  her  horering  to  and 

fro 
The  lily  maid  had  striTen  to  make  him 

cheer, 
There  brake  a  sudden-beaming  tende^ 


Of  mannera  and  of  nature;  and  die 

thought 
That  all  waa  nature,  all,  perchance, 

for  her. 
And  all  night  long  his  face  before  her 

liTed, 
As  when  a  painter,  poring  on  alaoe,  no 
Divinely  thny  all  hindrance  flnda  the 

man 
Behind  it.  and  so  paints  him  that  his 

face, 
The  shape  and  color  of  a  mind  and  life. 
Lives  for  his  children,  ever  at  its  best 
And  fullest ;  so  the  face  before  her 

lived. 
Dark-splendid,  speaking  in  the  silencck 

fuU 
Of  noble  things,  and  held  Iter  from 

her  sleep, 
Till  rathe  she  rose,  half -cheated  in  the 

thought 
She  needs  must  bid  farewell  to  sweet 

Lavaine. 
First  ss  in  fear,  step  afttT  8U.*p,  she 

stole  340 

Down  the  long  tower-stain,  hefiitatiiift. 
Anon,  she  heard  Sir  Laiici'lot  cry  m 

the  court, 
'This shield,  my  friend,  wlii-rc  is  it?' 

ami  I^vaine 
Past  inward,  as  she  came  from  out  the 

tOWlT. 

There  to  his  prtuid   Imrae    I^incelot 

turn*d.  and  smouthd 
The    ^lostiy    shoulder,   humming    to 

bimM'lf. 
Half-envious  (»f  the  flattering  hand. 

slie  drew 
Nean*r  and  stood.    He  look'd,  and, 

more  amazed 
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Than  if  seven  men  had  set  upon  him, 

saw 
The  maiden  standing  in    the   dewy 

light.  350 

He  had  not  dream'd  she  was  so  beauti- 
ful. 
Then  came  on  him  a  sort  of  sacred 

fear, 
For  silent,  tho'  he  greeted   her,  she 

stood 
Rapt    on    his   fac€   as  if    it  were  ft 

god's. 
Suddenly  flash'd  on  her  a  wild  desire 
That  he  should  wear  her  favor  at  the 

tilt. 
She  braved  a  riotous  heart  in  asking 

for  it 
•Fair  lord,  whose  name  I  know  not — 

noble  it  is, 
I  well  believe,  the  noblest  —  will  you 

wear 
My  favor  at  this  tourney?'  *Nay,' 

said  he,  360 

*Fair  lady,  since  I  never  yet  have  worn 
Favor  of  any  lady  in  the  lists. 
Such  is  my  wont,  as  those  who  know 

me  know.* 
'Yea,    so.'   she    answer'd ;    'then    in 

wearing  mine 
Keeds  must  be  lesser  likelihood,  noble 

lord, 
That   those  who  know   should  know 

you.'     And  he  turn'd 
Her  coimsel  up  and  down  within  his 

mind, 
And   found   it    true,    and    answer  d  : 

*True,  my  child. 
Well,  I  will  wear  it ;  fetch  it  out  t(^ 

me. 
What  is  it  ? '  and  she  told  him,  *  A  red 

sleeve  370 

Broider  d  with  pearls,'  and  brought  it. 

Then  he  bound 
Her  token  on  his  helmet,  with  a  smile 
liaying,   *  1   never  yet  have  done   so 

nuich 
For  any  maiden  living,'  and  the  MockI 
Sprang  to  her  face  and  till'd  her  with 

deliirht ; 
But  left  luT  all  the  paler  wlien  Lavaine 
Returning  ])rought  the  yet  unblazon'il 

shield. 
His  brother  s,  which  he  gave  to  Lance 

lot. 
Who   parted  with   his    own    to    fair 

Elaine  : 


'  Do  me  this  grace,  my  child,  to  b 

my  shield 
In  keeping  till  I  come.'    '  A  grace 

me,* 
She  answer'd,  'twice  to-day.    I 

your  squire  I ' 
Whereat  Lavaine  said  laughing : '  1 

maid, 
For  fear  our  people  call  you  lily  n 
In  earnest,  let  me  bring  your  c 

back ; 
Once,  twice,  and  thrice.     Now 

you  hence  to  bed ;  * 
So  kiss'd  her,  and  Sir   Lancelot 

own  hand. 
And  thus  they    moved   away. 

staid  a  minute, 
Then  made  a  sudden  step  to  the  ^ 

and  there  — 
Her   bright   hair   blown    about 

serious  face 
Yet  rosy-kindled  with   her  brotl 

kiss — 
Paused  by  the  gateway,  standing 

the  shield 
In   silence,  while    she   watch'd  1 

arms  far-off 
Sparkle,  until    they  dipt   below 

downs. 
Then  to  her  tower  she  climb'd, 

took  the  shield, 
There  kept  it,  and  so  lived  in  fant 

Meanwhile    the    new    compac 

past  away 
Far  o'er  the  long  backs  of  the  bus! 

downs, 
To  where   8ir  Lancelot  knew   t 

lived  a  knight 
Not  far  from  Camelot,  now  for  i 

years 
A  hermit,  who  had  pray'd,  labor  d 

pray'd, 
And  ever  laboring  had  scoop'd  hir 
In   the   white  rock  a  chapel  ar 

hall 
On  massive  columns,  like  a  shore 

eavc. 
And  cells  and   chambers.     All 

fair  and  dry ; 
The   green  light  from   the   meac 

underneath 
Struck  up  and  lived  along  the  n 

roofs ; 
And  in  the  meadows  tremulous  as 

trees 


LANCELOT  AND   ELAINE 


495 


Ddpojdara  made  a  noise  of  falling 

showers, 
id  thither  wending  there  that  night 

they  bode.  410 

Sat  when  the  next  day  broke  from 

underground, 
d  shot  red  fire  and  shadows  tliro' 

the  cave, 
ey  rose,  heard  mass,  broke  fast,  and 

rode  away, 
en    Lancelot   saying,   'Hear,    but 

bold  my  name 
Iden.  vou  ride  with  I^ancelot  of  the 

I^ke.* 
ish'd  Lavaine,  whose  instant  rever- 
ence, 
irer  to  tnie  voung  hearts  than  their 

own  praise, 
c  left  him  leave  to  stammer,  '  Is  it 

;.3de«'d  ? ' 
il    after    muttering,    'The    gn*at 

Lancelot/ 
last  he  got  his  breath  and  answor'd  : 

•  On<*,  420 

«'  hav<»  I  seen  —  that  othtT,  our  licgt* 

lonl. 
ledrfftd  F'ondragon,  Britain's  King 

of  kings, 
whom   the  people  talk   niyst<Ti- 

ouslv, 
will  bii  there  —  then  were  I  stricken 

blind 
at  minute,  I  might  say  that  I  had 

seen.' 

*o  spake  I^avaine,  and  when  they 

ri'a<*h'd  the  lists 
Camelot   in  the   meadow,  let  his 
eyes 

0  thrf)*  the  peopled  gallery  whirh 

half  rrnind 

r  like  a  rainbow  fallen  upon  the 
irnuw. 

til  they  found  the  clear-faceii  Kinir. 
who  sat  4<. 

1^  in  re<i  samite,  easily  to  In- 
known,  '  j 

re  to  his  crown  the  golden  draLTon 
clung. 

1  down  his  robe  the  dmgon  writlR-d 

in  goM. 
1  from  the  carven-work  bcliind  him 

crept 
o  dragons  gilded,  sloping  down  to 


Arms  for  his  chair,  while  all  the  rest 
of  them 

Thro'  knots  and  loops  and  folds  in- 
numerable 

Fled  ever  thro'  the  woodwork,  till  they 
found 

The  new  design  wherein  they  lost 
themselves. 

Yet  witli  all  ease,  so  tender  was  the 
work ;  440 

And,  in  the  costly  canopy  o'er  him  set. 

Blazed  the  last  diamond  of  the  name- 
less king. 

Then  Lancelot  answer'd  young  La 

vaine  and  said  : 
'  Me  you  call  gn-at ;  mine  is  the  firmer 

seat. 
The  truer  lance  ;  but  there  is  many  a 

youth 
Now  crescent,  who  will  come  to  all  I 

am 
And  overcome  it;  and  in  me  there 

dwells 
No  great ne<is,  save  it  be  some  far-oil 

tourh 
Of  greatness  to  know  well  I  am  not 

great. 
There    is    the    man.'     And    I^vaine 

gaix>d  upon  him  450 

As  on  a  thing  niiraeulous,  and  anon 
The   trumpets   blew ;   and    then  did 

either  side. 
They  that  assail'd,  and  they  that  held 

the  list^, 
Set  lance  in  rest,  strike  spur,  suddenly 

move, 
Meet  in  the  midst,  and  there  so  fu- 
riously 
Shock  that  a  man  far  off  might  wtll 

p<'rceive. 
If  any  man  that  day  were  left  afield. 
The    hani   earth    shake,    and   a   \o^ 

thunder  of  arnn 
An<l  T^aneelot  bodi*  a  littl«\  till  he  saw 
Which    wtTe    the    wcaki-r.    llirn    he 

Inirl'd  into  it  4<>o 

Airainst  ^ho  stronpr      Litth*  need  to 

spi'uk 
<  )f  J.an«  ilot  in  his  glory  !   King,  duke, 

earl. 
Count,   baron  —  whom   he   smote,   In- 

overthrew. 

But   in    the   tirld    were    I..aiieelot'f 
kith  and  kin. 


•9« 


Banged  with  the  Table  Round  that 

held  the  liatB, 
flttong  men,   and   wrathful  that  a 

■tnnger  knight 
Sboold  do  ud  alnMMt  overdo  the  deeds 
Of  Lanoekit :  and  one  Bald  to  the  other, 

'Lol 
(niatiahet    I  do  not  mean  the  fnce 

alone — 
The  grace  and  Teraatilitr  of  the  Dum  t 
la  It  not  Lancelots    '  When  has  Lan- 
celot worn  4r> 
Fa*or  of  any  lady  in  the  llits  T 
Not  such  bu  wont,  aa  we  that  know 

him  know.' 
'How  tlient  who  then  T' a  fury  seized 

them  all, 
A  fiery  family  paiuon  for  the  name 
Of  Lancelot,  and  a  gloij  one  with 

theirs, 
niey  couch'd  their  speais  and  prick'd 

their  Bteeda,  and  thus. 
Their  plumes  driven  backward  by  the 

wind  they  made 
In  moving,  all  together  down  upon 

him 
Bare,  as  a  wild  wave  in  the  wide 

North  Sea,  ^ 

Green-glinunering  toward  the  summit, 

bears,  with  all 
Its  atonny  crests  that  smoke  against 

the  skEea, 
Down  on  a  bark,  and  orerbears  the 

bark 
And  him  that  helms  it;  so  they  over- 
bore 
Btr  Lancelot  and  hia  cltarg«r,  and  a 

Down-glancing   lamed    Qie   charger, 

and  a  spear 
Prick'd  aharpiv  hia  own  cuirass,  and 

the  bead 
Pierced  thro'  hia  aide,  and  there  anapt 

Then  Sir  Lavalne  did  well  and  wor- 
ship fully. 

He  bore  a  knight  of  old  repute  to  the 
earth.  4^ 

And  brought  his  horse  to  l.Bncelot 
where  he  lay. 

He  ap  the  side,  sweating  with  agony, 
got. 

But  thought  to  do  while  he  might  yet 

Mid  being  lUBtily  holpen  by  the  rest^ 
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Hia  party, —Uio' it  SG 

To  tboae  he  fought  with.- 

klthandl^). 
And  all  the  Table  Round  that  b 

thelista, 
Back  to  Uie  barrier :  then  the  trui^ 

blew 

imlnc 

tlie  ueeve' 
Of  acarlet  and  the  pearia;  and  aS  fli 

knighta,  f> 

Hia  party,  cried,  'Advance  and  nb 

thy  prise 
The    dianumd;'    bat   be   flmmr'd: 

'Diamond  me 
No  diatnondsl  for  Ood'a  love,  atRA 

Prize  me  no  prlua,  for  my  priRi 

death  I 
Hence  wis  I,  and  I  diai^  jon,  ft)) 

low  me  not.' 

He  spoke,  and  vanlsh'd  auddalj 
m>m  the  field 
With  young  Lavaine  Into  the  poplai 

There  Irom  his  charger  down  he  did 

and  sat, 
Oasplng  to  Sir  LaviUne,  'Draw  tin 

lance-bead.' 
'Ah,  my  Hwect  lord  Sir  I^nceliA 

said  Lavaine,  )> 

'  I  dread  me.  if  I  draw  It.  you  will  die 
Buthe.  'Idiealready  wiuiit:dnw' 
Draw,'  —  and  Lavalne  drew,  and  Si 

Lancelot  gave 
A  marvellous  great  shriek  and  givuil 

And  half  bis  blood  burst  forth,  an 

down  he  sank 
For  the  pure  pain,  and  wholly  swood' 

Then  came  the  hermit  out  and  bai 

him  In. 
There  stanch'd  bis  wound ;  and  ther 

in  daily  doubt 
Whether  to  live  or  die,  for  many 

Hid  from  the  wild  worid's  rumor  I 
the  grove  • 

Of  poplars  with  their  ntrfse  of  foUii 
showers, 

Andever-tremulousaapen-treeSihela 

Buto: 
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ilia  eyes  on  fair 

face  daintier  ? 

)wn  to  foot,  perfect 

j^^orebead    exquisitely 

Ajll^lo  1  this  wild  flower 

HUpt  among  the  garden 

jjijtt  himself  to  play  upon 

Iju^,  free  flashes  from  a 

M/gf*  of  the  court,  and 

^^nlles,  and  golden  elo- 

.tian,  till  the  maid 
It^  saying  to  him: 


of  our  noble  King, 
it  to  see  the  shield  he 

PMgfat  learn  his  name  ? 

lU^t  your  King,  650 

V^fnest  he  sent  you  on, 

mre 

wVtar  falcon  yesterday, 

ifcern  we  slipt  her  at,  and 

IfedaT'    'Nay,  by  mine 

W«  lose  the  lark  in  hea- 

|r=tl»  light  of  your  blue 

'^  let  me  see  the  shield.' 
shield  was  brought. 
In  saw 
uure  lions,   crownM 

he  smote  his  thigh, 
■  660 

King!  our  Lancelot! 

man!' 

V  she  answered  mer- 
\^«^^  the  greatest 
^j;^.'  said    Gawain, 


Speak  therefore ;  shall  I  waste  myself 

in  vain  ?  * 
Full  simple  was  her  answer :  *  What 

know  I  ? 
My  bretliren  have  been  all  my  fellow^- 

ship; 
And  I,  when  often  they  have  talk'd 

of  love, 
Wish'd  it  had  been  my  mother,  for 

they  talk'd,  670 

Meseem'd,  of  what  they  knew  not ; 

so  myself — 
I  know  not  if  I  know  what  true  love 

is. 
But  if  I  know,  then,  if  I  love  not 

him, 
I   know  there   is  none  other  I  can 

love.' 
•Yea,  by  God's  death,'  said  he,  *ye 

love  him  well, 
But  would  not,   knew   ye  what  all 

others  know. 
And  whom  he  loves.*   *8obe  it,'  cried 

Elaine, 
And  lifted  her  fair  face  and  moved 

away ; 
But  he  pursued  her,  calling,  *  Stay  a 

little  I 
One  golden  minute's  grace  I  he  wore 

your  sleeve.  680 

Would  he  break  faith  with  one  I  may 

not  name  ? 
Must  our  true  man  change  like  a  leaf 

at  last  ? 
Nay  —  like  enow.     Why  then,  far  be 

it  from  me 
To  cross  our  mighty  Lancelot  in  his 

loves  I 
And,  damsel,  for  I  deem  you  know 

full  well 
Where  your  great  knight  is  hidden, 

let  me  leave 
My  quest  with  you ;  the  diamond  also 

—  here  1 
For  if  you  love,  it  will  be  sweet  to 

give  it : 
And  if  he  love,  it  will  be  sweet  to 

have  it 
From  your  own  hand  ;  and  whether 

he  love  or  not,  690 

A  diamond  is  a  diamond.     Fare  you 

well 
A  thousand  times  1  —  a  tliousand  times 

farewell  I 
Yet,  if  he  love,  and  his  love  hold,  we 

two 
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May  meet  at  court  hereafter  1  there,  I 

think, 
So  ye  will  learn  the  courtesies  of  the 

court, 
We  two  shall  know  each  other.' 

Then  he  gave, 
And  slightly  kiss*d  the  hand  to  which 

he  gave, 
The  diamond,  and  all  wearied  of  the 

quest 
Leapt  on  his  horse,  and  carolling  as 

he  went 
A  true-love  ballad,  lightly  rode  away. 

Thence  to  the  court  he  past ;  there 

told  the  King  701 

What  the  King  knew,  *  Sir  Lancelot 

is  the  knight/ 
And  added,  *  Sire,  my  liege,  so  much 

I  learnt. 
But  fail'd  to  find  him,  tho'  I  rode  all 

round 
The  region  ;  but  I  lighted  on  the  maid 
Whose  sleeve  he  wore.      She  loves  \  Climb  in  her  throat,  and  with  her  fee 

him :  and  to  her,  i  unseen 

Deeming  our  court^^sy   is  the   truest  i  Crush'd  the  wild  passion  out  agains 

law,  the  floor 

I  gave  the  diamond.     She  will  render  |  Beneath  the  banquet,  where  the  meat 

it :  became 

For  by  mine  head  she  knows  his  hiil-  |  As  wormwoi^  and  she  hated  all  wh< 


Had  marvel  what  the  maid  might  be,^ 

but  most 
Predoom'd  her  as  imwcMthy.    One  old 

dame 
Came  suddenly  on  the  Queen  with  flu 

sharp  news. 
She,  that  had  heard  the  noise  of  it 

before. 
But  sorrowing  Lancelot  should  hare 

stoop'd  so  low, 
Marr'd  her  friend's  aim  with  pale  tnn- 

quillitv. 
So  ran  the  tale  like  fire  about  the  court. 
Fire  in  dry  stubble  a  nine-days'  won- 
der flared ;  "         jv 
Till  even  the  knights  at  banquet  twice 

or  thrice 
Forgot  to  drink  to  Lancelot  and  th< 

Queen, 
And  pledging  Lancelot  and  the  lil] 

maid 
Smiled  at  each  other,  while  the  Queen 

who  sat 
With  lips  severely  placid,  felt  the  kno 


ing- place.* 


pledged. 
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The  seldom-frowning  King  frownM,         But  far  away  the  maid  iu  Astolat. 
and  replied,  710     Her    guiltless    rival,    she    that    eve 

Too  courteous  truly  !  ye  shall  go  no  '  kept 

more  '     *  The  onc-day-seen  Sir  Lancelot  in  he 

(.)n  (jiiest  of  mine,  seeing  that  ye  forget  heart. 

Obetiience  is  the  courtesy  (iue  to  kings.*  ;  Crept  to  her  father,  while  he  muse 

j  alone, 

lie  spake  and  parted.     Wroth,  but     Sat  on  his  knee,  stroked  his  gray  fac 
all  in  awe.  and  said  : 

For  twenty  strokes  of  the  Moixl.  with-     'Father,  vou  aUl  me  wilful,  and  th 

out  a  wonl.  1  fault 

Linger'd  that  otluT.  starini2:  after  him  :     Is  yours  who  let  me  have  my  will,  an 
Then  shook  his  hair,   strode  otT.  and 

buzz'd  abroad 
About    the  maid  of  Astolat,  and  her 

love. 
All     ears   were   priek'd   at    once,    all 

tongues  wen*  l«X)se(l: 
•The  maid  of  Asti.>lut  love<  Sir  I.anc*- 

lot,  7JO 

Sir  Lancelot  loves  tht-mai*!  of  Astolat.' 


now. 
Sweet  father,  will  you  let  me  lose  m 

wits?' 
'Xay.*  said  he,  'surely.*    'Wherefon 

let  me  hence,' 
She  answer'd,  'and  find  out  our  dei 

La  value.' 
'Ve  will  not  lose  vour  wits  for  dej 

Lavaine.  7 


Some  read  the  Kini:".-  face,  some  the  ,  Hide."  answer'd  he:   'we  needs  mu: 


Queen's,  and  all 


hear  anon 
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of  that  other.'    *  Ay/ she 

t  other,  for  I  needs  must 

,t  other,  wheresoe'er  he  be, 
neown  hand  give  hisdia- 
to  him, 
bund  as  faithless  in  the 

ud  prince  who  left   the 

tome. 

r,   1  behold  him  in  my 

s 

irere  the  skeleton  of  him- 

for  the   lack  of   gentle 
d's  aid.  760 

x>m  the  maiden,  the  more 

» be  sweet  and  serviceable 
igbts  in  sickness,  as  ye 

have  worn  their  tokens. 

?  liencc. 

Then  her  father  nodding 

diamond.    Wit  yc  well, 

ild. 

eri'  I  to  learn  this  knight 

fhole, 

rreati'sL    Yea,  and   you 

rivr  it  — 

link  this  fruit  Ia  hung  too 

uth  to  gape   for  siive  a 
ft —  770 

nothing ;  so  then,  get  you 

r  wilful  you  must  go.' 

!'r  suit  allow'd,  ghe  slipt 

e  made  her  mady  for  licr 

latest  word  humin'd   in 

t 

ry  wilful  vou  must  «:n.' 
itself  an(l  LTho'd  in  her 

ry  wilful  you  mu<;t  dir.' 
^iHppy  cnoui^li  aixl  sliook 

off  the  Ixt'  that  Ini/./i  •« 

keart  sheanswor'ti  it  unil 


'  What  matter,  so  I  help  him  back  to 

life?' 
Then  far  away  with  good  Sir  Torre 

for  guide 
Rode  o'er  th»  long  backs  of  the  bush- 
less  downs 
To  Gamclot,  and  before  the  city-gates 
Came  on  her  brother  with  a  happy  face 
Making  a  roan  horse  caper  and  (*urvi*t 
For  pleasure  all  about  a  field  of  flow- 
ers; 
Whom  when  she  saw,  'Lavaine,'  she 

cried,  'Lavaine, 
How  fares  my  lord  Sir  Lancelot?' 

He  amazed,  79* 

*  Torre  and  Elaine  I  why  here?  Sir 

Lancelot ! 
How  know  ye  my  lord's  name  Is  Lan- 
celot ? ' 
But  when  the  maid  had  tokl  him  all 

her  tale. 
Then  tum'd  Sir  Torre,  and  being  in 

his  moods 
Left  them,  and  under  the  strange- 

statucd  gate. 
Where   Arthur's  wars  were  rcnder'd 

mystieallv. 
Past  up  the  still  rich  eitv  to  his  kin, 
11  is  own  far  blood,  which  dwelt  at 

Camc'lot : 
And  her.  I^vaine  across  the  poplar 

grove 
IamI  U^  the  caves.     There  first  she  haw 

the  casriue  hoo 

Of  I^iuvlot  on  the  wall;  her  scarlet 

sleeve, 
Tlio'  cnrvtKl  and  cut,   and  half  tlic 

l>eiirls  away, 
Stn>anrd    from    it   still;    and   in   her 

lieurt  she  t:iu>;hM, 
l^ciiUM'  he  tuul  not  l<H)sed  it  front  \\\^ 

helm. 
Hut  m<'Hnt   onn*  more  perehiinrr   to 

tounn-v  in  it. 
And  whi'M  they  piin'd  the  e<'U  win -rein 

lie  slept, 
I  lis  baitlr  writhen  arms  and   nii!:litv 

hfuxls 
Lay   naked   on   the  wolf  skin,  ami   a 

(In-aiit 
Of  (IraiTirinLT  down   hi**  mrmy  maile 

tlit-in  nmvr. 
Then  shf  that  saw  him  lyin^  unsleck. 

iin^ihoni.  si'i 

(raiint  a<«  it  were  the  skeleton  of  him- 

bi-lf. 
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Utter'd  a  little  tender  dolorous  cry. 
The  sound  not  wonted  in  a  place  so 

still 
Woke  the  sick  knight,  and  while  he 

roU'd  his  eyes 
Yet  blank  from  sleep,  she  started  to 

him,  saying. 

*  Your  prize  the  diamond  sent  you  by 

the  King.* 
His  eyes  glisteu'd  ;  she  fancied,  '  Is  it 

for  me  ? ' 
And  when  the  maid  bad  told  him  all 

the  tale 
Of  king  and  prince,  the  diamond  sent, 

the  quest 
Assigned  to  her  not  worthy  of  it,  she 

knelt  820 

Full  lowly  by  the  comers  of  his  bed. 
And  laid  the  diamond  in  his  open  hand. 
Her  face  was  near,  and  as  we  kiss  the 

child 
That  does  the  task  assigned,  he  kiss'd 

her  face. 
At  once  slic  slipt  like  water  to  the  floor. 

*  Alas,'  he  sjiiil.  'your  ride  hath  wea- 

ried you. 
Kestmust  vou  have.'  '  No  rest  for  me.' 
sue  said ; 

*  Nay,  for  near  you.  fair  lord,  I  am  at 

rest.' 
What  niii:lit  slio  mcar.  bv  that  ?  his 

larire  black  eyes, 
Yet  larger  tliro'  his   leanness,  dwelt 

upon  her.  S30 

Till  all   her  heart's  sad  secret  blazed 

itself 
In  the  heart's  colnrs  on  her  simple  face  : 
And   Lancelot     l(M>k'tl   and    was   per- 

plext  in  mind. 
And  l)eini:w(^ak  in  bo<lysiiid  no  more. 
But  did  n«)t  love  tlie  color ;  woman's 

Lue. 
Save    one.   he   not    ri'irarded,   and   so 

turnM 
Siirhinir.  and  feiL'^iiM  a  sleep  until  he 

slept. 

Then  rose  Klaine  and  irlided   thro' 

xhi'  lirlds. 
And  p:i>r  beneath  the  wcirdly-siulp 

turtil  irati-s 
Far  up  till'  <lin^  Meh  ( ity  to  hrr  kin  : 
There  br>de  tin-  niirht.  but  woke  with 

dawn.  an<l  ]>:i>l  S41 

Down  thro"  xhc  dim  rich  citv  to  the 

fields. 


Thence  to  the  cave.     So  day  by  di 

she  past 
In  either  twilight  ghostrlike  to  and  fi 
Gliding,  and  every  day  she  tended  hii 
And  likewise  many  a  night ;  and  La 

celot 
Would,  tbo'  he  call'd  his  wound  a  litt 

hurt 
Whereof  he  should  be  quickly  whol 

at  times 
Brain-feverous  in  bis  heat  and  agon] 

seem 
Uncourteous,  even  he.    But  the  mee 

maid  ij 

Sweetly  forbore  him  ever,  being  I 

him 
Meeker  than  any  diild  to  a  roag 

nurse, 
Milder  than  any   mother   to  a  sc 

child. 
And  never  woman  yet^  iiiios  mu' 

first  fall, 
Did  kindlier  unto  man,  but  hn  dee 

love 
Upbore  her  ;  till  the  hermit,  skiird  i 

all 
j  The  simples  and  the  scienoe  of  th^ 

time. 
Told  him  that  her  fine  care  had  save 

his  life. 
And  the  sick  man  forgot  her  simp: 
I  blush, 

Would  call  her  friend  and  sister,  swe 

Klaine,  s 

Would  listen  for  her  coming  and  r 

^ret 
Her  parting  step,  and  held  her  te 

<ierly. 
And   loved  her  with  all  love  exce] 

the  love 
Of  man  and  woman  when  they  \o^ 

their  l>est, 
Closest   and  sweetest,  and  had  di< 

the  death 
In  any  kniirhtly  fashion  for  her  sak( 
And   peradventure  had  he  seen  h 

tirst 
She  niiirht  have  made  this  and  tli 
'  other  world 

Another  world  for  the  sick  man;  b 

now 
The  shackles  of  an  old  love  straiten 

him,  J 

His  honor  rooted  in  dishonor  stood. 
And  faith  unfaithful  kept  him  false 
I  true. 
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She  murmiir'd,    '  Vain,  in   vain !    it 

cannot  be. 
He  will  not  love  me.     How  then? 

must  I  die?' 
Then  as  a  little  helpless  innocent  bird, 
That  has  but  one  plain  passage  of  few 

notes,  890 

Will  sing  the  simple  passage  o'er  and 

o'er 
For  all  an  April  morning,  till  the  ear 
Wearies  to  hear  it,  so  the  simple  maid 
Went  half  the  night  repeating,  *  Must 

Idie?' 
And  now  to  right  she  tum'd,  and  now 

to  left. 
And  found  no  ease  in  turning  or  in  rest : 
And  'Him  or  death,'  she  mutter'd, 

*  death  or  him,* 
Again  and  like  a  burthen,  'Him  or 

death.' 

But  when  Sir  Lancelot's  deadly  hurt 

was  whole, 
To  Astolat  returning  rode  the  three. 
There  morn   by   morn,  arraying  her 

sweet  self  901 

In  that  wherein  she  deem'd  she  l(xjk'd 

her  best, 
Slie  came  Ix'fore  Sir  Lancelot,  for  she 

thought, 
*If  I    be   loved,  these  are  my  festal 

robes. 
If  not,  the  victims  tiowers  before  he 

fall.' 
And    LaiK'clot    ever  prest    upon   the 

nuiid 
That  she  should  ask  some  goodly  gift 

of  him 
For  her  own   self  or  hers:  'and  do 

not  shun 
To  speak  the  wish  most  near  to  your 

true  heart : 
k^uch  service  have  ye  done  me  that  I 

make  910 

My  will  of  yours,  and  prince  and  lord 

am  I 
In  mine  own  laud,  and  what  I  will  I 

can.' 
Then  like  a  ghost  she  lifted  up  her 

face. 
But  like  a  ghost  without  the  power  to 

speak. 
And  Lancelot  saw  that  she  withlield 

her  wish, 
And  bode  among  them  yet  a  little 

space 


Till  he  should  learn  it ;  and  one  ma 

it  chanced 
He  found  her  in  among  the  gaidi 

yews, 
And  said,   *  Delay  no  longer,  spa 

your  wish, 
Seeing  I  go  to-day/    Then  out  i 

brake :  % 

*  Going  ?  and  we  shall  never  see  yi 

more. 
And  I  must  die  for  want  of  one  bo 

word.' 
'  Speak ;  that  I  live  to  hear,'  he  ni 

'is  yours.* 
Then  suddenly  and  passionately  ^ 

spoke : 
'  I  have  gone  mad.    I  love  you ;  1 

me  die.' 
'  Ah,  sister,'  answer'd  Lancelot,  '  wb 

is  this  ? ' 
And  innocently  extending  her  wlii 

arms, 
'Your  love,'  she  said,  'your  love 

to  be  your  wife.* 
And  Lancelot  answer'd,  *  Had  I  ch« 

to  wed, 
I   had    been    wedded    earlier,   sw 

Elaine  ; 
But  now  there  never  will  be  wife 

mine.' 
•No,  no,'  she  cried,  'I  care  not  to 

wife. 
But  to  be  with  you  still,  to  see  y< 

face, 
To  serve  you,  and  to  follow  you  ti 

the  world.' 
And  I^ncelot  answer'd  :    *  Nay, 

world,  the  world. 
All  ear  and  eye,  with  such  a  stu 

heart 
To  interpret  ear  and  eye,  and  sue] 

tongue 
To    blare    its   own    interpretatioD 

nay, 
Full  ill  then  should  I  quit  your  t 

ther's  love. 
And    your    good    father's  kindne 

And  slie  said, 
'  Not  to  be  with  you,  not  to  see  y^ 

face  — 
Alas  for  me  then,  my  good  days 

done ! ' 
'  Nay.  noble  maid,'  he  answer'd,  ' 

times  nay  1 
This  is  not  love,  but  love's  first  fl 

in  vuuth 
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bumd;  jmL,  I  know  It  of 

le  own  self, 

yonndf  wQl  smile  at  your 

naelf 

.  when  you  yield  your  flower 

life 

lore  fitly  yoon»  not  tbrloe 

irase. 

will  I,  for  true  you  eie  end 

set 

nine  old  belief  in  woman- 

>d,  990 

Bclally  ahould  your    good 

gilt  be  poor, 

m  with  broad  land  and  te^ 

lie  half  my  realm  beyond  the 

■b 

oold  make  you  happy ;  f ur- 

rmore, 

be  death,  aa  thoT  ye  were  my 

od. 

inr  quarrds  will  I  be  your 


fit. 
do. 


dear  damflel,  for  your 
e, 
than  tills  I  cannot.' 

While  he  Rpokc 
ler  blosh*d  nor  shook,  but 
thly-pale 

■ping  what  was  nearest,  then 
lied.  960 

a  will  I  nothing ; '  and  no  fell, 
they  bore  her  swooning  to 
tower. 

pake,  to  whom  thro*  those 
;k  walh  of  yew 
k  had  pierced,  her  fatlier: 
r,  a  flash. 

that  will  strike  my  blossom 
d. 
eouaare  ye,  fair  Ix)rd  I^nct*- 

u,  use  some  rough  discour 

r 

ir  break  her  paiwioti.' 

Lancelot  mi  id. 
T  against  me  *.  whtit  I  iim  I 

I;' 

9  that  day  ntmaiu'd,  and 
ard  eren  970 

lariileld.    Pull  uuTklv  dmc 


Btript  off  the  oaae,  and  gava  the 

naked  shidd; 
Then,  when  she  hevd  bla  hone  upon 

the  ttonei, 
Undasplng  flung  the  oaeement  bade, 

andlook'd 
Down  on  hla  bebn,  from  which  her 

tleoTe  had  gonei 
And  Lanoekit  knew  the  little  oUnUng 

aound; 
And  she  by  tact  of  lore  waa  well 


That  Luioekit  knew  tiiat  she  waalook- 

ioffathim. 
And  yetne  i^anoednotup,  nor  waved 

his  hand. 
Nor  bade  fiureweU,  but  Mdly  lode 

away.  9S0 

This  waa  the  one  diaooortei;y  that  he 


80  In  her  tower  alooa  the  maiden 
sat 
His  Tory  shield  waa  gone;  on^  the 


I 


Her  own  poor  work,  her  empty  labor, 

left 
But  still  she  heard  him,  still  his  pic- 
ture form'd 
And  grew  between  her  and  the  pic- 
tured walL 
Then  came  her  father,  saying  in  low 

tones, 
'Have  comfort,'  whom  she  greeted 

quietly. 
Then    came    her    brethren    saying, 

'  Peace  to  thee, 
Sweet    sister.'    whom    she  answered 

with  all  calm.  990 

But  when  they  left  her  to   herself 

acain, 
Death,  like  a  friend's  Toicc  from  a 

distant  Held 
Approaching  thro'  the  darkness,  call'd; 

the  owls 
Wailing  had  |K>wer  upon  her,  and  she 

inixt 
Her    fancies    with    the    sa1lowrifte<l 

ploomK 
Of  evenin>?  and  the  moanings  of  the 

wimi. 

And  in  those  days  she  made  a  little 
8i>ng, 
And  call'd  her  sonfc  *The  8ong  of 
Love  and  Death,' 
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And  sang  it ;  sweetly  could  she  make 
and  sing. 

'  Sweet  is  true  love  tho'  given  in  vain,  in 
vain;  looo 

And  sweet  is  death  who  pats  an  end  to 
pain. 

I  know  not  which  is  sweeter,  no,  not  I. 

'  Love,  art  thou  sweet  ?  then  bitter  death 
must  be. 
Love,  thou  art  bitter;  sweet  is  death  to  me. 

0  Love,  if  death  be  sweeter,  let  me  die. 

'Sweet   love,   that  seems  not  made  to 
fade  away ; 
Sweet  death,  ttiat  seems  to  make  us  love- 
less clav; 

1  know  not  which  is  sweeter,  no,  not  L 

'  I  fain  would  follow  love,  if  that  could 

be; 
I  needs  must  follow  death,  who  calls  for 

me;  loio 

Call  and  I  follow,  I  follow!  let  me  die.' 

High  with  the  last  line  scaled  her  '■ 

voice,  and  this, 
All  in  a  fiery  dawning  wild  with  wind 
That  shook  her  tower,   the  brothers 

heard,  and  thouirlit  i 

"With  shudderinir.  '  Hark  the  Phantom 

of  the  house  j 

That  ever  slirieks  before  a  death,*  and  , 

calld 
The  fatlier,  and  all  throe  in  liurry  and 

fear 
Ran  to  her,  and  lo  !  the  blood-red  liglit  ' 

of  dawn 
Flared  on  her  face,  she  shrilling,  '  Let 

me  die  I ' 

As  when  we  dwell  upon  a  word  we 

know.  1 020 

Rcpeatiuir.  till  the  word  we  know  so  ! 

well  i 

Becomes  a  wonder,  and  we  know  not 

why. 
So  dwelt  the  father  on  her  face,  and  • 

thou«rht, 
'  Is  this  Elaine  ?'  till  back  the  maiden 

fell. 
Then  gave  a  languid  hand  to  each, 

and  lay.  , 

Speaking  a   still    good-morrow    with 

her  eves. 
At  last   she   said:    'Sweet   brothers. 

yester-niirht  1 

I  seem'd  a  curious  little  maid  again,      1 


As  happy  as  when  we  dwelt  amci 

the  woods, 
And  when  ye  used  to  take  me  wl 

the  flood  M 

Up  the  great  river  in  the  boatmu 

boat 
Only  ye  would  not  pass  beyond  tl 

cape 
That  has  the  poplar  on  it ;  there  ye  ft 
Your  limit,  oft  returning  with  the  lid 
And  yet  I  cried  because  ye  would  d 

pass 
Beyond  it,  and  far  up  the  shininRflo 
Until  we  found  the  palace  of  the  Kin 
And  yet  ye  would  not ;  but  this  nig 

Idream'd 
That  I  was  all  alone  upon  the  flood. 
And  then  I  said,  **Now  shall  I  ha' 

my  will ; "  ic 

And  there  I  woke,  but  still  the  wi 

remain'd. 
So  let  me  hence  that  I  may  pass  at  la 
Beyond  the  poplar  and  far  up  the  floo 
Until  I  find  the  palace  of  the  King. 
There  will  I  enter  in  among  them  al 
And  no  man  there  will  dare  to  mo< 

at  me ; 
But  there  the  fine  Gawain  will  woml 

at  me. 
And  there  the  great  Sir  Lancelot  mu 

at  me ; 
Gawain.  who  bade  a  thousand  far 

wells  to  me. 
Lancelot,  who  coldly  went,  nor  ba< 

me  one.  ic 

And   there   the   King  will   know  c 

and  my  love, 
And  there  the  Queen  herself  will  pi 

me, 
And  all  the  gentle  court  will  welcoc 

me. 
And  after  my  long  voyage  I  shall  rest 

*  Peace,'    said   her    father,    '0  11 

child,  ye  seem 
Light-headed,  for  what  force  is  yot 

to  go 
So  far,   being  sick  ?    and   wherefc 

would  ye  look 
On  this  proud  fellow  again,  who  scoi 

us  all  ?  • 

Then    the  rough    Torre  began 
heave  and  move, 
And  bluster   into    stormy   sobs    a 
say: 
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*I  DBTer  loYed  him ;  an  I  meet  with 

him,  to6i 

I  emre  not  howaoeyer  great  he  be. 
Then  will  I  strike  at  him  and  strike 

him  down. 
<3ive  me  good  fortune,  I  will  strike 

him  deadp 
For  this  discomfort  he  hath  done  the 

house.' 

To  whom  the  gentle  sister  made 

reply: 
*  Fret  not  yourself,  dear  brother,  nor 

be  wroth, 
hieing  it  is  no  more  Sir  Lancelot's  fault 
^ot  to  loYe  me  than  it  is  mine  to  love 
Him  of  all  men  who  seems  to  me  the 

highest'  1070 

'Highest?'    the    father  answer'd, 
echoing  '  highest  ? '  — 
He  meant  to  oreak  the  passion  in  her 

—  •nay. 
Daughter,  I  know  not  what  you  call 

the  highest ; 
But  this  I  know,  for  all   the  people 

know  it. 
He  loves  the  Queen,  and  in  an  open 

shame. 
And  she  returns  his  love  in  open  sliame ; 
If  this  be  high,  what  is  it  to  be  low  ?  * 

Then  spake  the  lily  maid  of  Astolat: 
'Sweet  father,  all  too  faint  and  sick 

am  I 
For  anger.   These  are  slanders ;  never 

yet  1080 

Wis  noble  man  but  made  ignoble  talk. 
He  nuikes  no  friend  who  never  made 

a  foe. 
But  now  it  is  mv  glory  to  have  loved 
i)ne  pecrl<»s,  without  stain  ;  so  let  me 

pass, 
Mt  father,  howsoe'er  I  fle<»m  to  you. 
Xot  all  unhappy,  havin^j^  loved  QiKl's 

best 
And  greatest,  tho*  my  love  had  no  re- 
turn. 
Tel,  seeing  you  desire  your  child  to 

live. 
Thanks,  but  you  work  against  your 

own  desire. 
For  If  I  could  believe  the  thinps  you 

sav  lOTjpii 

lihoukl  but  die  the  sooner ;  wherefon* 


Sweet  father,  and  bid  call  the  ghost 

man 
Hither,  and  let  me  shrive  me  clei 

and  die.' 

So  when  the  ghostly  man  had  con 

and  gone. 
She,  with  a  face  bright  as  for  sin  fc 

given. 
Besought  Lavaine  to  write  as  she  d 

vised 
A  letter,  word  for  word ;  and  when  ] 

ask'd, 
'  Is  it  for  Lancelot,  is  it  for  my  de 

lord? 
Then  will  I  bear  it  gladly ; '  she  1 

plied, 
'  For  Lancelot  and  the  Queen  and  1 

the  world,  n 

But  I  myself  must  bear  it'    Then  ] 

wrote 
The  letter  she  devised;  which  beii 

writ 
And  folded,  'O  sweet  father,  tend 

and  true. 
Deny  me  not,'  she  said  —  *  ve  never  y 
Denied    my    fancies — this,    howev 

strange, 
My  latest.     Lay  the  letter  in  my  hai 
A  little  ere  I  die,  and  close  the  hand 
Upon  it ;  I  sliall  guani  it  even  in  deat 
An<l  when  the  heat  has  gone  from  o 

my  heart, 
Then  take  the  little  bed  on  which  I  <ii( 
For  Lancelot's  love,  and  deck  it  lil 

the  Queen's  n 

For  richness,   and   me  also  like   tl 

Queen 
In  all  I  have  of  rich,  and  lav  me  < 

it. 
And  let  there  be  prepun-d  a  chnri< 

bier 
To  take  me  to  the  river,  and  a  burp 
Be  reaiiy  on  the  river,  clothi'ti  in  bla< 
I    go   in  state   to  <«mrt.   U*  meet   tl 

Queen. 
There  surely  I  sluill  spr.ik  for  niii 

own  s«'lf. 
And  noiH'  of  vou  can  sj>«:ik  f«»r  me  < 

well. 
And  th«Tcfore  let  our  dtinib  old  mil 

alone  n 

(fO  with  me ;    he  c:in  sIjmt  and  rov 

and  he 
Will  guide  me  to  that  palace,  to  tl 

doors.' 


i 


DO  uut  d^  there  wu  ihrie  In  Astobt 

But  when  the  next  tun  brake  from 

underground,  mjd 

Then,  those  two  brethren  alowly  with 
beat  browi 


Full-Bummer,  to  that  stream  whereoa 

the  barge, 
Pall'd  all  ita  length  la  blackest  nniite. 

There  eat  the  lifelong  creature  ot  the 


Is  eyes,  aod  twisted  all  his 

80  tkoae  two  brethren  from  the  chariot 

took 
And  on  the  black  decks  laid  her  ia  her 

bed.  .,4- 

Bet  Id  her  band  a  lily,  o'er  her  hung 
The  dken  case  wiui  braided  blazon- 

bin. 
And  Usrd  her  quiet  brows,  sad  sst- 

Ingto' 


Then  row  Uie  dumb  old  eerrjtor,  and 

the  dead, 
Oar'd  by  the  dumb.  »■"* '"• — ' 


In  th 
And 


Vine-i 

They 
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if  nuw  Mill  I  Bnke  from  tbe  rait  ari^1-embawnjti|| 

)■  la  It  an  abwiliitt-r  Inial         I.Daf  »fi«r  \e»f,  and  t 
vupthatflftoct :  let  ruinor«lio.  th^^m  off, 

"*  "    "      "    ""•  llyl  tluw.  lU  I     Till  nil  Ibo  pUiTc  whrroon  abr  flood 

^•In  four  own  noble-    Tlico,  when  heiM 

BB,  ilTv  liunil 
wen  bdicToUuit foil  ticIlcTi'.'  Rrcflvod  at  imro  nnri  kM  aalda  Uh 
iIhib  he  >|M>ke.  ludf  luruM  Tti«n  on  a  lalili!  oear  li«r,  aaal  ■«■ 
am,  Ihs  QuMn                   ■>«<>  I             plied :  ^^ 

L J 
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'  It  may  be  I  am  quicker  of  belief 
Than  you  believe  me,  Lancelot  of  the 

Lake. 
Our  bond  is  not  the  bond  of  man  and 

wife. 
This  good  is  in  it,  whatsoe'er  of  ill,  1200 
It  can  be  broken  easier.     I  for  you 
This  many  a  year  have  done  despite 

ana  wrong 
To  one  whom   ever  in  my  heart  of 

hearts 
I  did  acknowledge  nobler.    What  are 

these? 
Diamonds  for  me  I  they  had  been  thrice 

their  worth 
Being  your  gift,  had  you  not  lost  your 

own. 
To  loyal  hearts  the  value  of  all  gifts 
Must  vary  as  the  giver's.     Not  for  me ! 
For  her !  for  your  new  fancy.     Only 

this 
Grant  me,  I  pray  you  ;  have  your  joys 

apart.  laxo 

I  doubt  not  that,  however  changed, 

you  keep 
So  much  of  what  is  graceful ;  and  my- 
self 
"Would  shun  to  break  those  bounds  of 

courtesy 
In  which  as  Arthur's  Queen  I  move 

and  rule. 
So  cannot  speak  my  mind.     An  end  to 

this! 
A    strange  one!   yet   I   take  it  witli 

Amen. 
So  pray  you,  add  my  diamonds  to  her 

pearls  : 
Deck    her  with    these :    tell   her,  she 

shine.s  me  down: 
An  armlet  for  an   arm  to  which   the 

Quc(*n"s 
Is  hagirard,  or  a  necklace  for  a  neck  1220 
().  as  much  fairer  —  a-i  a  faith  once  fair 
Was  richer  than  these  diamonds  —  hers 

not  mine  — 
Xav,  bv  the  mother  of  our  Lord  him- 

self, 
Or  hers  or  mine,  mine  now  to  work  mv 

will  — 
She  shall  not  have  them.' 

Saying  which  she  seized. 
And.  thro'  the  casement  standing  wide 

for  heat. 
Flung  them,  and  down  they  flrtsh'd, 

and  smote  the  stream. 


Then  from  the  smitten  surfooe  flash'd, 

as  it  were. 
Diamonds  to  meet  them,  and  they  put 

away. 
Then  while  Sir  Lancelot  leant,  in  half 

disdain  nji 

At  love,  life,  all  things,  on  the  window 

ledge. 
Close  underneath  his  eyes,  and  righl 

across 
Where  these  had  fallen,  slowly  put 

the  barge 
Whereon  the  Rlv  maid  of  Astolat 
Lay  smiling,  like  a  star  in  blackest 

night. 

But  the  wild  Queen,  who  saw  not, 

burst  away 
To  weep  and  wail  in  secret ;  and  the 

barge. 
On  to   the    palace-doorway    sliding, 

paused. 
There  two  stood  arm'd,  and  kept  the 

door ;  to  whom. 
All  up  the  marble    stair,   tier   ovei 

tier,  104' 

Were  added  mouths  that  gaped,  and 

eves  that  ask'd, 
'  What  Is  it  ?•  but  that  oarsman's  hag 

gard  face, 
As  hard  and  still  as  is  the  face  tha' 

men 
Shape  to  their  fancy's  eye  from  bmkei 

rocks 
On  some  cliff-side,  appall'd  them,  and 

they  said  : 
'  He  is  enchanted,  cannot  speak  —  anc 

she. 
Look    how    she    sleeps  —  the    Fain 

Queen,  sc  fair ! 
Yea,  but  how  pale!    what  are  they 

flesh  and  blood  ? 
Or  come  to  take  the  King  to  Fairyland 
For  some  do  hold  our  Arthur  canno 

die.  I2S 

But  that  he  passes  into  Fairyland.' 

While  thus  they  babbled  of  the  Kin^ 

the  King 
Came  girt  witli  knights.     Then  turn' 

the  tongueless  man 
From  the  lialf-face  to  the  full  eye,  an 

rose 
And  pointed  to  the  damsel   and    th 

<loors. 
So  Arthur  bade  the  meek  Sir  Percival 
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And  pure  Sir  Galahad  to  uplift  the 

maid; 
And  reverently    they  bore  her  into 

hall. 
Then  came  the  fine  Gkiwain  and  won- 

der'd  at  her. 
And  Lancelot  later  came  and  mused  at 

her,  1260 

And  last  the  Queen  herself,  and  pitied 

her; 
But  Arthur  spied  the  letter  in  her 

hand, 
:^Ux>pt.  took,  brake  seal,  and  read  it ; 

this  was  all : 

'  Most  noble  lord,  Sir  Lancelot  of  the 
I^ke. 

I.  sometimes  call'd  the  maid  of  Astolat. 

Come,  for  you  left  me  taking  no  fare- 
well. 

Hither,  to  take  my  last  farewell  of 
you. 

I  loTiHl  you,  and  my  love  had  no  re- 
turn. 

And  thrn^fore  mv  true  love  has  b<t»n 
my  death. 

.\n«i  th*Ti'ft)rc  to  our  Ladv  Ouinc- 
v<'rf.  1270 

\Tif\  to  all  other  ladies.  I  make  iiK^iiu  : 

lYir  ftir  my  !K>u1,  and  yield  nic  burial. 

Kniy  fur  my  soul  thou  tot).  Sir  Ijincolot, 

A<  thou  art  a  knight  peerUss.' 

Thus  he  n^ad ; 
Aft]  ever   in  the  reading   lords  :in(i 

dames 
Wtpi.  looking  often  from  liis  face  who 

n-ad 
Tm  hers  which  lay  so  .«iilent,  and  at 

timen, 
Nj  tourh'd  were   they,  half-thiiikiiiL' 

thai  lier  lips 
Who  ba^l  devistti    the  letter  movttl 

again. 

rij»-n  fp*ly  s|>oke  Sir  I-jinci-lot  t«) 

th«'rii  all  :  i.><'> 

'Mv  lord  licL'i^  Arthur,  and  all  v<-  that 

he-ar. 
Kd-^w  that  for  this  most  p-iitle  maid 

f*n'«  d*-atli 
Hi ;ht  heavy  am  I;  for  l'o<m1  nIh-  \v;i< 

an«l  true. 
Bat  Vjvcd  me  with  a  1()V<'  luyrnKl  all 

lovi» 
Ib  women,  whomsoever  I  have  kiiowii. 


Yet  to  be  loved  makes  not  to  lo 

again; 
Not  at  my  years,  however  it  hold 

youth. 
I  swear  by  truth  and  knighthood  th 

I  gave 
No  cause,  not  willingly,  for  such 

love. 
To  this  I  call  my  friends  in    tes 


mony, 


1: 


Her  brethren,   and    her  father,  wi 

himself 
Besought  mc  to  be  plain  and  blui 

and  use. 
To  break  her  passion,  some  discourte 
Against  my  nature;  what  I  couhl 

did. 
I  left  her  and  I  bade  her  no  farewell 
Tho',  had  I  dreamt  the  dammd  wou 

have  died, 
I  might  have  put  my  wits  to  soi 

rough  use, 
And  help'd  her  from  herself.* 

Then  Nii<l  the  Queen 
Sea  was  h«T  wnith.  yet  working  afl 

storm: 
*  Ye  mi;;ht  at  least  have  done  her 

much  grace,  i 

Fair  loni,  as  would  have  h<lp*d  1 

from  her  death.* 
II<.'  raised  his  head,  their  evrs  met  ai 

hiTs  fell. 
He  adding:  'Queen,  sh«*  would  not 

content 
Save  that  I  wedded  h«T.  whii'li  eon 

n<»t  bf. 
Tlu'n  iniirht   she  follow   lur  thro'  i 

w«>rld.  she  a»«kM  : 
It  eould  not  he.      1   tuM   Iht  that   li 

lovr 
Was  l»Mt    the  Ila>h    nf   \oMth.  wm; 

darken  down. 
To  risr  In-n-allrr  in  :\  -^iW'  r  tlann* 
Toward    «»n«'    nu-n'   \\<<r!liy   nf  In-r 

thru  Would  1. 
Morr  sjw<-ially    wru-    hi-    >h«'    \\i-d«I 

|»«"ir.  I 

FN'atr  thrni  with  l.irj"  1  iii'l  anil  t»  1 

tMr\ 
In  mill'  iiwn  r- :ilin  h«  \  .':h1  ih«' narri 

**•  ■•"'. 
To  k«i  p  tlnin   in  all   j  •yann-.      M« 

tiiaTi  this 
I  eould  nttt  ;  this  shi*  \M>uld   not.  a 

she  di«'il.' 
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He  pauaInK,  Arthur  tuiswer'd:  'O 

my  knight. 
It  will  be  to   thj  worahip,  as    my 

knight. 
And  mine,  as  bead  of  all  our  Table 

Round, 
Tosee  that  eho  be  buried  worahipfully. 

So  ttnmd  that  dirino  which  that  in 
all  the  realm 
Wu  richest,  ArUiUT  loadlDg.  slowly 

Hie  manhall'd  Order  of  their  Table 

Bound. 
And  Lancelot  sad  beyond  hig  wont,  to 

The  i^den  bnried,  not  as  one  un- 

Kor  meanly,  but  with  gorgeous  obse- 
quies. 
And  mass,  and  rolling  music,  like  a 

And  vaen  the  knights  had  laid  her 

comely  he  ail 
Low  in  the    dust   of   half* Forgotten 

kings. 
Tlieo  Arthur  spnko  among  them :  '  Let 

her  tomb 
Be  costly,  and  her  imsEe  thereupon, 
And  let  the  shield  of  Lancelot  at  her 


For  all  true  hearts  be  blaxon'd  on  her 

In  letters  gold  and  szure  I '  which  was 
wrought 

Thereafter;  but  when  now  the  lords 
and  dames 

And  people,  from  the  high  door  stream- 
ing, brake 

Disorderly,  as  homeward  each,  the 
Queen. 

Who  mark'd  Sir  lAncelot  where  be 
moved  apart, 

Drew  near,  and  sigh'd  in  pss^ng, 
'  Liuicelot. 

Forgive  mo  ;   mine  was   jealousy   in 

He  answer'd  with  his  eyes  upon  itie 

ground, 
'That  is  love's  curse;  pass  on.  my 

Queen,  forgiven.' 
But  Arthur,  who  beheld  his  cloudy 


'  Lancelot,  my    Lancelot,  thi 
whom  1  have 
Host  joy  and    most    affiaaoe. 

What  thou  hast  been  In  tetUa  1 

And  many  a  time  hare  watdiM  t 

the  tilt 
Strike  down  the  lusty  and  ka| 

tised  knight 
And  let  the  younger  and  nukfl 

by 
To  win  his  honor  and  to  ■■) 

And  loved  thy  courtesks  and  1 

Hade  Ui  be  loved ;  but.now  Iwc 

God, 
Seeing  the  homeless  troubls  b 

eyes. 
Thou  coulitst  have  loved  this  m 

shaped,  it  seems. 
By  God  for  thee  alone,  and  fro 

If  one  mav  Judge  llie  living  I 

Delicately  pure  and  marvellous] 
Who  might  have  brought  thee, 

lotiely  man 
Wifeless    and    beErleaa,   noble 


Then  answer'd  Lancelot:  'Fi 
was,  my  King. 
Pure,  as  you  ever  wish  your  k 


To  doubt  her  fairness  w 

To  doubt  her  pureness  were  to  ■ 

Yea.  to  be  loved,  if  what  is  r 

Coutd  bind  him.  but  free  love  v 
be  bound.' 

'Free  love,  so  bound,  were  ) 
said  the  King. 
'  Let  love  be  free ;  &ee  love  Is  f 
ben. 
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d.  after  heaYcn,  on  our  dull  side  of 

doath. 
lat  should  be  best,  if  not  so  pure  a 

love 
ithed  in  so  pure  a  loveliness  ?  yet 

thee 
^  faird  to  bind,  tho*  being,  as  I 

think, 
bound    as   yet,  and    gentle,  as    I 

know.' 

in<l  I^AUoelot  answcr'd  nothing,  but 

he  went, 
d  at  the  inrunning  of  a  little  brook 
:  by  the  river  in  a  cove,  and  watch'd 
e  tiiirh  reed  wave,  and  lifted  up  his 

eyes 
d  saw  the  barge  that  brought  her 

moving  down.  1380 

r  off.  a  blot  upon  the  stream,  and 

Mi<l 
w  in  himself :    *  All,  simple  heart 

and  sweet, 
■loviii  me.  (himsel,  surely  with  a  love 
r  t»'nden?r  than  my  Queen's.      Pray 

f«*r  thy  soul  ? 
'.that  will  I.     Farewell  too — now 

.•It  lust  — 
rp»»ll,    fair    lily.      "Jealousy    in 

love?' 
<  rather  <lead  love's  harsh  heir,  jeal- 
ous nri^le  ? 
leen.  if  1  i^^nt  the  jealousy  jus  of 

love. 
ly  not  vour  rreseeiit  fear  for  narnr* 

tLTii  fame 
'■uk.  as   it    waxes,  of  a  lovr  that 

wanes  ?  1 370 

hr  did  the  King  dwell  on  my  name 

to  ni«'  ? 
ue  own  name  shames  mo,  s<MMnin«^  a 

repn>{irh. 
.Telot.  whom  the  Lady  nf  the  Lake 
ught  from  his  mother's  arms   -  the 

wondriius  one 
10  paAi4«'S   thro'   the    vihion    of  the 

niuht  — 
i  chant«.'<l   snatclies  f)f  niysterituis 

hymns 
ml  on  the  windim:  watrr^*.  evi-  and 

m<»m 
^kiM'd  me.  sayin>r.  "ThnM  art  fair. 

my  child. 
t  king's  son."  and  often  in  her  ann-^ 
f  bare   me,  pacing   on   the   dusky 

iBer6.  14 »} 


Would  she  had    drown'd  me  in  it, 

where'er  it  be  I 
For  what  am  I  f  what  profits  me  my 

name 
Of  greatest  knight?   I  fought  for  it, 

and  have  it. 
Pleasure  to  have  it,  none ;  to  lose  it, 

pain ; 
Now  grown  a  part  of  me ;  but  what 

use  in  it? 
To  make  men  worse  by  making  my 

sin  known  ? 
Or  sin  seem  less,  the  sinner  seeming 

great  ? 
Alas  for  Arthur's  greatest  knight,  a 

man 
Not  after    Arthur's  heart !    I    needs 

must  break 
These  bonds  that  so  defame  me.     Not 

without  1410 

She  wills  it  —  would  I,  if  she  will'd  it  ? 

nay. 
Who  knows  ?  but  if  I  would  not,  then 

mav  G<m1, 
I  pray  him.  send  a  sucMen  angel  down 
To  s<*ize  me  bv  the  hair  and  lH*ar  me 

far, 
Anil  flin^  me  deep  in  that  forgotten 

mere. 
Anionic  the  tumbled  fragments  of  the 

hills.' 

S(^  groan'd  Sir  I^neelot  in  remorseful 
pain. 
Not  knowing   he   should  die   a   holy 
man. 
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From  noisrftil  arms,  and  acts  of  prow- 

(•s»;  dnnc 
In  tournament  or  tilt.  Sir  I*ireiv:il<' 
Whom    Arthur    arid    lii^    kniL'litli«»"«. 

rallM  the  I*uri'. 
Had  pa^t  iiit.i  t h*' sill  rif  lil*   '■fpt.i\rT 
Praisi'.  fast,  .-oid  alms  _  :ii,d  !•  i\  \\\j  l-ir 

t  h«-  «•  'W  1 
The  helMH'f  ill  an  :ih^'\    fir  aw:iy 
Fr'-ni   Cum*  I"*,    tin  n-.    and    H'tt    Km^ 

aft-  r.  di* «!. 

And  oin*.  a  f«'ll'i\v  ni^'ik  amnm^  the 

rrsT. 

Ambm^ius.   lnveil  him   much   Ix-ynnd 
the  n-sl. 


S»4 
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And  bonor'd  him,  and  wrought  hito 
his  heart  to 

A  way  by  love  that  waken'd  love 
within. 

To  answer  that  which  came ;  and  as 
they  sat 

Beneath  a  world-old  yew-tree,  darken- 
ing half 

The  cloisters,  on  a  gustf  ul  April  morn 

That  pufiTd  the  swaying  branches  into 
smoke 

Above  them,  ere  the  summer  when  he 
died, 

The  monk  Ambrosius  questioned  Per- 
civale : 

*0  brother,  I  have  seen  this  yew- 
tree  smoke, 

Spring  after  spring,  for  half  a  hundred 
years ; 

For  never  have  I  known  the  world 
without,  20 

Nor  ever  stray'd  beyond  the  pale. 
But  thee, 

When  first  thou  earnest  —  such  a  cour- 
tesy 

Spake  thro'  the  limbs  and  in  the  voice 
—  I  knew 

For  one  of  those  who  eat  in  Arthur's 
hall; 

For  good  ye  are  and  bad,  and  like  to 
coins. 

Some  true,  some  light,  but  every  one 
of  you 

Stamp'd  with  the  image  of  the  King ; 
and  uow 

Tell  me.  what  drove  thee  from  the 
Table  Hound, 

Mv  brother  ?  was  it  earthlv  passion 
crostV 

*  Nay.'  Siud  the  knight ;  '  for  no  such 
passion  mine.  30 

But  the  sweet  vision  of  the  Holy  Grail 

Drove  me  from  all  vainglories,  rival- 
ries. 

And  earthly  heats  that  spring  and 
sparkle  out 

Among  us  in  the  jousts,  while  women 
watch 

Who  wins,  who  falls,  and  waste  the 
spiritual  strenirth 

Within  us.  better  offer'd  up  to  heaven.' 

To  whom  the  monk  :  *  The  Holy 
Grail !  —  I  trust 


We  are  green  in  Heaven's  eyes;  bo 

here  too  much 
We  moulder  —  as  to  things  without '. 

mean  — 
Yet  one  of  your  own  knights,  a  guM 

of  ours,  4 

Told  us  of  this  in  our  refectory. 
But  spake  with  such  a  sadness  and  ■ 

low 
We  heard  not  half  of  what  he  said 

What  is  it  ? 
The  phantom  of  a  cup  that  comes  sn 

goes?* 

'Nay,  monkl  what  phantom?'  si 

swer'd  Percivale. 
'  The  cup,  the  cup  itself,  from  whid 

our  Lord 
Drank  at  the  last  sad  supper  with  hi 

own. 
This,  from  the  blessed  land  of  Arc 

mat — 
After  the  day  of  darkness,  when  th 

dead 
Went  wandering    o'er   Moriah  —  th 

good  saint  < 

Arimatha^an      Joseph,       joumeyin 

brought 
To  Glastonbury,   where    the  wintc 

thorn 
Blossoms  at  Christmas,  mindful  of  01 

Lord. 
And  there  awhile  it  bode ;  and  if  a  ma 
Could  touch  or  see  it,  he  was  heal'd  i 

once, 
By  faith,  of  all  his  ills.     But  then  tt 

times 
Grew  to  such  evil  that  the  holy  cup 
Was  caught  away  to  heaven,  and  di: 

appear'd.' 

To  whom  the  monk  :  *  From  our  ol 

books  I  know 
That  Joseph  came  of  old  to  Glastoi 

bury,  I 

And  there*  the  heathen  Prince,  Arvir 

gus. 
Gave  him  an  isle  of  marsh  whereon  \ 

build ; 
And  there  he  built  with  wattles  fro: 

the  marsh 
A  little  lonely  church  in  days  of  yor 
For  so  they  say,  these  books  of  our 

but  seem 
Mute  of  this  miracle,  far  as  I  hn^ 

read. 
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S^i 


I  who  first  mm  the  holy  thing  to- 
dayt' 

'A  womao/ aoBwei^d  Percivale,  'a 

nun, 
id  one  no  further  off  in  hlood  from 


HUi  lifter ;  and  if  ever  holy  maid  70 
itb    knees  of  adoration  wore   the 

stone, 
holy  maid;    tho*   never    maiden 

glow'd. 
It  Uuit  was  in  her  earlier  maiden- 
hood, 
Ith  such  a  fervent  flame  of  human 

love, 
hich,  being  rudely  blunted,  glanced 

and  shot 
sly  to  holy  things;  to  prayer  and 

praise 
K  gave  herself,  to  fast  and  alms. 

And  yet, 
un  as  she  was,  the  scandal  of  the 

Court. 
D   aeaiiist   Arthur  and    the  Table 

Koiind. 
D(i  thf  Htnin^e  sound  of  an  adiilttT- 

t>us  fact*,  80 

criMS  the  iron  grating  of  her  cell 
eat,  and  shu  pray'd  and   fasted  all 

the  more. 

'  And  he  to  whom  she  told  her  sins, 

or  what 
erall  hut  utter  whiteness  held  for  sin. 
oian  wellnigh  a  hundred  wint^Tsohl, 
mke often  with  her  of  the  Holy  Gniil, 
legend  hami(Hi  down  thro'  ti  vu  or  nix, 
3<1  each  of  these  a  hundred  winters 

old. 
t>m  our  Ix>nl*s   time.     And  when 

Kinir  Arthur  made 
A  Table  Hounti,  and  all  men's  hearts 

iMM'iime  90 

t*an    for  a  season,   surely  he  luui 

thought 
lat  now  the  Holy  Grail  would  come 

attain  ; 
tt  sin  bmke  out.    Ah.  Christ,  that  it 

would  corn*', 
kd  h«*«l  the  world  of  all  their  wick- 

ftlU(*HH  ! 

)     Father ! "    aak'd     the    maiden. 

*'  might  it  come 
»    me    by  prayer    and    fasting?" 

*' Nay/' said  he. 


*'  I  know  not,  for  thy  heart  is  pure  as 

snow." 
And  so  she  pray'd  and  fasted,  till  the 

sun 
Shone,  and  the  wind  blew,  thro'  her, 

and  I  thought 
She  might  have  risen  and  floated  when 

I  saw  her.  100 

'  For  on  a  day  she  sent  to  speak  witli 
me. 

And  when  she  came  to  speak,  behold 
her  eyes 

Beyond  my  knowing  of  them,  beauti- 
ful. 

Beyond  all  knowing  of  them,  wonder- 
ful, 

Beautiful  in  the  light  of  holiness  I 

And  **0  my  brother  Percivale,"  she 
said, 

**  Sweet  brother,  I  have  seen  the  Holy 
Grail; 

For,  waked  at  dead  of  night,  I  heard 
a  sound 

As  of  a  silver  horn  fn)m  o'er  the  hills 

Blown,  and  I  thought,  *  It  is  not  Ar- 
thur's use  no 

To  hunt  by  moonlight.'  And  tlie  slen- 
der sound 

As  from  a  distance  beyond  distance 
grew 

Coming  upon  me— O  never  harp  nor 
liorn, 

Nor  aught  we  blow  with   brt»ath.  or 
Toueh  with  hand. 

Was  like  that  music  as  it  came ;  and 
then 

Stream'd  thro*  niv  c*'ll  a  cold  luid  sil- 
ver  iM'am, 

And  down   the   long  beam  stole   the 
Holy  (Jrail. 

Kose-r(*d  withlM'atiiitrsiii  it.  as  if  alive. 

Till  all  the  white  walls  of  mv  e«ll  w<  re 
dye<l 

With  rosy  colors  IrapiiiL'  on  tin*  wall  : 

And  then    tlie  n)U>i(     fade!,  and    ttn 
(iniil  til 

Past,  and  the  hrniu  drcayM,  ami  fr»»Mi 
the  walls 

The   rosy    •piivrTinirs  iWrd     int«>   the 
niudit 

So  now  tin'  Il-Oy  Thiii::  i^  here  airain 

Anions:  us.  brother,  fast  thou  t4H)an(I 
pray. 

And  tell  thy  brother  knights  to  fast 
and  pray, 


Si6 
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That  K>  percbAnce  the  tIsIoii  may  be 

seen 
By  thee  and  those,  and  all  the  world 

be  healU" 

'  Then  leaying  the  pale  nnn,  I  spake 
of  this 

To  all  men ;  and  myself  ftsted  and 
pray'd  130 

Always,  laid  many  among  us  many  a 
week 

Fasted  and  pray'd  eyen  to  the  utter- 
most, 

Bzpectant  of  the  wonder  that  would 
be. 

'  And  one  there  was  among  us,  ever 

moved 
Among  us  in  white  armor,  Qalahad. 
"God  make  thee  good  as  thou  art 

beautiful ! " 
Said  Arthur,   when  he  dubb*d  him 

knight,  and  none 
In  so  youug  youth  was  ever  made  a 

knight 
Till  Galahad  ;  and  tliis  Galahad,  when 

be  beard 
My  sister's  vision,  fill'd  me  with  amaze ; 
His  eyes  became  so  like  her  own,  they 

seem'd  141 

Ilers,  and  himself  her  brother  more 

than  I. 

Sister  or  brother  none  had  he  ;  but 

some 
Caird  him  a  son  of  Lancelot,  and  some 

said 
Begottt»n  by  enchantment  —  chatterers 

thoy, 
Like  binls  of  passage  piping  up  and 

down. 
That  ^ape  for  flies — we  know  not 

whence  they  come ; 
For  when  was  Liincelot  wauderingly 

lewd  ? 

*But  she,  the  wan  sweet  maiden, 

shore  away 
Clean  from  her  forehead  all  that  wealth 

of  bair  iso 

Which  made  a  silken  mat- work  for  her 

feet ; 
And  out  of  this  she  plaited  broad  and 

long 
K  stronfiT  sword-belt,  and  wove  with 

silver  thread 


And  crimson  in  the  belt  a  atnui 

vice, 
A  crimson  grail  within  a  silver 
And  saw  the  bright  boy-knigt 

bound  it  on  him. 
Saying:  "My  knight,  my  lo? 

Knight  of  heaven, 
O  thou,  my  love,  whose  love 

with  mine, 
I,  maiden,  round  thee,  maiden 

my  belt 
Go  forth,  for  thou  shaft  see  1 

have  seen, 
And  break  thro'  all,  till  one  will 

thee  king 
Far  in  the  spiritual  dty  ;**  and 

spake 
She  sent  the  deathless  passioo 

eyes 
Thro*  him,  and  made  him  her 

laid  her  mind 
On  him,  and  he  believed  in  her 

*  Then  came  a  year  of  mirac 

brother, 
In  our  great  hall  there  stood  a  ^ 

chair, 
Fasbion'd  by  Merlin  ere  he  past 
And  carven  with  strange  figures 

in  and  out 
The  figures,  like  a  serpent,  ran  a 
Of  letters  in  a  tongue  no  man 

read. 
And  Merlin  call'd  it  "the  Siege 

ous," 
Perilous  for  good  and  ill ;  **  for  t 

he  said, 
'*  No  man  could  sit  but  he  shoul 

himself." 
And  once  by  misadvertence  Mer 
In  bis  own  chair,  and  so  was  los 

be, 
Galahad,  when  he  heard  of  M 

doom. 
Cried,  "  If  I  lose  myself,  I  sav 

self ! " 

'  Then  on  a  summer  night  it 

to  pass. 
While  the  great  banquet  lav 

the  hall. 
That  Galahad  would  sit  down  ii 

lin*s  chair. 

'And  all  at  once,  as  there  ^ 
we  heard 
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Id  the  blast  there  smote  along  tf 

liall 
am  of  light  seveo  times  more 

dear  than  day ; 
down  the  long   beam  Btole  the 

Holy  Grail 

ercover'd  with  aluminous  cloud, 
loue  might  8ee  who  bore  It,  and 

!t  past.  iqn 

Terj  knight  beheld  his  fellow's 

a  gtory,  aad  all  the  knights 

taring  each  at  other  like  dumb 

till  I  found  a  voice  and  sware 


ware  &  tow  before  them  all, 

that  I, 

te  I  had  not  seen  the  Qrail, 

would  ride 

Temonth  and  a  day  In  quest  of 


ood   Sir  Bora,  our  LaDcelot'a 

incelot  BWare,  and  many  among 

he  knighta, 

twain  sware,  and  louder  than 


sking  him, 

said  the  King?    Did  Arthur 

ike  the  TOW  t*^ 

for  my  lord,'  aaid  Percivale. 
the  King, 
;  in  ball;  for  early  that  same 


>ld. 


a  cavern  from  a  bandit 


afred  maiden  sprang  into  the 

UT 

on  help;  for  all  liur  shining 

*Ir 

ear'd  with  earth,  and  either 

ilky  arm 

.  ^tb  hooka  of  bramble,  and 


Torn  as  a  sail  that  leavea  the  rope  la 
In  tempest.    So  the  King  arose  and 

To  smoke  the  scandalous  hlTe  of  those 

wild  bees 
That  made  such  honey  in  his  realm. 

Howbeit 
Some  little  of  this  m&rfel  he  loo  saw, 
Returning  o'er  the    plain   tUitt   then 

To  darken  imder  Camelot;   whence 

the  Kine 
Look'd  up,  calling  aloud,  "Lo.  there! 

the  roofs 
Of  our  great  hall  are  roH'd  in  thunder- 
Pray  heaven,  they  be  not  amitten  by 

the  bolt  1 " 
For  dear  to  Arthur  was  that  hall  of 

As  having  there  so  oft  with  all  bis 

knights 
Feasted,  and   as  the  statellcat  under 

heaTen. 

'0   brother,    had    you    known   our 

mizht^  hall. 
Which  Merlm  built  for  Arthur  long 

ago  I 
For  all  the  sacred  mount  of  Camelot. 
And  aJl  the  dim  rich  city,  roof  by  roof. 
Tower  after  tower,  spire  beyond  spire. 
By  grove,  and  garden-lawn,  and  rush 

iog  brook,  i;a 

Climbs  to  the  mighty  hall  that  Merlin 

built. 
And  four  great  zones  of  sculpture,  set 

betwixt 
With  many  a  mystic  symbol,  ginl  the 

hall; 
And  in  the  lowest  beasts  are  slaying 

slaying 


And   in   the  second 

bettslB. 
And  on  the  third  art 


And 


the    fourth    i 


I   with 


Of  Arthur,  made  by  Merlin,  with  a 

And    peak'd   wings    pointed    to    the 

Northern  Star.  14a 

And  eastward  fronts  the  statue,  and 
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And  both  the  wings  an  made  of  gold, 

and  Same 
A.t  sunrise  till  the  people  in  far  flelda. 
Wasted  «o  often  bj  the  heathen  hordes. 
Behold  it,  cTTtng,  "We  b&ve  stil)  a 

king." 

And,  brother,  had  you  known  our 

hall  witUu. 
Broader  and  higher  than  any  in  all 

liie  lands  I 
Where  twelve  great  wiodowa  blazon 

Arthur's  wars. 
And  aU  the  light  that  falls  upon  the 

board 
Streams  thro'  the  twelve  great  battles 

of  our  King.  iso 

Hay,  one  there  ia,  and  at  the  eastern 

Wttltliy   with   wandering    Unu  of 

mount  and  mere. 
Where  Arthur  finds  the  bnnd  Excall- 

And  also  one  to  the  west,  and  counter 

to  it, 
And  blank ;  and  who  shall  blaion  it ! 

when  and  how  T — 
0,  there,  perchance,  when  all   our 

The   brand    Excalibur  will   be  cast 

'So  to  thig  liall  full  quickly  rode 

the  King. 
In  horror  lest  the  work  by  Merlin 

wrought, 
Dreamlike,  should  on  the  sudden  vtin- 

Igb,  wrapt  ifa 

In  unremorscful  folds  of  rolling  Are. 
And   in  he  rode,  and  up  I   glanced, 

The  golden  dragon  sparkline  over  all ; 
And   nianv  of   those  who  burnt   the 

bolii.  I  heir  anns 
Hack'd,  and  their  foreheails  grimtHi 

with  smoke  and  sear'd. 
Follow'd,  and  In  among  bright  faces, 

Full  of  the  vision,  prest;  and  then  the 

King 
Spake  to  me,  being  nearest,  "Perci- 


i 


Because  the  hall  yt 


I  all  in  tumult  — 
protcatiDg.  - 


■O  brother,  when  I  told 
hoA  diaDced, 
Hy  aiatefs  vision  and  tbe  VM^i 
Datfcen'd.  asl  h«T ' 


When  some  teave  deed  SManmv^ 

dooeinTain,  j 

Darken;and"Woetiine,BiTtliM 

hecried,  ^^^ 

"  Had  I  been  btn,  jt  had  notfil 

the  tow."  ^ 

Bold  was  mine  aiunrer.  "Bad^M 

been  here,  " '] 

My  King,  thou  wouldat  IwnJMH 

--^ea.yea.-'eaidhtt,  I 

"  Art  thou  so  bold  and  bait  Mia 

theOrtflr- 

■ "  Nay,  lord.  I  bvid  the  mttii 

aaw  the  Udt.  « 

But  since  I  did  not  eee  the  holrfllt 

I  swan  a 'VOW  to  toUi>w  It  till  l^H 

"Then  when  he  ask'd  ua,  bd^tl 
knight,  if  any 
Had  Been  It,  all  their  answers -tfati 

"Nay.  lord,  and  therefore  hare II 


'"Lo,  now."  said  Arthur,  "tat 
ye  seen  a  cload  T 
What  go  ye  into  the  wildenun  < 


■  Then  Oakthad  on  the  sudden,  U 


■  O  Galahad,  and  O  Qalabad,  fidl 
mel'"" 

' "  Ab.  Oalahad,  Galahad,"  said  tt 
King.  "  for  auch 
As  thou  art  istbe  vision,  not  for  tha 
Tby  holy  nun  and  thou  have  sees 

sign— 
Holier  is  none,  my  Percivale,  tlu 

A  sign  to  maim  this  Order  whid 

But  je  that  follow  but  the  leada 
bell,"  — 
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(liflr,  the  King  was  hard  upon  his 

knights,  — 
ilietnn  is   our   fullest  throat  of 

scmg,  300 

I  one  hath  sung  and  all  the  dumb 

will  sing. 
(cdot  is  Lancelot,  and  hath  oTer- 

bome 
e    knights   at   once,    and    every 

younger  knight, 
proTen,  holds  himself  as  Jjancelot, 
1  OTerbome  by  one,   he  learns  — 

and  ye, 
lat  are  ye  ?    Galahads  ?  —  no,  nor 

PerciTsles  "  — 
*  thus  it  pleased  the  King  to  range 

me  close 
«r  Sir  Galahad ;  —  "  nay,"  said  he, 

'*  but  men 
Ui  strength  and  will  to  right  the 

wrong'd,  of  power 
lay  the  sudden  heads  of  yiolenec 

flat,  310 

ghts  that  in  twelve  great  battles 

splash'd  and  dyed 
'  strong;  White  Horse  in  his  own 

heathen  blood  — 
one  hath  seen,  and  all  the  Mind 

will  see. 
8in<*e  your  vows  are  sacred,  bein^r 

made. 
—  for  ye  know  the  cries  of  all  my 

n-ttlm 
I  thrf)'   this  hall  —  how  often,  O 

my  knights, 
ir  places  l>eing  vacant  at  my  side. 
«  chance  of  noble  dee<is  wili  come 

and  go 
liallen^ed.  while   ye  foVh)w  wan 

derinff  fires 
I  in  the  quagmire  !     Many  of  you. 

yea  most.  3i(. 

urn  no  more.      Ye  think   I   siiow 

mvself 

m 

»  dark  a  prophet.     Come  now.  h-t 

us  meet 
f  morrow  mom  once  mon*  in  one 

full  delcl 
gracious  pastime,  that  once   nmn* 

the  King. 
ore  ye  leave  him  for  tliis  tnu->t. 

may  count 
»  yet-unbroken  stn'nijtli  of  all  hi«* 

knights, 
oicing    in   that    Onler   which   ht* 

made.'* 


*  So  when  the  sun  broke  next  from 

underground. 
All  the  great  Table  of  our  Arthur 

closed 
And  clash'd  in  such  a  tourney  and  so 

full,  J30 

80  many  lances  broken  —  never  yet 

Had  Camelot  seen  the  like  since  Ar- 
thur came ; 

And  I  myself  and  Galahad,  for  a 
strengtli 

Was  in  us  from  the  vision,  overthrew 

So  many  knights  that  all  the  people 
cried. 

And  'almost  burst  the  barriers  in  their 
heat. 

Shouting,  "Sir  Galahad  and  Sir  Per- 
civale ! " 

*  But  when  the  next  day  brake  from 

underground  — 
O  brother,  had  you  known  our  Came- 
lot. 
Built  by  old  kings,  age  after  age,  so 

old  340 

The  King  him.self  had   fears  that  it 

would  fall. 
So  st  ran  ire.  and   rich,  and   dim  ;  for 

where  the  nK>fs 
Tott<'r'd    toward   each    other   in    the 

.<ikv, 
Met  foH'lH'ads  all  alonir  the  stn*et  of 

those 
Who  watch'd  iih  pa^i** ;  and  lower,  and 

winn*  t!i<*  lonir 
Rich     pall<Ti<*y.    lady  la<i<'n.     wei>rh'«i 

tlu'  lirrks 
<  )f  druL'oiis  rliniriiiir  to  tlir  rni/.y  walls, 
'riiiiktT    than    «lrops    from    Ihundrr. 

sliowri's  of  tltiwrrs 
Fell  as  \\v  jta-st  ;  and  men  and   l)o\». 

aMridr 
On     wyvrni.     lion.     (iniL'«>ii.     trrinhi. 

swan.  U' 

\\  all  Wv  roriKTs.  naimd   vi>  i  at  li  h\ 

name. 
CalliniT      "(J.id     sprrd  '  '     hut    in    tin 

ways  Ixjow 
Tin*  kniirlits  and  ladi»  -  nv«|'?.  and  rich 

and  |»«M»r 
Wfpt.   aii<l    tin*    Kini:    hiniN»  If   could 

hardly  npr.ak 
For  ;rricf.  and  all  in  niid<llc  stn^-t  the 

(^uccn, 
Whn   ntdr   by    Ijinccloi.    wail'd   and 

hhriek'd  aloud. 
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"tUt  BwdiWM  hM  coma  on  m  for 
Bo  to  ttM  Gate  of  Um  Thno  <)iwais 

Whara  Arthmr'a  wan  an  nDder'd' 

mjatlcill7, 
And  tfamce  dspotad  crarr  one  hb 

way.  f<o 

'And  I  waa  lifted  up  In  beatt,  and 

tfaOUJ^t 

Of  ill  IDT  Mte-diowii  prowwa  In  As 
How  n^  Btrong  lance  had  1»ataa  down 
Bo 


irmjBtronglana 

ttieknlAtt, 
manj  and  fami 


eartli  so  green. 
For  aQmj  tdooa  danced  In  me,  and  I 

That  I  abould  light  npon  the  Holf 

Grail. 

'Thereafter,  the  dark  waining  of 

our  Klag, 
That  most  of  us  would  follow  wsu- 

dering  fires. 
Came  like  a  driviDg  gloom  across  mj 

Then  everj  evil  WMd  I  bad  spoken 

And  every  evil  thought  I  bad  thought 

of  old, 
And  every  evil  deed  I  ever  did. 
Awoke  and  cried,  "This  quest  is  not 

And   lifting  up  mine  eyes.  I  found 

Atone,   and   in  a   land  of  sand   and 

thorns, 
And      I     was     tbirsly     even     unto 

And  I,  too.  cried,  "This  quest  is  not 
for  thee." 

'  And  on  I  rode,  and  when  I  thought 
mv  thirst 

Would  alay  me,  saw  deep  lawns,  and 
then  a  brook.  jSo 

With  one  sharp  rapid,  where  the  crisp- 
ing white 

Plaj'd    ever  back    upon   the   sloping 


Were  i 

brook 
EUbni   and  on  tfan  lnra&     " 

TeMhen." 
I  nid,  "I  am  not  methj  i 

queet;"  ^ 

But  ercQ  wUle  Idnnk  ttehu 

alB 
llu  goodlj  anilB^  all  IheMa 

FeU  into  doat,  and  I  was  hft  al 
And  thlretlBg  In  a  laid  of  mi 


BfAmlnc;  and  Ur  the  boon  w 

And  Und  the  mmu'a  ^m  m 

And  all  her  bearing  gmcJOM;  i 
nne 

Opening  her  anna  to  meet  me,  i 

should  say, 
"  Rest  here ; "  but  when  I  toud 

lo !  she,  too. 
Fell  Into  dust  and   nothing,  a 

Became    no   better    than    a 

And   In    it  a  dead  habe  ;   an 

this 
Fell  into  dust,  and  I  was  left  al 

'  And  <m  I  rode,  and  greab 
mj  thirst. 
Then  flash'd  a  jellow  gleam  acr 


The  plowman  left  hia  plowli: 

fell  down 
Before  It;  wbete  it  glitter'd 

^I 
The  milkmaid  left-  her  mOkis 

fell  down 
Before  it,  and  I  knew  not  ifb 

thought 
"  The  sun  &  riring,"  tho^  the  « 

Then  was  I  ware  of  ooe  that 

In    golden   annor  with  a  cro 

About  a  caaqne  all  Jewela,  ■ 
horae 
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nor  lewdled  everywhere ; 
t  nuinidcr  oamep  flashing 

to  me  the  loid  of  aU  the 

Se.    But  when  I  thought 

mnt 

e»  moring  on  me,  lo  !  he, 

irms  to  emhnoe  me  as  he 

ent  and  touch'd  him,  and 

It,  and  I  was  left  alone 
ng  in  a  hmd  of  sand  and 

S.  4M 

de  on  and  found  a  mighty 

B  top  «  dtj  wall'd;  the 

I 

I  incredible  pinnacles  Into 

n. 

gateway  stirred  a  crowd ; 

t^ae 

le  climbiDg,    "Welcome, 

rale ! 

lest  and  thou  purest  among 

flui  I  and  clomb,  but  found 

r  any  Toicc.     And  thence 

iiioous  city,  and  I  Raw 
id  once  dwelt  there;  but 
I  found  430 

IB  of  an  exceed! nf^  aj^e. 
that  gocxlly    company," 

Tied  out  upon  me  ? "  nnd 

i 

voice  to  answer,  and  yet 

nd  what  art  thou  ?  "  and 
whe  spoke 

It  and  disappear'! I.  nnd  I 
vie  once  more  and  cried  in 

id  the  Holy  Orail  itself 
it,  it   will    (Tunibl(>   into 


Qoe  I  dropt  into  a  lowly 

440 
hill  was  high,  and  where 
lie 


Waa  lowest  found  «  chapel,  and  there 

A  holy  hennife  In  a  hermitage, 
To  whom  I  told  my  i**"***"*,  and  he 
said: 

*"Oaoo,  thou  hast  not  true  hrnnO- 

The  hinieat  Tbtoe,  motim  of  then 

For  when  the  Lord  of  all  things  made 

Hhnself 
Naked  of  glory  for  His  mortal  change, 
'  Take  thou  my  robe,'  she  said,  'for  aU 

is  thine,^ 
And  all  her  form  shone  forth  with 

sudden  light  4s» 

80  that  the  angels  were  amaied,  and 

she 
Followed  Him  down,  and  like  a  flying 

star 
Led  on  the  gray-halr^d  wisdom  of  the 


But  her  thou  hast  not  known;  for 

what  is  this 
Thou  tboughtcst  of  thy  prowess  and 

thy  sins  7 
Thou  hast  not  lost  thyself  to  save  thy- 
self 
As  Gkilahad."    When  the  hermit  made 

an  end, 
In   silver    armor   suddenly  Galahad 

shone 
Before  us,  and  against  the  charK*l  door 
Laid  lance  and  entcr'd,  and  we  Vnelt  in 

prayer.  460 

And  there  the  hermit  slaked  my  burn- 
ing thirst, 
And  at  the  ftacring  of  the  masR  I  saw 
The  holy  elementM  alone ;  but  lie, 
'*  Saw  ye  no  more  ?   I,  Galahad,  saw 

the  Grail. 
The  Holy  Grail,  descend    upon  the 

shrim*. 
I  saw  the  fiery  face  as  of  a  child 
That  Hniote  itnelf  into  the  bread  and 

went ; 
And   hither  am  I  c*ome:    and  never 

yet 
Hath  what  thy  siKter  taught  me  first 

to  nee. 
This  holy  thinp:.  faiVd  fn>m  my  side. 

nor  come  470 

Cover'd,  but  moving  with  me  night 

and  day. 
Fainter  br  day,  hut  always  in  the  night 
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Blood -red,  and  sliding  down  the  black- 
ened marsh 
Blood-red,  and  on  the  naked  mountain 

top 
Blood-red,  and  in  the  sleeping  mere 

below 
Blood-red.     And  in  the  strength  of 

this  I  rode, 
Shattering    all    evil  customs    eveiy- 

where, 
And  past   thro*   Pagan   realms,  and 

made  them  mine, 
And  clash'd  with  Pagan  hordes,  and 

bore  them  down, 
And  broke  thro'  all,  and  in  the  strength 

of  this  480 

Come  victor.    But  my  time  is  hard  at 

hand, 
And  hence  I  go,  and  one  will  crown 

me  king 
Far  in  the  spiritual  city;  and  come 

thou,  too. 
For  thou  shalt  see  the  vision  when  I 

go." 

*  While   thus    he    spake,   his    eye, 

dwelling  on  mine, 

Drew  me,  with  power  upon  me,  till  I 
grew 

One  with  him,  to  believe  as  he  be- 
lieved. 

Then,  when  the  day  began  to  wane,  we 
went. 

*  There  rose  a  hill  that  none  but  man 

could  climb, 
Scarr'd  with  a  hundred  wintrv  water- 

courses —  490 

Storm  at  the  top.  and  when  we  gain'd 

it,  storm 
Round  us  and  death  ;  for  every  mo- 

ment  glanced 
ilis  silver  arms  and  gloom'd,  so  quick 

and  thick 
The  lightnings  here  and  there  to  left 

and  right 
Struck,  till  the  dry  old  trunks  about 

us,  dead. 
Yea,  rotten  with  a  hundred  years  of 

death. 
Sprang  into  fire.     And  at  the  base  we 

found 
On  either  hand,  as  far  as  eye  could 

see, 
tV  great  black  swamp  and  of  an  evil 

smell, 


Part  black,  part  whiten'd  with 

bones  of  men, 
Not  to  be  crost,  save  that  boom 

cient  king 
Had  built  a  way,  where,  link'd 

manv  a  bridge, 
A  thousand  piers  ran  into  the  1 

Sea. 
And  Glalahad  fled  along  them  b 

by  bridge. 
And  every  bridge  as  quickly  a 

crost 
Sprang  into  fire  and  vanish'd,  t 

yeam'd 
To  follow ;  and  thrice  above  hii 

the  heavens 
Open'd  and  blazed  with  thunder 

as  seem*d 
Shoutings  of  all  the  sons  of  God. 

first 
At  once  I  saw  him  far  on  the  , 

Sea. 
In  silver-shining  armor  starry -de 
And  o'er  his  head  the  Holy  \ 

hung 
Clothed  in  white  samite  or  a  lumi 

cloud. 
And  with  exceeding  swiftness  rai 

boat. 
If  boat  it  were  —  I  saw  not  whei 

came. 
And  when   the   heavens   open'd 

blazed  again 
Roaring,  I  saw  him  like  a  silver  s 
And  had  he  set  the  sail,   or  ha( 

boat 
Become  a  living  creature   clad 

wings  ? 
And  o'er  his  head  the   Holy  \ 

hung 
Redder  than  any  rose,  a  joy  to  m 
For  now  I  knew  the   veil  had 

withdrawn. 
Then  in  a  moment  when  they  b 

again 
Opening,  I  saw  the  least  of  little 
Down  on  the  waste,  and  straigh 

yond  the  star 
I  saw  the  spiritual  city  and  al 

spires 
And   gateways  in  a  glory    like 

pearl  — 
Xo  larger,   tho*   the  goal  of  al 

saints  — 
Strike  from  the  sea ;  and  from  th 

there  shot 
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sparkle   to  the  city,  and 
I       ihere  $30 

^t,  and  I  knew  it  was  the  Holy 

Grail. 
pkh  neTer  eyes  on  earth  again  shall 


^fn  fell  the  floods  of  heaven  drown- 
ing the  deep, 

fd  how  my  feet  rccrost  the  deathf ul 
ridge 

p  memonr  in  me  lives;  but  that  I 
touch'd 

^  cfaapel-doors  at  dawn  I  know,  and 
thence 

pking  my  war-horse  from  the  holy 
man, 

Pd  that  no  phantom  vezt  me  more, 
retum'd 
whence  I  came,  the  gate  of  Arthur's 
wars.* 

;  O   brother.'  ask'd    Ambrosius,— 

*  for  in  sooth  540 

kne  ancient  books —  and  they  would 

win  thee  —  teem, 
Ny  I  find  not  there  this  Holy  Grail. 
ITiih  miracles  and   marvclH    like    to 

these, 
lot  a\\   unlike;    wliich    oftentime   I 

reail, 
l^bo  it'sd  but  on  my  breviary  with 

ejisp. 
Uli  my  heail  swims,  and  then  ^o  forth 

and  pass 
Down  to  tiie  little  thorpe  that  lies  so 

iD<i  almost  plaster'd  like  a  martin's 

nest 
rothfup  <>\<\  walls  —  ami  ininjrle  with 

our  folk ; 
la<i    knowing   every  honest   fare  ot 

theirs  sso 

U  well  as  ever   shepherd  knew  his 

sheep, 
.nd   cvvry    homely    secn^t    in    their 

liearts. 
eli^bt   mysrlf  with  gossip  an«l  nh\ 

wives, 
nd    ills  and    aches,   and    terthinirs. 

lyings  in. 
od  niirthfid  saying**,  rhiltlrm  nf  thr 

platf. 
hnt  have  no  mcaninir  half  a  I«:ilmi«- 

away  ; 
r   lulling    random    stiuabMes  when 

they  rise. 


Chafferings  and    chatterings   at  the 

market-cross, 
Rejoice,  small  man,  in  this  small  world 

of  mine. 
Yea,  even  in  their  hens  and  in  their 

eggs—  56a 

0  brother,  saving  this  Sir  Galahad, 
Came  ye  on  none  but   phantoms  in 

your  quest. 
No  man,  no  woman  ? ' 

Then  Sir  Percivale 
'  All  men,  to  one  so  bound  by  such  a 

vow. 
And  women  were  as  phantoms.     O, 

mv  brother. 
Why  wilt  thou  shame  me  to  confess  to 

tliee 
IIow  far  I  falter'd  from  my  quest  and 

vow? 
For  after  I  bad  lain  so  many  nights. 
A  bed-mate  of  the  snail  and  eft  and 

snake. 
In  grass  and  burdock.  I  was  changed 

to  wan  57<; 

And  mea.irre.  and  the  vision  had  not 

eoiiie  : 
And  then  I   chance<i  upon  a  ^(xkIIv 

town 
With  one  great  dwelling  in  the  middle 

of  it. 
Thither  I  made,  and  then*  was  I  dis- 

ann'd 
Hv  niaiflens  ea<*h  as  fair  U'^  any  tlower  ; 
But  when  they  li^i  nie  into  hjill.  Ix'liold, 
The  prinee>sof  that  castli'  wa-ithr  «»nr. 
Bn>tlier.  ami  tliat  <»in*  only,  wh^  liad 

evrr 
Made   my    Imirt    l<'ap  ;     for    whtn     I 

nioviMi  nf  old  q;.^ 

A  **l»'n<lrr  pai^rabmit  lur  fatlMT'>  hall. 
And  slie  a>l«Mid«T  iiiai<i'ri.  all  my  hfart 
Wr-nt  aft«T  Iht  with  l'>ii^'iiiLr.  wt  w< 

twain 
Ifa<l  n»'vrrkis»4"il  a  kis>  or  \<>a  M  a  vmw 
Ami  ii»>w  I  <a?n«-  npo-i  li<-:  "'h  ••  :iir:tMi. 
Ami  oiii'  had  w»(hli«l   h«  1.  .iii'l  li*-  wa^ 

.l.-i.i. 
And  all   lii^  land  and  u«  .il'li  ar.«i  ^tat*' 

w«  n-  li'  r< 
An«l  whili*  1  tarri''].  <  \«  r\    lay  sin-  Mt 
A  h'lMij'it !  r:<  In  r  til  i!i  •  ],<   •!  i\   l>i  fur*- 
H\  uu\  for  all  In  r  !■  •!!  j'n  j-  :i'.«l  lii  r  \\  Hi 
Wa»*  townnl  in'-a-*  ot  i.M  .  till  nn»   fair 

inorn.  $» 

1  walking  to  ami  fro  br^iili*  a  •itrniiii 
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That  flash'd  acroes  her  orchard  under- 
neath 
Her  castle-walls,  she  stole  upon  my 

walk. 
And  calling  me  the  greatest  of  all 

knights, 
Emhraced  me,  and  so  kiss'd  me  the 

first  time, 
And  gave  herself  and  all  her  wealth  to 

me. 
Then  I  remembered  Arthur's  warning 

word, 
That  most  of  us  would  follow  wander- 
ing fires, 
And  the  quest  faded  in  my  heart. 

Anon, 
The  heads  of  all  her  people  drew  to  me, 
With  supplication  both  of  knees  and 

tongue :  6oi 

•*We  have  heard  of  thee;  thou  art 

our  greatest  knight, 
Our  Lady  says  it,  and  we  well  believe. 
Wed  thou  our  Lady,  and  rule  over  us, 
And   thou  shalt  be  as  Arthur  in  our 

laud." 
O  me,  my  brotlier !  but  one  night  my 

vow 
Burnt  mc  within,  so  that  I  rose  and 

fled. 
But  wail'd  and  wept,  and  liated  mine 

own  self. 
And  even  the  holy  quest,  and  all  but 

her ; 
Then  after  I  was  join'd  with  Galahad 
Cared  not  for  her  nor  anything  upon 

earth.'  *  6ii 

Then  said   the  monk :    '  Poor  men, 

when  yule  is  eold, 
Must  be  content  to  sit  bv  little  fires. 
And  this  am  I.  so  that  ye  care  for  me 
Ever  so  little  ;  yea.  and  blest  be  heaven 
That  brouirht   thee  here  to  this  poor 

house  of  ours 
Where  all  the  brethren  are  so  hard,  to 

warm 
My  cold  heart  with  a  friend  ;  but  O 

the  pity 
To  find  thine  own  first  love  once  more 

—  to  hold. 
Hold  her  a  wealthy  bri<ie  within  thine 

arms.  6j<.  > 

Or  all  but  hold,  and  then  —  cast  her 

aside. 
Foregoini:  all   her  sweetness,  like  a 

wcvd  I 


For  we  that  want    the  wanrn 

double  life. 
We  that  are  plagued  with  dies 

something  sweet 
Beyond  all  sweetness  in  a  life  soij 
Ah,  blessed  Lord,  I  speak  too  ei 

wise, 
Seeing  I  never  strajr'd   beyoo 

cell, 
But  live  like  an  old  badger  in  lds< 
With  earth  about  him  eyerji 

despite 
All  fast  and  penance.  Saw  ye  no 

side. 
None  of  your  knights  ? 

'  Tea,  BO,'  said  Perc 
'One  night    my  pathway  swc 

east,  I  saw 
The  pelican  on  the  casque  of  oi 

Bors 
All  in  the  middle  of  the  rising  n 
And  toward  him  spurr*d,  and 

him,  and  he  me. 
And  each  made  joy  of  either. 

he  ask'd : 
**  Where  is  he  ?  hast  thou  seen  1 

Lancelot?  — Once," 
Said  good  Sir  Bors,  **he  dash'd  i 

me  —  mad, 
And  maddening  what  he  rode 

when  I  cried, 
'  Ridest  thou  then  so  hotly  on  a 
Soholv?*  Lancelot  shouted,  'St 

not ! 
I  have  been  the  sluggard,  and  ] 

apace, 
For  now  there  is  a  lion  in  the  wa 
So  vanishU" 

'  Then  Sir  Bors  had  ridd 
Softly,  and  sorrowing  for  our  L 

*  lot. 
Because  his  former  madness,  one 

talk 
And  scandal  of  our  table,  had  retu 
For  Lancelot's  kith  and  kin  so  wo 

him 
That  ill  to  him  is  ill  to  them,  to  \ 
Ik'vond  the  rest     He  well  had 

content 
Xot  to  have  seen,  so  I^ancelot  i 

have  seen, 
The  Holy  Cup  of  healing  ;  and.  in 
Being  so  clouded  with  his  grie 

love. 
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1  beturt  ^waa  his  after  the  holy 

«|uest. 
od   ^rould  send  the  visioD,  well; 

if  not. 
quest  and  he  were  in  the  hands 

of  Heaven. 

jkd    then,   with  small  adventure 

met.  Sir  Bors 
t  to   the   looest  tract  of  all  the 

realm, 
found  a  people  there  among  their 

cragrs, 
race  and  blood,  a  remnant  that 

^"cre  If  ft  660 

Dim    amid  their  circles,  and  the 

atoDcs 
f  pitch  up  straight  to  heaven ;  and 

tlieir  wise  men 
re  strong  in  ^^^^  ^Id  magic  which 

can  trace 
I  wandering  of  the  stars,  and  scoffed 

at  hiui 
I    ihU   high  quest  as  at  a  simpli* 

thiiiiX, 

d    him    he   follow'd —almost   Ar- 
thur's words  — 

ii<«kiiiir  lire:  **  what  other  Wtv  than 

icrt-by    the  bl<xxl   lK*ats.   aiui    the 

hl4»ss^)m  blows. 
d  the  Nra  rolls,  and  all  the  worhi  is 

wann'd  ?  " 
id  wbfn  his  answer  rhafcd  tlicin.  the 

ro'iirh  crowd.  ^r . 

aarin^  he  h:ui  adiflerence  with  their 

prii-sts, 
Izeii  him.  and  l)ound  and  pliinircd 

him  int'>  a  cell 
!"    gr'^Hl    \n\*i\  stoni'S;     and     lyiiij; 

bounden  there 
.  darkness  thro'  innumerable  hours 
IT  h'-anl  the  holluw-rinirini:  lj<*avens 

sweep 
^•er    him     till    by    miracle  —  w  Imt 

el"**  f  — 
«Avy  as  it  was,  a  irreat  .Ht<»iie  slipt 

and  fell, 
ucb  as  no  wind  could   umve  ;   niid 

thro'  the  jirap 
limnier'd  the  streamini:  siu-l.    Then 

came  a  night 
till  as  the  day  was  loud.  aii<l   thn*' 

the  gap  '■^' 

he  seven  clear  stars  of  Arthur's  Table 

Round  — 


For,  brother,  so  one  night,   because 

they  roll 
Thro'  such  a  round  in  heaven,   we 

named  the  stars. 
Rejoicing   in  ourselves  and    in  our 

King  — 
And  these,  like  bright  eyes  of  familiar 

friends. 
In  on  him  shone  :  '*  And  then  to  me, 

to  me," 
Said  g<xxl  Sir  Bors,  *'  beyond  all  hopes 

of  mine, 
Who  scarce  had  pray*d  or  ask'd  it  for 

myself — 
Across  the  wven  clear  stars  —  O  grace 

to  me !  — 
In  color  like  the  fingers  of  a  hand    f*yo 
Before  a  burning  tai>er,  the  sweet  Grail 
Glidtd  and   {mst,  and  clo8(^   upon  it 

peal'd 
A  sharp  quitrk  tliunder."  Afterwanls, 

a  maid. 
Who  kept  our  holy  faith  among  her 

kin 
In  secret,  ent(.'ring,  loosed  and  let  him 

K"' 

To  whom  the  m<»iik :  'And  I  re- 
member now 

That  peliean  cm  tin*  e;is<|ue.  Sir  Hors 
it  was 

Who  spake  Ml  l«iw  uiid  h.ully  at  our 
IwKird. 

And  miirlitv  reverent  at  <»ur  irraee  w:i> 
he  : 

A  scjuare  M-t  man  and  honest,  aii<l  lii* 
eve*j.  7-.. 

An  outdtjor  siirn  nf  all  the  warmth 
within. 

Smiletl  with  hi>  lips      a  sinilr  benratli 

a  elntl'i. 

But   liea\(  n  Jtad  meant   it   lur  a  sinniy 

om-. 
Av,    av.    Sir    B.»rs.    \\li>   1!-.  ?     Hu« 

when  y«-  n  aeli'ii 
The   eity.    fn'iii'l   y   :ill    \"'i!    kriijli!-. 

returtiM. 
Or  was   tlHTi-  -'•<»*li  it)   Arii'ir''^  i»r-» 

pll.rV. 
Tell  ni(  .  ami  w  li:it  «.:t:il  «  k  Ii.  aii'l  \\\\a\ 
thf  Kiiij  ■;  ■ 

Th«M    aii»»w«r«l     !'•  iiivalf  ;      'And 
that  rail  I. 
Bn»lh«T.  ami  truly;    sinif  the  livinc 
words 


^m^  wwuMMuuauL  ten  1 

the  stones 

Raw  that  they  fell  from,  brought  us  A 

to  the  hall.  *  ^ 

*  And  there  sat  Arthur  on  the  dais-    31 

throne. 
And  those  that  had  gone  out  upon  the 

quest, 
Wasted  and  worn,  and  hut  a  tithe  of 

them,  7ao    He 

And  those  that  had  not,  stood  before 

the  King,  At 

Who,  when  he  saw  me,  rose  and  bade 

me  hail.  He 

Saying :  "  A  welfare  in  thine  eyes  re 

proves  Ud 

Our  fear  of  some  disastrous  chance 

for  thee  *<B 

On  hill  or  plain,  at  sea  or  flooding 

ford.  Got 

So  fierce  a  gale  made  havoc  here  of 

late  *'A 

Amonff  the  strange   devices  of  our 

nnm, 
'■'   'Ti  J  YmL,  shook  this  newer,  stronger  hall 

'-     ^  *■  of  ours. 

And  from  the  statue  Merlin  moulded 

for  us. 
Half-wrench'd   a  golden   wing;  but    Spa 

now  — the  quest,  730 

This  vision — hast  thou  seen  the  Holy    Per] 

Cup 
That  Joflpnh  hivxMn»»»*  ^*  -» •  •     — 


■  i! 


^^ 


I  sa 


« ' 


THE  HOLY  GRAIL 


S«7 


Doft,  aj  Mend,  if  friend  of  thine 
nte  an  tboee  that  welter  in  their 

\m  in  the  mud,  that  cannot  see  for 
dime. 

ae  of  the  ditch ;  hat  In  me  lired  a 
da 

rtmnge,  of  audi  a  kind,  that  all  of 
pure.  770 

Uc;  and  knigiitly  In  me  twined 
and  clung 

md  that  one  dn,  until  the  whole- 
some flower 

I  poiaoooas  grew  together,  each  as 


t  to  be  plnck'd  asunder ;  and  when 

thy  knights 
sre,  I  sware  with  them  only  in  the 

hope 
It  ooukl  I  touch  or  see  the  Holy 

OimU 
ey    might    be    pluck'd  asunder. 

Then  I  spake 
one  most  holy  sdnt,  who  wept  and 

mid 
it,  save  they  could    be    pluck'd 

asunder,  all 
'  quest  were  but  in  vaiD  ;  to  whom 

I  TOW*d  780 

It  I  would  work  according  as  he 

willU 
d  forth  I  went,  and  while  I  yeam'd 

and  droTe 
tear  the    twain    asunder  in   my 

be^t. 
madness  came  upon  me  as  of  old. 
1  whipt  me  into  waste  fields  far 

away. 
•re  was  I  beaten  down  by  little 

men, 
in  knights,  to  whom  the  moving  of 

my  sword 
1  shjuiow  of  my  spear  had  been 

enow 
scare  them  from  me  once ;  and 

then  I  came 
in  my  folly  to  the  nako<i  shore,  790 
le  flats,  where  nothing  but  coarse 

grasses  grew ; 
,  such  a  blast,  my  Kin^.  began  to 

blow, 
load  a  blast  along  the  shore  ami 


could  not  liear  the  waters  for  the 


Thd*  heapt  in  moonds  and  ridges  all 

the  sea 
Drore  like  a  cataract,  and  all  the  sand 
Swept  like  a  rlTcr,  and  the  douded 

heayena 
Were  shaken  with  the  motion  and  the 

sound. 
And    bladuning   in  the    sea-foam 

sway'd  a  boat, 
Half-swaliow'd  in  it,  anchored  with  a 

chain;  800 

And  In  my  madness  to  myself  I  sdd, 

*  I  will  embark  and  I  will  lose  myself, 
And  In  the  great  sea  wash  away  my 

dn.' 
I  burst  the  chain,  I  sprang  into  the 

boat 
Seven  days  I  drove  along  the  dreaiy 

deep. 
And  with  me  drove  the  moon  and  all 

the  stars; 
And  the  wind  fdl,  and  on  the  seventh 

night 
I  heard  the  shingle  grinding  in  the 

surge. 
And  felt  the  boat  shock  earth,  and 

looking  up. 
Behold,  the  enchanted  towers  of  Car- 

bonek,  810 

A  castle  like  a  rock  upon  a  rock. 
With  chasm-like  portals  open  to  the 

sea. 
And    steps   that    met    the  breaker  I 

Tlu*rc  was  none 
Stood  near  it  but  a  lion  on  vnvh  side 
That  kt'pt  the  entry,  aiul  the*  moon 

was  full. 
Then  from  the  boat  I  leapt,  and  up 

the  stairs. 
There  drew  my  sword.   With  sudden- 

flarinfif  miuies 
Those  two  great  iK'asts  rose  upright 

like  a  nmn, 
Each  gript  a  slioulder.  and  1  fit<xxl  t«- 

tween. 
And,    when    I    wouM   huvc   Knnttn: 

them,  heanl  a  voire.  »ir 

*  Doubt    not,     jro    forwanl  ;    if  thou 

doubt,  the  beasts 
Will  tear  thee  piea-nieal.*    Then  with 

violence 
The  sw(»nl  was  dasliM  from  out  my 

liand.  and  fell. 
And  up  into  tlie  soundint;  hull  I  piist ; 
But  nothin;^  in  the  sounding  hall  1 

saw. 
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No  bench  nor  table,  piUiitiiig  on  the 

wall 
Or  shield  of  knight,  only  the  rounded 

moon 
Thro'  the  tall  oriel  on  the  rolline  sea. 
But  alwaya  in  the  quiet  honae  I  heard, 
Clear  as  a  lark,  high  o'er  me  aa  a 

A  sweet  voice  ainglng  In  the  topmost 

To  the  eastward.      Dp  I  cllmb'd  a 

thousand  steps 
With  pain  1  as  tn  a  dream  I  aeem'd  to 

climb 
For  ever ;  at  the  last  I  reach'd  a  door, 
A  light  was  in  the  cranniea,  and  I 

beard, 
*  Qtory  and  joy  and  honor  to  our  Loid 
And  to  the  HoV  Vessel  of  the  Qrail  1' 
Then  In  mj  madness  I  cssaj'd  the 

It  gave,  and  thro'  a  stonnr  glare,  a 

As  from  a  seven- times -heated  fur- 
nace, I,  ito 
Blaste<l  and  burnt,  and   blinded  as  I 

Wltb  Buchn  flercencsa  that  I  swoon'd 

O,  yet  mcthought  I  saw  the  H0I7 

Grail, 
All    pali'd   in    crimson    samite,  and 

around 
Orcat  anccla,  nwTul  shapes,  snd  wings 

and  c jes 1 
And  but  for  alt  ni;  madness  and  my 

And  then  my  swooning,  I  had  aivom 

That  whi[;]i  I  saw ;  but  what  I  saw 

And  cover'il.  and  this  quest  was  not 


'So    apeakine,   and  here   ceasing, 

Ijincplot  left  Sso 

The  hall  long  silent,  till  Sir  Gawain  — 

Brother,  'I  need  not  tell  thee  foolish 

A  reckless  and  irreverent  kniglit  was 

he. 
Now  Imlilen'd  by  the  silence  ot  liis 

Well,  I  will  tell  thee  ;  "  0  King,  my 
liege,"  be  Bald, 


"  Bath  Oawain  faU*d  In  an 

thhiet 
When  have  I  atiided  Bttiteta 

field? 
But  aa  for  thine,  my  good  % 

Thy  holy  niu  and  titou  hMtrf 

men  mad. 
Tea,  made  our  migfaUest  m 

But  by  miiu-^VL's  am!  t.y  n 


Bope  not  to   make  tfajaelf  by  1 

BeiQg  too  blind  to  have  deidre  toil 
But  if  indeed  there  came  a  sign  tt 

heaven. 
Blessed  are  Bora,  Lancelot,  and  f 

civale. 
For  these  have  seen  according  to  it 

sight. 
For  eveiy  fiery  prophet  in  old  tina 
Aadall  the  sacred  madness  of  the  tai 
When  God  made  muidc  thro'  (lis 

could  but  speak 
Bis  music  by  the  fnunewott  and  I 

And  as  ye  saw  it  ye  have  spok«i  Mt 

■  "Nay— but  thou  errest,  lanoA 
never  yet 
Could  all  of  true  and  noble  In  ksif 

Twine  round   one   rin,   whatertt 

might  be, 
With  such  a  cloaeness  but  apart  Al 

grew, 
Save  that  he  were  the  awlne  tt 

apakest  of. 
Borne  root  of  knighthood  and  Jf 

nobleneea; 
Whereto  see  thou,  that  it  m^  heat 

'"  And  spake  I  not  too  truly,  Oi 
kni^tat 
Was  I  too  dark  a  prophet  when  I  s 
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n  with  a  ilon  smile  tum'd  tbe 
lady  rouDd 

ook  d  upon  ber  people ;  and,  as 
when 
le  is  flung  into  some  sleeping 

rcle  widens  till  it  lip  the  marge, 
1  the  slow  smite  thro*  all  her 
companj.  ^i 

knights  were  thereamong,  and 
tbey  too  smiled, 
Qg  Iiim ;  for  the  lady  was  Et- 

le  was  a  great  lad;  In  her  land. 

n  she  said :  '  O  wild  and  of  the 

(roods, 

at  thou  not  the  fastiioD  of  our 

■e  the  Heavens  but  given  thee 
I  fair  face, 
^  a  tongue  t' 

'  O  damsel,'  answer'*!  he. 
{.e   from  dreams,   and   coming 
■ut  of  gloom 
2z1cd  by  the  sudden  light,  and 


1   then,'  she  said  ;  and  thro' 

le  TToods  they  went. 

ile  they  rode,  the  meaning  io 

is  eyes, 

lemess  of  manner,  and  chaste 

ken  utterances  and  bashful- 

.  a  burthen  to  her,  and  in  her 

iart 

tter'd,  'I  bave  lighted  on  a 

■ol, 

it  so  stale  1 '    But  since  bcr 

ind  was  bent 

ng,  after  trumpet  blown,  ber 

line  i.Q 

e,  '  Queen  of  Beauty,'  in  the 

Its 

and  beholding  him  so  strong 

e  thought 

radventure  he  will  flght  fur 


Being  so  gracious  that  be  wellnlgh 

deem'd 
His  wish  by  hers  wsB  echo'd  ;  and  ber 

knights 
And  all  ber  damsels  too  were  gracious 

For  she  was  a  great  lady. 


'  See  I   look  at  mine  I   but  wilt  thou 

flgbt  for  me, 
And  win  me  this  fine  circlet,  Pelleos, 
That  I  may  love  thee  ? ' 


if  Iw 
'  Ay,  that  will  I,"  she  answer'd,  and 

she  laugh'd, 
And  Btrsitly  nipt  the  hand,  and  flung 

it  from  her  ; 
Then  glanced  askew  at  those  three 

knights  of  hers. 
Till  all  her  ladies  laugh'd  along  with 

"O  happy  world,"  (bought  Pelkas, 

■  all,  nicscems. 

Are  liiippy ;  I   the   happiest  of  tliem 

oil !  •  n- 

Nor  slept  that  nigbt  for  pleasure  in  bis 

And  grpen  wood-ways,  and  eyes  among 

the  i eaves ; 
Then  being  on  the  morrow  knighted. 


im  rounded  on 

their  heels 
And  woniler'd  after  him,  because  his 

faee 
Shone  like  the  countenanee  of  a  priest 

of  old 
Against  the  flame  about  a  sncrifiee 
Kiudleil  by  tire  from  heaven  ;  so  glad 


Then   Arlhiir  maile  viist  banquets, 
and  strangle  kiiighla  i<o 

From   the   four  winds  came  in  ;  and 
each  one  sat. 
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t  obt&in  his  lady't 


Tito'  HTTed  with  choice  from ftir,  Ituid, 


Lilook'd 
Noble    unoDg    the    noble,    for    be 

dream'd 
Hit  hdj  lored  him.  end  he  knew  hlm- 


Then  Uiuh'd  and  brake  the  morn- 

tag  of  the  Jousts.  ISO 

And  thtfl  was  calT'd  '  The  Tournament 

of  Youth:* 
For  Arthur,  loving;  hla  young  kulgitt, 

withheld 
nis  older  and  his  mightier  from  the 

lists. 
That  Pelteas  n 

According   to  her   promise,    and    re- 
Lord  of  the  tournyy.   And  Arthur  had 

the  jousts 
Down  in  the  Hat  field  bj  the  shore  of 

Usk 
Holden :    the    gilded    parapets  were 

With  facen.  and  the  great  tower  fiU'd 

with  eyes 
Up  to  the  Buinniit,  and  the  trumpets 

There  all  day  long  Sir  Pel  leas  kept  the 

field 
With  honor :  so  b}'  that  strong  hand 

The  sword   and   golden   circlet  were 
achieved. 

Then  rang  tlic  shout  liis  lady  loved  : 
the  heat 
Of  pride  and  glory  fired  her  face,  her 

SparkliNl :  she  oiiight  the  circlet  from 

his  lance. 
And  there  before  the  people  crown'd 

herself. 
Be  for  the  last  time  she  was  graciouB 


own  upon  bar,  tooUl 
it  bv  way.  1 


Then  at  Caerleon  for  a  si 

look 
Bright  for  all  otbei^  cknidlcroal 

knight—  ^ 

Linger'd  Etlarre ;  and,  aedngH 

Said  Ouineyare, '  We  nutnd  M\ 
mncb. 

0  damsel,    wesriBg    tUft  4Mi 

face 
To  blm  who  won  thee  xtoTl'  M 

riMMdd. 
'Hod  ye  not  held  yoor  LnoiUI 

your  bower. 
My  Qneen,  be  bod  not  won.' 

tluQaeen. 
As  one  wbow  foot  ia  btttM  ifi 

Gboced  down 

way.  I 

But  after,  when  her  danwdikfll 

bewelf.  ~ 

And  those  three  knighta  all  set  thti 

faces  home,  il 

Sir  Pelleas  folloWd.     She  that  hi 

him  cried : 
'  Damsels —  and  jet  I  should  be  diamei 

1  cannot  bide  Sir  Baby.    Keep  bin 

back 
Among   yourselves.      Would    ratta 

that  we  had 
Some  rough  old  knight  who  knew  Ik 

worldly  way, 
Albeit  grizElier  than  a  bear,  to  ride 
And  jest  with !    Take  faia  to  y« 

keep  him  off. 
And  pamper  him  with  papmeat,  if  j 

will, 
Old  milky  fsblea   of   the  wolf  an 

Such  as  the  wholesome  motheia  tc 

their  boya,  ■  t 

Nay,  should  ye  by  him  with  a  men 

To  find  his  nettle,  good ;  and  If  1 

fly  us. 
Small  matter  I   let  him.'      Thla  b 

damsels  heard. 
And,  mindful  of  her  amaU  and  an 

Thej,  closiDg  round    him  thro'  tl 

journey  home. 
Acted  her  hrat,  and  alwaya  from  It 

side 
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!min'd   him  with  all    manner  of 

deTice, 
iftt  he  oould  not  come  to  speech 

with  her. 
when  she  gain'd  her  castle,  up- 

aprang  the  bridge, 
m  rang  the  grate  of  iron  thro'  the 

groove,  aoo 

I    be    was    left    alone    in   open 

field. 

rhese  be  the  ways  of  ladies,'  Pel- 
leas  thought, 

I  those  who  love  them,  trials  of  our 
faith. 

k,  let  her  prove  me  to  the  utter- 
moat, 

lojal  to  the  uttermost  am  I.' 

tnade  his  moan,  and,  darkness  fall- 
ing, sought 

>riory  not  far  off,  there  lodged,  but 
rose 

ih  morning  every  day,  and,  moist 
or  dry, 

l-arm'd  upon  his  chargtT  all  day 
l«»n^' 

by  the  walls,  an<l  no  out'  oi>en*d  to 
him.  2IO 

jid  this  persistence  turn'd  Ikt  s<'orn 

to  wrath. 
>n,  calling  her  thn'(>  knii^hts.  she 

rhiirpMl  them,  'Out! 
1  drive  him  from  the  walls.'     And 

out  thev  came. 
;  Pelleas  overthrew   them  a«<  they 

dash'd 
linst  him  one  by  one  ;  and  these 

n'turn'd, 
:   still  he  kept  his  watch  beneath 

Uie  wall. 

hen*on  her  wrath  l)erame  a  hate  ; 

and  ontre, 
week    iMtyond,  while   walkini^   on 

the  walls 
ii  her  three  knii;hts.  >In'  p<»inte<l 

flownwanl.  '  I^M)k. 
haiints  me  —  I  eann<»t  breathe 

U'sie^es  me  I 
vn !  strike  him!  put  my  hate  into 

your  strokes,  ^ 

i  drive  him  fnmi  niv  walU.'     And 

down  they  went, 
I  Pelleas  overthrew  them  one  by 

out; 


22  >    I 


And  from  the  tower  above  hhn  cried 
Ettarre, 

'  Bind  him,  and  bring  him  in.' 

He  heard  her  voice ; 

Then  let  the  strong  hand,  which  had 
overthrown 

Uer  minion-knights,  by  those  he  over- 
threw 

Be  bounden    straight,   and    so  they 
brought  him  in. 

Then  when  he  came  before  Ettarre, 

the  sight 
Of  her  rich  beauty  made  him  at  one 

glance  ajo 

More  bondsman  in  his  heart  than  in 

his  bonds. 
Yet  with  g(Kxl  cheer  he  spake:  'Be- 
hold me,  lady, 
A  prisoner,  and  the  vassal  of  thy  will ; 
And  if  thou  keep  me  in  thy  donjon 

ht?re, 
(\)ntent  am  I  so  that  I  stHJ  thy  fun* 
But  once  a  day  ;  for  1  havt?  sworn  my 

vows, 
.Vnd  thou  hast  given  thy  promise,  and 

I  know 
That  all  these  pains  are  trials  of  my 

faith. 
And  that  thvs^'lf.  when  thou  hast  s«'cu 

nie  strain'd 
And  sifted  to  the  lit nio'^t.  wilt  at  len;rt.h 
Yield  nie  thy  love  and  know  iih."  for 

thy  kni;;ht.'  241 

Then  slie  beijan  to  rail  so  bitti-rlv. 
With  all  her  danis«ls.  he  was  stricken 

mul<'. 
Hut,  when  she  nioek'd  his  \n\Ns  ami 

the  irrrat  Kiiii:. 
Lighted  on  wnnU:   'For  pity  of  thin*. 

own  si'lf. 
l*<":i<"<',  lady,  |X'aer  ;  is  h«'  not  thine  and 

ininr  ?' 
'Thou  fiH»l.*  sill-  s;iid.  *  I   n«  \«T  lnan; 

his  Voirr 

Hut  lou::'d  tobr«','ik  :i\n:iv.   r  III  lint  1  liini 

now. 
And  thrust  ]n'iu<MiT  nf  d'-'r- :  for  <;ivi' 

In-  he 
Fool    to  tile  midmost    m:irr.«w  «»f  his 

He  will  ri  turn  n«»  more  '     .\ud  tho*.e, 

her  thre.-. 
LaiiLdrd.    and    ufilxMind.    and    thrust 

him  from  the  gate. 
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And  After  this,  a  week  bt^yond.  Again 
She  tall'd   tlu'in,  saying'-    'There  he 

wtttchea  yet. 
There  like  a  dog  before  his  master's 

Eick'd.  hi!  returns;  do  ye  not  hate 

hEm,  je  T 
Te  know  yourselvea ;  how  can  je  bide 

AtTronttKl  nithhis  fulsome tDnocencc T 
Are  je  but  creatures  of  the  Ixiaid  i 


NOK 


bed. 


o  strike !    Fall  on  him  oil  at 


And  if  ;e  sky  him  I  reck  not;  if  ye 

foil. 
QiTe  yc  the  slave  mine  order  to  be 

Bind  him  as  heretofore,  and  bringhim 
in. 
be  ye  shall  slay  him  in  hb 


irandt 


She  spake,   aod  nt  her  will    they 

couch'd  their  spoars. 
Three  against  one ;  and  Gawain  paas- 

ing  by. 
Bound  upon  solitary  a<iventure,  saw 
Low   down    baiealh  the  shadow   of 

tbose  towers 
A  villainy,  three  to  one ;  and  thro'  bis 

heart 
The  Are  of  honor  and  all  noble  deeds 
Fla^'d.  and  hecail'd,  ■!  strike  upon 

thy  side  —  171 

The  caitiffs  I'     'Nay,'   said   Pelleas. 

'but  forbear: 
He  needs  no  aid  who  doth  his  lady's 

will.' 

80  Gswain,  looking  at  the  villaltiy 

Forbore,  but  in  his  beat  and  eagerness 
Trembled  and   quiver'd,  aa  the  dog. 

withheld 
A  moment  from  the  vermin  that  he 


And  Pelleafl  overthrew  them,  one  to 

And  they  rose  up,  and  bound,  and 
brought  htm  iu.  >So 

nun  Brat  her  anger,  leaving  Pclleas, 
bum'd 


1  her  knights  in  many 


'  Yet.  take  tiim,  ye  thAl  scarce 

Far  less   10  bmd.  your  victc 

thrust  him  out. 
And  let  who  will  release  him  fi 

And   if  he  comes  again' — thi 

tirake  ^urt ; 
And  PcUeasanswer'd:  *  Ij»dr, 

deed 
I  loved  you  and  I  deem'd  yoi 

liful. 
I  cannot  brook   to  sec   ynai 

Thro'  evil  spite;  and  If  ye  ll 

not, 
I  cannot  bear  to  dream  yon 

I   bad  liefer  ye  -were  worthy 

love 
Than  to  be  loved  ag^n  of  yon- 

And  tho'  ye  kill  my  hope,  not; 

Vei  not  yourself;  yo  will  not 


While    thus  be  spake,  she 

upon  tbe  man 
Of  princely  bearing,  tho'  in  bra* 

thought: 
'Why  have  I  puah'd  him   froi 

tbis  man  loves. 
If  love  there  be ;  yet  bim  1  lor 

\Vhyt 
1  deem'd  him  fool  T  yea,  so  I 

A  something  —  was  it  nobler  th 

selfT— 
D'd  my  reproach  T    He  is 

my  kind. 
He  could  not  love  me,  did  he 

me  well. 
Nay,  let  him  go — and  qtiiddy 

her  knights 
Laugh'd  no},  bat  thrust  bim  b 

Forth  spi&ng  Gawaln,  and 
him  from  his  bonds. 
And  flung  them  o'er  tbe  wall 
afterward. 
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jn^  his  hftnds,  at  from  a  laxar's 

th  of  my  body/  he  said,  'and  art 
thou  not —  sio 

thou  art  he,  whom  late  our  Ar- 
thur made 

^t  of  his  table ;  yea.  and  he  that 
won 

circlet  ?  wherefore  hast  thou  so 
defamed 

broUierhood  in  me  and  all  the  rest 

et  these  caitiffs  on  tliee  work  their 
will?' 

nd    P^llcas  answered:    *0,  their 

wills  are  hers 
whom  I  won  the  circlet;    and 

mine.  hers. 
IS  to  be  bounden,  so  to  see  her  face, 
T'd  tho'  it  be  with  spite  and  mock- 

ety  now, 
er  than  when  I  found  her  in  the 

woods ;  330 

I  tho'  sh(*  hath  me  bounden  but  in 

spiti*. 
i  all  to  tlout  me,  when  they  bring 

m('  in. 
me  be  lK)uiiden,  I  sliall  sec  her 

fao*: 
I*  must  I  die  thro'  mine  unhappi- 

nesM.' 

,uA  Gawain  answ<T*d   kindly  tho' 

in  scorn: 
hv.  let  mv  I  inly  bind  me  if  Hhe  will, 
I  l(*t  my  failv  lM>at  me  if  she  will ; 
.  an  Hh«>  M'nd  her  <leK*pite  to  thnill 
S(*  flirlitiniT  liandsof  mine—  (■hrist 

kill  me  then 
,  I  will  slice  him  handleiis  by  the 

wrist,  3?o 

1  let  my  lady  w*ar  the  stump  for 

him/ 
srl  aft  Ih'  may !   Hut   hold   me  for 

your  frli-nd. 
ne.  ye  know  nothini^  ;  here  1  p1rdu:(> 

my  troth, 
\.  by  the  honor  of  theT:ible  Hound, 
•ill  l)e  leal   to  thee  and  work  thy 

work, 
I  tame  thy  Jailini;  prinecss  to  thine 

hand, 
id  me  thine  borne  and  anus,  anil  I 

will  say 
\l  I  have  slain  thet*.     She  will  let 
in 


To  bear  the  manner  of  thy  fight  and 

fall; 
Then,  when  I  come  within  her  coun- 
sels, then  S40 
From  prime  to  Yespers  will  I  chant 

thy  praise 
As  prowest  knight  and  truest  lover, 

more 
Than  any  have  sung  thee  living,  till 

she  long 
To   have   thee   back    in   lusty   life 

again. 
Not  to  be  bound,  save  by  white  bonds 

and  warm. 
Dearer  than  freedom.  Wherefore  now 

thy  horse 
And  armor ;  let  me  go ;  be  comf(Hted. 
Give  me  three  days  to  melt  her  fancy, 

and  hope 
The  third  night  hence  will  bring  thee 

news  of  gdd.' 

Then  Pelleas  lent  his  horse  and  all 

his  arms,  sso 

Saving  the  goodly  sword,  his  prize, 

and  to<)k 
Gawain'H,  and  said,  '  Betray  me  not 

but  help  — 
Art  thou  not  he  whom  men  call  light- 

of-love  ? ' 

'  Ay,*  said  Gawain,  '  for  women  be 

so  li|rht ; ' 
Then  lN)unded  forward  to  tlie  eastle 

walls, 
And  raised  a  buf^le  hanpnii;  from  his 

n^H-k. 
And  winded  it.  and  that  so  musically 
That  all  the  old  eeluM's  hidden  in  the 

wall 
Han;:  out  liki*  hollow  wixnIs  at  hiuit- 

injL^-tide. 

Tp  run   a  score  of  damsels,  t«)  the 

tt>wi'r ;  ihn 

*.\ vaunt,'  tlii'V  crii**!,  *<)ur  Indv  l«)vrj' 

th«'<'  not !  * 

i  Hut     Gawain     lifting;    up    his    visor 

I  said : 

>  '<iawain  am   I.   Gawain  nf  Arthur's 
'  <-i>urt. 

And  1  ha VI*  slain  this  INllras  wlioni 
I  vi"  hai«'. 

\  Heboid   liis  horse  an<i   armor.     Open 
ijates. 
And  1  will  make  you  merry.' 
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Pdleubdwd— be  told  ua— lie  that 

hath 
Bla  hone  and  anDor ;  win  tb  let  him 

InT 
He  alew  him  I    Gawain,  Gawain  of 

thecouit,  17a 

Sir  Gawain — then  be  waita  below 

the  wall, 
BIowInK  hia  bugle  aa  who  diould  Mf 

umnaj.' 


Bode   OawidD,   whom  ahe    greeted 

eoarteoaalf. 
'Dead,  Uttaol'  aheaak'd.    'Ar,  aj' 

aaldbe. 
'And  oft  in  dying  caled  npoo  four 

name.' 
'Pit;  on  blm,'  she  answer'd,  'a  good 

But  never  let  me  bide  one  hour  at 

'Aj,'  thought  GawsiD,  'and  you  be 

But  I  to  your  dead  roan  have  giren 
my  troth,  jSd 

That  whom  yc  loathe,  him  will  I 
make  you  love.' 

80  those  three  days,  nlmteaa  about 
the  land, 
Loat  in  a  doubt.  Prllens  wandering 
Wotted,  until  the  third  night  brought 

With  promise  of  large  light  on  woods 

Hot  wus  the  night  and  silent ;  but  a 

sound 
Of  Gawain  ever  coming,  and  this  lay  — 
Wliich  PcllMks  had  heard  sung  before 

the  Qneen, 
And  seen  her  sadden  listening  —  vext 

his  heart, 
Andmarr'd  his  rest — 'A  worm  within 

the  rose.'  i^ 


but  ono,  none  other  rou  had  I 
■  row  thai  gladden 'd  earth  >i 


I  tuti  not  for  Oa  Oena;  &•  Om 


I  to  KBtbar  br  ai 
>ntbaaBdtoi 

wbatotlMrnM 


OneroM.  «rm^ 
No  roM  bat  ona- 

Oue  nH,  my  Ton ;  a  ma  tktf  wB  I 
H«  dial  who  loTca  IL  — If  tkt  f 
than.' 

Thia  tender  rii  jne,  lad  e< 
the  doubt, 
'  Why  Ungen  Oawaln  with  U 

80  diook  him  that  he  could  i 

but  rode 
midnight  to  her  wsUl  aai 

hiafiorae 
Hard  Iv the  galea.    Wldaofi 

And  nomtdi  kept ;  and  Id  Oh 


he  past, 
1  heard  bnt  1 


bnt  Us  own  ateps, 

Beating,  for  nothing  moved 

own  self 
And  his  own  abadow.    Then 

the  coml, 
And   spied  not  any  light  in 

But  saw  the  postern  portal  alt 
Yawning  1  and  up  a  slope  of 

Of  roses  white  and  red,  and  I 

mixt 
And  overgrowing  them,  went 

Here  too.  all  huah'd  below  the 

moon, 
Save  that  one  rivulet  from  a  t 
Came  lightening  downward, 

spilt  itself 
Among  the  roees  and  was  lost 

Then  was  be  ware  of  three  ] 

Above  the  huahea,  gilden-pe 

Ked  after  revel,  droned  her 

Slumbering,  and   their   three 

across  their  feet; 
Id  one.  their  malice  on  the  pt 
Frozen  by  sweet  sleep,  fou! 
damsels  lay ; 
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In  the  third,  the  circlet  of  the 
Joints 
nd  on  her  brow,  were  Gktwain  and 
Ettarre. 

K^  as  a  hand  that  pushes  thro' 

the  leaf 
Bod  a  nest  and  feds  a  snake,  he 

drew; 
k,  as  a  coward  slinks  from  what 

he  fears 
x>pe  with,  or  a  traitor  proven,  or 

hound  430 

ten,  did  Pellcas  in  an  utter  sliame 
.'P  with  his  shadow  thro'  the  court 

again, 
^ring  at  his  sword-handle  until 

he  stood 
re  on  the  castle-bridge  once  more, 

and  thought, 
rill  go  back,  and  slay  them  where 

they  lie.' 

nd  so  went  back,  and  seeing  tliem 

yet  in  sleep 
1,  ' Te,  that  so  dishallow  the  holy 

slwp, 
IT  8l«*p  is  dr'ath/  and  drew  tlu* 

sword,  and  thought, 
tiat !  slay  a  sleeping  knight  ?  th<> 

Kinghath  l)oun4l 
1  sworn  me  t4>  this  brotherixMMl;' 

again,  440 

IS  that  ever  a  knight  should  be  so 

fttlw : ' 
n    tum'd.   and    so  retiiruM,   and 

gHNining  laid 
nakni  swonl  athwart  their  naki^l 

throats, 
re  If^ft  it.  anfl  them  sleeping :  and 

she  lay. 
circlet  of  the  touniey  roiiml  her 

brows. 
I  the  swonl  of  the  tourney  iUToss 

her  throat. 

nd  forth  he  past,  and  mount inj; 

on  his  horse 
•cd  at  her  tf>wers  that,  larger  than 

tb<.*mselvi*s 
heir  own  darkness,  thp>nir'd  into 

the  moon ; 
n    rnish'd    the    ft:MMle    with    iiis 

thighs,  and  eleneliM  4V< 

hands,  and  miulden'd  witli  himself 

and  moan'd: 


'  Would  they  have  risen  against  me 

in  their  blood 
At  the  last  dayT    I  might  have  an 

swer'd  them 
Even  before  high  God.    O  towers  S6 

strong. 
Huge,  solid,  would  that  even  while  I 

gue 
The  crack  of  earthquake  shivering  to 

your  base 
Split  you,  and  hell  burst  up  your  har^ 

lot  roofs 
Bellowing,  and  charr'd  you  thro*  and 

thro'  within. 
Black  as  the  harlofs  heart — hollow 

as  a  skull  I 
Let  the  fierce  east  scream  thro'  your 

eyelet-holes,  460 

And  whirl  the  dust  of  harlots  round 

and  round 
In  dung  and  nettles!  hiss,  snake — I 

saw  him  there  — 
Let  the  fox  bark,  let  the  wolf  yelll 

Who  yells 
Hero  in  the  still  sweet  summer  night 

but  I  — 
I,  the  poor  Pelli^as  whom  she  call'd 

her  fool  ? 
F'ool.  b^-ttst  —  he,  she,  or   I  ?  myself 

most  fool : 
Beast  too.  as  lacking  human  wit — 

di  sir  raced. 
DishonorM  all  for  trial  of  true  love  — 
I^)ve  ? —  \\r  Ih»  all  alike :  only  the  King 
Hath    made   us    fo4)ls  and    liars.      O 

noble  vows  I  470 

0  gn*at  and  Sjin<*  and  simple  mce  of 

brutes 
That  own  no  lust  because  they  have 

no  law  ! 
For  why  should  I  have  loved  her  to 

my  slmine  ? 

1  loatlie  her,  as  I  love<l   her  to  my 

shame. 
I  never  lovwl  her,   I  hut    lust«tl   for 

her — 
Awav ! '  — 

He  (lash'd  th«?  n)wel  into  Iii**  l»ors«». 
And  bonndi  il  forth  and  vitni-h'd  thro* 
the  ni^hr. 

Then  she.  that  frit  rhe  coM  touch 
on  her  throat. 
Awaking  knew  the  swonl.  and  tum'd 
herself 
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To  Oawun :   '  Liw.  for  thou  hasl  a 

TUs    PelleasI    hero    he    stood,    and 

might  have  slain 
Me  and  thyself.'    Anil  he  that  ten« 

the  tale 
Bafs    that    her    ever- veering    taiiej 

To  Pelleaa.  oa  the  one  true  knight  on 

And  only  lover;  and  thra'  her  love 

Wasted  and  pined,  dedring  Urn  bi 


B<it  he  b^  wild  and  mj,  tor  half 
the  night. 
And  over  hard  and  soft,  striking  the 

From  out  the  soft,  the  Bpark  from  off 

the  hart. 
Bode  Ull  Qu)  star  above  the  wakening 

•nn,  49) 

Beside   that   tower   where   Perciralc 

Olanced  from  the  rosy  forehead  of  the 

For  so  the  words  were  flasb'd  Into  his 

He  knew  not  whence  or  wherefore  : 

'  O  sweet  star, 
Pure  on  the  virgin  forehead  of  the 

And  there  he  would  have  wept,  but 

felt  hia  e;ea 
Harder  and  drier  than  a  fountain  bed 
In  summer.    Thither  came  the  village 

girls 
And  linger'd  talking,  and  they  came 

no  more 
Till  the  sweet  heavens  have  flll'd  it 

from  the  heights 
Agala    with    living    waters   in 

change 
Of  seasons.     Hard  his  eyes,  harder 

his  heart 
Seem'd  :  but  bo  weary  were  his  limbs 

that  he, 
Gasping,  '  Of  Arthur's  hall  am  I,  but 

Here  let  me  rest  aud  die,'  cast  himself 

And  guird  his  griefs  in  inmost  sleep ; 

so  lay. 
Till  shaken  by  a  dream,  that  Qawain 

fliea 


The  hail  of  Merlin,  and  the  n 


He  woke,  and  being  wan  i 

one  nigh, 
Sent  hands  upon  him.  as  to  t< 

crying, 
'  False  1  and  1  held  thee  pan:  ai 


But  Percivale  stood  near  I 
replied. 
'Am    I    but    false    as    Guine 

Or  art  thou  mased  wttli  drea 

Of  OUT  free<apoken  l^ble   h 

heard 
That  Lancelot*  —  ther«   he 

himself  and  pauaed. 

Then  fared  it  with  Sir  P( 
vrith  one 
Who  geta  a  wound  In  battle, 

That  made  it  plunges  thro'  the 

a^in. 
And  pncks  it  deeper;  aud  be 

and  wail'd, 
'Is  the  Queen  falael'  and  P 

'  Have  any  of  our  Rooud  Ta3 

their  vows  T' 
And  Percivale    made    answe 

■Is  the  King  trueT"     "The 
said  Perdvale. 
Why,   then  let  men  couple 


But  Pelleaa.  leat 
Ban  thro'  the  doors  and  vault* 

And  fled.    Small  pity  opon  h 

had  he. 
Or  on  himself,  or  any,  and  t 

A  cripple,  one  that  held  a  h 

Hunch'd  as  he  was,  and  lik< 

dwarf -elm 
That  turns  its  back  on  the  so: 

the  boy 
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not,  but  overrode  him,  shout- 
ing. 'False, 

I  false  with  Gawain  1 '  and  so  left 
him  bruised 

1  batter'd,  and  fled  on,  and  liill  and 
wood 

Qt  ever  streaming  by  liim  till  the 
gloom 

X  follows  on  the  turning  of  the 
world 

ken'd  the  common  path.  He 
t  witch 'd  the  reins, 

1  made  his  beast,  that  better  knew 
it,  swerve  540 

V  off  it  and  now  on  ;  but  when  he 
saw 

:h  up  in  heaven  the  hall  that  Mer- 
lin built, 

fkening  against  the  dead-green 
stripes  of  even, 

ack  nest  of  rats,'  he  groan'd,  '  ye 
build  too  high.' 

rot  long  thereafter  from  the  city 

gates 
ie<l  Sir  TiAncelot  riding  airily, 
rm  with  a  gracious  parting  from 

the  Oueen, 
jce  at  his  heart,  and  gazing  at  a 

star 
1  marvelling  what  it  was ;  on  whom 

the  boy, 
•OSS    the    silent    seeded    meadow- 
grass  550 
■ne,  riashM ;  and  I^ncrlot,  saying, 

'  What  name  Imst  thou 
It   ridest  here   so   hliudlv   and   so 

hanl  ?  • 

0  name,  no  name,'  he  shoutcil,   *  a 

wourge  am  I 
l.isli   the    treasons    of  the   Table 

Itmnd.' 
.•a.  but  thy  name?  ?  *     *  I  have  many 

names,'  he  crie<l  : 
un  wrath  and  shame  and  liate  and 

evil  fame, 

1  like  a  poisonous  wind  I  [wis^  to 

blast 
1  bljize  the  (Time  of  Lancelot  and 

th<*  Queen.* 
nit  over  me,' sjiid  I^'im-ehit,  *  sliult 

thou  pass.' 
jrhl   then*forr.*    yell'd   tin-   youth. 

and  either  kniL'lit  '       ^'*. 

w    Ijock   a  space,   and  when  tliey 

closed,  at  once 


The  weary  steed  of  Pelleas  flounder- 
ing flung 
His  rider,   who  call'd  out  from  the 

dark  field, 
*Thou  art  false  as  hell;  slay  me,  I 

have  no  sword.' 
Then    Lancelot,    *Yea,  between  thy 

lips  —  and  sharp ; 
But  here  will  I  disedge  it   by  thy 

death.' 
'Slay  then,'  he  shriek'd,  'my  will  is 

to  be  slain,' 
And  Lancelot,  with  his  heel  upon  the 

fallen. 
Rolling  his  eyes,  a  moment  stood,  then 

spake  : 
*  Rise,  weakling ;  I  am  Lancelot ;  say 

thy  say.'  570 

And  Lancelot  slowly  rode  his  war- 
horse  back 

To  Camelot,  and  Sir  Pelleas  in  brief 
while 

Caught  his  unbroken  limbs  from  the 
dark  field. 

And  follow'd  to  the  city.     It  chance<l 
that  both 

Brake   into  hall   together,  worn  and 
pale. 

Thent  with  her  knights  and  dames  was 
(tuinevere. 

Full  wonderinglv  shegaze<l  on  Lance- 
lot 

So  soon  return'd,  and  then  on  Pelleas, 
him 

Who  hiul   not   grw»t4ti  her,    but  cast 
himself 

Down    on    a   bench,    hard  brcathinir. 
'  Have  ye  fi>iight  ?  '  j;*^* 

She    ask'd    of    Lanct-lo:.       '  .Vv.    inv 
Quei-n,'  he  sjiid. 

'And    thou  ha>t   ovrrthntwn    him? 
*  Ay,  niv  (^ueen.' 

Then  she.  turning  to  Pelleas.  'Oyoumr 
kniirht. 

llath  the  great  heart  of  knii'lif  hoiil  in 
thee  fail'd 

S(i    far    tliou   canst    not    M«le.    unf ro- 
wan ily. 

A   fall  frttni  /«/'#/''     Thin,   for  he  an 
>\Ner'il  not. 

'  Or  ha-^l  thou  ••till  r  l:ri^f•^•.'     If  I.  the 
(.^uei-n. 

May  help  tliein.  loos^-  thy  toniriie.  and 
let  nie  know  ' 

But  Pelleas  lifted  up  an  eye  !^)  tierce 


Then  a  long  silence  came  upon  the 

hnll. 
And  Motlreil   thought,   *  The  time  is 

hard  at  hand. ' 
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Dagonet,  the  fool,  whom  Gawain  in 

his  mood 
Had  made  mockkuight  of  Arthur's 

Table  Round, 
At  Camelot,  high  above  the  yellowing 

woods, 
Danced  like  a  wither  d  leaf  before  the 

hall. 
And  toward  him  from  the  hall,  with 

harp  in  liand, 
And  from  the  crown  thereof  a  carca- 

net 
Of   ruby    swaying    to   and  fn),   the 

prize 
Of  Tristram  in  the  jousts  of  yestenlay. 
Came  Tristram,  saving,  '  Whv  skip  w 

so.  Sir  Fool*?  * 

For  Arthur  and  Sir  Lancelot  riding 
once  lo 

Far  down  beneath  a  winding  wall  uf 
rock 

Heard  a  child  wail.  A  stump  of  oak 
half -dead. 


And  name< 

self 
A   monien 

voui 
Hring   sini 

nior 
Past  from 

cane 
Vext  her  i 

the- 

So  she,  del 

'  '  Take  tho 

innc 
And    mak 

tour 

To    wh( 

thin 
Dead  nest 

deat 
Following 

I  mi 
Why  ye  n( 

zom 
Those  dial 

the 
And    I^in< 

thee 

'  Would 

full. 

'  Plunge  a 

wer 
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the  sweet  body  of  a  maiden  babe. 
rhancc  —  who  knows  ?  —  the  purest 

of  thy  knights 
r  win  them  for  the  purest  of  my 

maids.  *  50 

he  ended,  and  the  cry  of  a  great 

Jousts 
'h  trumpet-blowings  ran  on  all  the 

ways 
m  Camelot  in  among  tlio  faded 

fields 
furthest  towers ;  and  everywhere 

the  kniffhts 
n'd  for  a  day  of  glory  before  the 

King. 

(ut  on  the  hitlier  side  of  tliat  loud 

mom 
r>  the  hall    stagger*d,   his    visage 

ribbd 
m  car  to  ear  with  dog  whip- weals, 

his  nose 
dge  br^>ken,  one  eye  out,  and  one 

han<l  off, 
[i  one  with  shatter'd   flngcra   dan- 

flUnff  lnuw,  60 

churl,   to   whom    indignantly   tho 

Kinir: 

My  <hurl.  for  whom  Christ  died, 

'  what  I'vil  lH*ast 
th   dniwn   his  claws  athwart  thy 

finf*  ?  or  fi4*nd  ? 
Q  was  it  who  marr'd  ln*av<*n*s  ima^c 

iu  thoo  thus?  • 

lifn.  sputti'rin^  thro*  the  h<'<li:<*  <>f 

Mplint4T'd  UM'th. 
I  stnmijfrs  to  the  tongu**,  ami  with 

blunt  stump 
ch-hla<'ken*d   saw  in  i^  thf  air,   SJiid 

the  maim'd  churl : 

He  t^jnk  Ihrm  and  hv  dravc  thmi 

to  his  tower  — 
ne  hold  he  was  a  tahh-  knii'lit   nf 

thinf  — 
hundn-d    sroorlly    oin-s  —  th<-    U^^\ 

Knight.  1h*  —  :■■ 

'd.    I   wa**  t«'ndinir  swinr,   and   tin- 

KH  Knidit 
kkf  in   ufMin   inc  and  <lr:i\  c  th< m  to 

hi«  tow»T ; 
1  wh«'n   I   call'd   upon  thy  nann-  as 

one 


That  doest  right  by  gentle  and  by 

churl, 
Maim'd  me  and  mauVd,  and  would  out- 
right have  slain. 
Save  that  he  sware  me  to  a  message, 

saying: 
"Tell  thou  the  King  and  all  his  liars 

that  I 
Have  founded  my  Round  Table  in  the 

North, 
And  whatsoever  his  own  knights  have 

sworn 
My  knights  have  sworn  the  counter  to 

it — and  say  80 

My  tower  is  full  of  harlots,  like  his 

court, 
But  mine  are  worthier,  seeing  they 

profess 
To  be  none  other  than  themselves  — 

and  say 
My  knights  are  all  adulterers  like  his 

own. 
But  mine  are  truer,  seeing  they  pro- 
fess 
To  be  none  other  :  and  say  his  hour  is 

come, 
Tlic  hcath«*n  are  upon  him,  his  long 

lance 
Broken,  and  his  Excalibur  a  straw.*" 

Then  Arthur  tuni'd  to  Kay  the  sen- 
eschal : 
*  Take  thou  mv  churl,  and   tend  him 

curiously  y> 

Like  a  kin^j's  h«'ir.  till  all  his  hurts  be 

whole. 
The  heathen  —  but  that  ev«T climbing 

wave. 
HurlM  back  aptin  s*>  often  in  empty 
i  foam, 

I  Hath  lain  for  vejirs  at  rest  —and  rrne- 

^':i(ies. 
Thieves.  bandit«».  leavinL's  of  confn 

sion.  wlunn 
The   wholejionie   rejilm    i«;   piirired   of 

ntherw  here. 
Fritiuis.  thro'vonr  n»aiih<M«l  and  v«nir 

fi-alt y.  -  -  nnw 
Make  th»-ir  l:i*«t  heiul  like  Satan  in  the 

N<Tth. 
My    youiiL'er   kniL'hN.    im  w  niade,    in 

whoni  yoiir  tli»w«r 
Waits   to   N-     solid    fruit    nf    p>]den 

<le»ils.  too 

M«»ve  with  ine  tnwanl   their  ipiellin^, 
which  achievf«l. 
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Tbe  lonelleat  ways  mre  mtt  tram  ibon 

todkore. 
But  tbou,  Bir  Lancelot,  dttiog  la  nj 

EDCbA&'d    to-moiTow,  arbitottte    the 

Add; 
For  whenf  ora  ahouldat  tfaoa  care  to 

mingle  with  it, 
Only  to  ylekl   1117   Queen  her  own 

Speak,  Lancelot,  thou  art  rilent ;  Ii  It 
^weUT- 

Thereto  Sir  Idncelot  anawai'd:  'It 
U  well ; 
Tet  better  If  the   King   ■Ud^  and 

The  leading  of  hie  youngsr  kni^te  to 


Then  Arthur  rose  and  Laocelot  fol- 
low'd  him, 

And  while  Uiey  atood  without  the 
doora,  the  Klag 

Tum'd  to  him,  saying :  '  Is  it  then  so 
wellT 

Or  mine  the  blame  that  oft  I  seem  as 


Of  whom  w 


vrittcn,  "Atoundiaiu 


3"! 


Tbe  foot  that  loitera,  bidden  go,  — the 

glance 
That  onlj  seems  balMoTSl  to  com- 

A  manner  somewhat  fallen  from  rever- 

Or  have  I  dream'd  the  bearing  of  our 
kniphta  I  in 

Tells  of  a  manhood  ever  leas  and 
lower  7 

<)r  whence  the  fear  lest  this  my  realm, 
Hprear'd. 

II7   noble   deeds  at  one  with  noble 

From   fiat  confusion   and   brute   vio- 

icnces. 
Keel   back  Into  the  beast,  and   be 


^'^  spoke  and  taking  all  his  younger 
"^""t^y"*"  (^ty  rode,  and  shwply 


North  by  the  gatBL    ImimW 


WorUnc  a 

head. 

^d  ber  lofd  imh,  ai 

thataheri^'d. 
llien   rtn    aoOH   bar  mmi 

tfrantwitajmB 
Of  hrsone  Beriln,  '  Whan  ll 

From  the  great  deep  ttt  the  p 
hegoea.' 


Bat  wbai  the  n 

menb 
It  theaa  to  eanot  OtM  U 1 

caU'd 
Hie  TouniameBt  of  tha  Dn 

Kaka  with  a  wet  wbd  blowl 

oelot. 
Round  whoae  tick  head  all  ni; 


The  words 


of  prey, 
of  Arthui 


flying  t 


And  don  a  a,  strcetway  hung  w 

of  pure 
White  samite,  and  by  founts 

ning  wine. 
Where  childreD  sat  in  while  « 

of  gold, 
HoTed   to  ttie  lists,  and  th 

slow  sad  ateps 
Ascending,  flll'd  his  douhlei 

He  glanced  and  saw  the  its 

Dame,  damsel,  each  thio'  «< 

their  Queen 
White  robed  In  honor  of  Uie 

child. 
And  some  with  ■cattei'd  Jewi 


To  ears  but  half -awaked,  tbe 

roll 
Of  autumn  thunder,  and  tl 
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erer  the  wind  blew,  and  yellow- 
ing leaf. 

glooin  and  gleam,  and  diower  and 
riioni  ploma 
down  ft    Sighing  weariedly,  at 


rita  and  gaies  on  a  fMed  fire, 
an  Um  goodlier  guerta  are  past 
•way. 
ttieir  great  umpire  looking  o^er  the 

aaw  tfcie  lawa  that  nded  the  tourna- 
ment tte 
botspakonot;  once,  a  knight 
Baatdoiwn 

Mb  throne  of  arbitration  coreed 
dead  habe  and  the  foUiesof  the 

IDng: 
once  the  laoea  of  a  helmet  crack'd, 
riKm'd  him,  like  a  Termin  in  ita 
hole, 

a  narrow  fua    Anon  he 
heaid 

that  bQkm'd  round  the  bar- 
rienroar 
ooean-eounding  welcome  to  one 
^       knight, 
^■1  newlf  •entei'd,  taller  than  the  rest, 
Aad  armored   all   in  forest   green, 
whereon  170 

There  tript  a  hundred  tiny  nilTcr  deer. 
"  And  wearing  but  a  holly -spray  for 
crest. 
With  erer-scattering  berricH,  and  on 

shield 
A  spear,  a  harp,  a  bugle  — Trlnt mm 

—  hitc 
From  orer-seas  In  Brittany  n^tum'd. 
And  marriage  with  a  princeMs  of  that 

realm, 
laolt  the  White— Sir  THstram  of  the 

Woods  — 
Whom  Lancelot  knew,  had  held  some- 
time with  pain 
His  own  aninst  him,  and  now  yeamM 

to  snake 
The  burthen  oif  his  heart  in  one  full 
shod(  180 

With  Tristram  eyen  to  death.    His 

strong  hands  gript 
And  dinted  the  gilt  draironn  ri^ht  ami 

left, 
UntH  he  groan'd  for  wrath  —  80  many 

rhat  ware  their  ladies'  colors  on  the 
oaaquo 


Drew  from  before  Sir  Tristram  tc 

bounds, 
And  there  with  g^bes  and  flicki 

mockeries 
Stood,  while   he  muttered,   'Cr 

crests  I    O  shame ! 
What  faith  hare  these  in  whom 

sware  to  Ioto  T 
The  glory  of  our  Round  TM)le  1 

more.' 

80   Tristram   won,   and   Lan 

gave,  the  gems, 
Not  speaking  other  word  than,  ' 

thou  won? 
Art  thou  the  purest,  brother  t 

the  hand 
Wherewith  thou  takest  this  is  1 

to  whom 
Tristram,  half  plagued  by  Lance 

languorous  mood, 
Made  answer:    'Ay,  but  when 

toss  me  this 
Like  a  dry  bone  cast  to  some  hni 

hound T 
Let   be  thy  fkir   Queen's   fani 

Strength  of  heart 
And  might  of  limb,  but  mainly 

ami  skill, 
Are  winners  in  this  pastime  of 

King. 
My  hand  —  IxOiko  the  lance  hath  < 

upon  it  — 
Xo  blo<xi  of  mine,  I  tn)w ;  but  ()  < 

kni^'ht, 
Uljirht  unn  of  Arthur  in  the  ht 

tirent  brotiuT.  thou  nt>r  1  have  r 

tlM'  world ; 
Be  happy  in  thy  fair  Queen  aft 

mine.' 

And    Tristram  rouiwl    the    pa 

made  his  hi>rs<* 
Cani<»ole:    th»n   1h»\vM    his  horn 

bluntly  siiviiiir. 
'Fair  dii!n«M*js.  i-aih  to  him  who 

ships  ciuh 
S<»le  C^uii'U  of  I)4>autv  and  of  love 

hold 
This  day  my  Quiimi  of  Heauty  \n 

ln*re.' 
And  most  of  th«*s<*  wen?  mute.  ? 

anjirer'd.  oni* 
Murmurinir.    *All  eourtesv  in  «i< 

and  one. 
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•The  glory  of  our  Round  Table  is  no 

Tben  fell  tbich  rain,  plume  dronpt 
and  mantle  clung. 
And  pettisli  crira  nwoke,  and  the  wan 

Went   glooming   down  in  wet   and 

But  under  her  black  brows  a  swanh; 

alirilly,  crj-icg:  'Praise  Ihe 

■  white  day  of  Innocence  hath 

..asl. 

imewhat  draggled  at  the  skirt, 

M  be  it. 

■lirop   ODly,   flowering  thro' 

3  the  world   as  blank  as 
■Ude. 
It  >iB  gladden  their  Bad  eyes, 

.d  L,_._-lot'8.  at  ILia  nlghfa  soieni' 


80  dume  and  damsel  glittci'd  at  the 
feast 
Toriousiy  gay ;   for  be  that  tells  the 

IJken'd    them,  saying,  as  when 

hour  of  cold 
Falls  on  the  mountain  in  midsummer 

snows, 
And  all  the  purple  slopes  of  mountain 

flowers 
Pass  under  white,  till  the  worm  hour 

With  veer  of  wind  and  all  are  flowers 

again. 
Bo  dame  and  damsel  cast  the  simple 

And   glowing   in  all  colors,   the  live 

Rose -campion,      bluebell,      kingcup, 

poppy,  glanced 
About  the  revels,  and  with  mirth  so 

Beyond  M  use,  that,  half-ainazcd, 
the  Queen. 

And  wroth  at  Tristram  and  Uie  law- 
less Jousts. 

Brake  up  their  sportt^  then  slowly  to 
her  bower 


Pmed.  and   in   her  boHutn  nin  « 
lord.  "^ 

And  little  Dagonet  on  the  mom 

High  over  all  tie  yellowing  uunit 

Danoed  like  a  wiiher-d  leaf  before  I 

hall. 
Then  Tristiwn  aaying,  ■  Why  Ma  1 

so,  BirFool!'  '       '■ 

"ffbeel'd   round  on   either  bed.  D 

gonet  replied, 
'Belike  for  lack  of  wiser  compMij- 
O'  '"-ng  fool,  and  seeing  too  uucb  w 
i.ia»i      the  worid  rotten,  why   1^ 

I  skip  ' 

To  k    3w  myself  the  wisest  knighto 

'Ay,    fool,"  said  Tiialram,  •bufii 

talinp  dry 
To  di  ice  witliout  a  CAtcb,  a  rounddii 
To  I    ice  to.'    Then  he  twaairinl  a 

his  harp.  „ 

And     hile  he  twan^Ied  ttttle  DwanM 

stood 
Quiet  u  any  w&ter-aoddco  W 
Htay'c  in  the  wandering  worolv  of  1 

But  when  the  twaDgling  eudetl.  tkiu 

Bjrain; 
And  being  ask'd,  'Why  skint  vrnol, 

Sir  Foot?'  ' 

fttade  answer,   'I  had  liefer  twenlj 

Skip  to  the  broken  music  of  mybnim 
Than   any  broken  music   thou  oiul 

Then  Tristram,  waiting  for  th«  qiup 

■  Good  now,  what  music  have  I  brokM, 

foolt' 
And  little  Dagonet,  skipping,  •  Ailliiic, 

the  King's; 
For  wlien  thou  playest  that  air  will 

Queen  Isolt. 
Thou  makest  broken  tnuric  with  tbi 

bride. 
Her  daintier  aamesakc  dovm  in  Brit 

And  so  thou  breakesl  Arthur'a  musli 

'Save  for  Ihat  broken  music  in  ihi 

Sir  Fool,"  said    Trislnun,    'I  wouk 
break  thy  head. 
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ime  late,  the  heathen  wars 

•eo'er, 

lad  flown,  we  aware  but  by 

shell  —  S70 

i  fool  td  reason  with  a  fool  — 

>u  art  crabb'd  and  sour ;  but 

1  me  down, 

net,  one  of  thy  long  asses' 

». 

en  if  my  music  be  not  true. 

ore  —  free  field — we  love  but 
i  we  may. 
are  hiuh'd,  their  music  is  no 

• 

deacL  the  yearning  pa^t  away. 
tew  life — the  days  of  frost  are 

ew  love,  to  suit  the  newer  day; 
are  sweet  as  those  that  went  be- 

280 
-  free  field  —  we  love  but  while 
lay." 

ght  have  moved  slowmea- 
L»  to  mv  tune, 

1   stock-still.     I  made  it  in 
woods, 

d  it  ring  as  true  as  tested 
d/ 

gonet  with  one  foot  poised 

lis  hand : 

did  ye  mark  tliat   foimtain 

lerday, 

run   wine?  —  but   this  hiul 

itself 
like  a  long   life   to  u  sour 

n  that  round  it  sat  with 
den  cups 

tie  wine  to  whosoever  came  — 
ve  small  dawos<>lH  \vhit<>  as 
(KX'nce,  291 

)f  poor  Innorencc  the  \m\n\ 

the  gems  which  Innocence 

Queen 
he  King,  and  Innocence  tlie 

a  prize  —  and  one  of  tliose 
ite  slips 
er  cup  and  piped,  tlie  pn'tty 

irink.  Sir  F<k)1."  and  there- 
>n  I  drank. 

ih  —  the  cup  was  gold,  the 
Qght  was  mud.' 


And  Tristram :   '  Was  it  muddier 

than  thy  gibes  ? 
Is  all  the  laughter  gone  dead  out  of 

thee  ?  —  soo 

Not  marking   how    the   knighthood 

mock  thee»  fool — 
"Fear    God:  honor    the  King  —  his 

one  true  knight  — 
Sole  follower  of  the  vows  '*  —  for  here 

be  they 
Who  knew  thee  swine  enow  before  I 

came, 
Smuttier   than    blasted  grain.      But 

when  the  King 
Had  made  thee  fool,  thy  vanity  so 

shot  up 
It  frighted  all  free  fool  from  out  thy 

heart; 
Which  left  thee  less  than  fool,   and 

less  than  swine, 
A  naked   aujrht  —  yet  swine  I  hold 

thee  still, 
For  I  have  flung  thee  pearls  and  find 

thee  swine.'  310 

And   little  Dagonet  mincing  with 

his  feet : 
'  Knight,   an    ye    fling    those  rubies 

round  my  neck 
In   lieu   of  hers.   I  '11  hold  thou  hast 

some  touch 
Of  music,   since   I  care  not  for   thy 

pearls. 
Swine?      I    have   wallow'd,    I    have 

wash'd —  the  world 
Is  flesh  and  shadow  —  I  liave  had  my 

day. 
The  dirty   tiurse,  Exixirience,  in  her 

kind 
Hath  foul'd  me — an  I  wallow'd,  then 

1  wash'd  — 
I  have  luid  niy  day  and  my  philoso- 
phies — 
And  thank   the  LonI  I  am  King  Ar 

th\ir's  f(K)l.  3io 

Swine,  sjiy  ye  ?    swine,  goats,   as.si*s, 

rams,  and  >rees<» 
Tn)op'd  ro\nnl  a  Paynini  harixT  once, 

who  thrumm'd 
On     such     a    wire    as    musically    lis 

thou 
Some    such   fine  song  —  but   never  a 

kind's  fool.' 

And  Tristram,  'Then  were  swine, 
goats,  asses,  geese 


I 

1 

i 


That  harpest  downward  I    Dost  thou 

know  the  star 
We  call  the  Harp  of  Arthur  up  in 

heaven  ?  * 

And  Tristium,  «Ay,  8hr  Fool,  for 

when  our  King 
Was  victor  wellnigh  day  by  day,  the 

knightf, 
Glorying  in  each  new  glory,  set  his 

name 
High  on  all  hills  and  in  the  signs  of 

heaven.' 

And  Dagonet  answer'd :  '  Ay,  and 

when  the  land 
Wat  freed,  and  the  Queen  false,  ye 

set  yourself 
To  babble  about  him,  all  to  show  your 

wit—  J40 

And  whether  he  were  king  by  cour 
tcsy. 


mir  down 


Or  kiug  by  right  —  and  so  went  harp- 

The  black  king's  highway,  got  so  for 

and  grew 
80  witty  that  ye  play*d  at  ducks  and 

drakes 
With  Arthur's  vows  on  the  great  lake 

of  fire. 
Tuwhoo  1  do  ye  see  it  ?  do  ye  see  the 

star?' 


Andd< 

a^i 
But  thro 

nu 
And  flolit 
RodeTri 

th< 
Before  h 

Is< 
With  ml 
Past,  as 

wc 
Made  du 

ey< 
For  all 

pel 
Anon  the 

blc 
Unnifflin 
Of  one  i 

tui 
But  at  th 
Or  even 

agi 

So  on  f 
la\< 

Thro'  ma 
rod 

A  lodge 
boi 
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Then  cried  the   Breton,    'Look,   hi 

hand  is  red  I 
These  be  no    rubies,   this  is  froze 

bliMHl. 

And  melts  within  her  bund  —  lier  hiiE 

is  hot 
With  ill  desires,  but  this  I  gave  the 

look. 
Is  all  as  cool  and  white  as  any  tlowei 
Follow'd  a  rush  of  eagle's  wings,  ai 

then 
A  whimpering  of  the  spirit  of  tl 

child. 
Because  the  twain  had  spoiPd  her  ca 

canet 

He  dn?amM  ;    but   Arthur  with 

hundrud  spears 
Bo<le  far,  till  oVr  the  illinn'tablr  rrn 
And  many  a  glancing  plash  and  su 

lowy  isl«\  4 

The  widf-wing'd  sunset  of  the  misi 

inarsli 
(ihircd  on  a  huge  iuachicDlated  towe 
That  st<Mni  with  open  dcM^rs.  \vliereoi 

was  rnllM 


Vith  six  or  seven,  when  Tristram  was 
away, 

kjid  suatch'd  her  thence,  yet,  dread- 
ing worse  than  shame 
warrior  Tristram,  spake  not  any 
word, 

ftut  bode  his  hour,  devising  wretched- 
ness. 

Ami  now  that  desert  lodge  to  Tris- 
tram lookt 
"^  sweet  that,  halting,  in  he  past  and 

sank 
KDown   on  a  drift  of  foliage  random- 
blown; 
but  coidd  not  rest  for  musing  how  to 

smooth 
^iid  sleek  his  iiuirriage  over  to  the 

queen.  390 

Perehan<-e  in  lone  Tintagil  far  from 

all 
The  ton^uestera  of  tlie  court  she  had 

not  herinl. 
But  then  what  follv  had  sent  him  over- 

seas 
After   she   left    liini   lonely  here  ?    a  i 

name?  i  A  roar  of  rioi.  as  from  men  s<*<Mire 

\\\is  it  the  name  of  i>ne  in  Brittany,         Amid  their  mar>li«'s.  rutlians  at  the 
Is-i^t.    the     dauglit4T    of    the    king'.''  eas** 

•  I»»i>lt  Ani«)iii:    tlirir    harlot  briiles.   an    e\ 

(){  rln-  White  Hands'  they  eallM  her  :  sniii:. 

the  swert  nauM*  •  LotlnTi'."  sjiidonciif  Arthur'>  youtl 

Ali-ii'il  him  lirst,  ami  then  the  mai<l  fitr  tliere. 

In  r-^'lf,  I  lliirli  DM  a  irrini  di-ad  tn-i-  In  fiin-  il 

Wh.f  -t-rvi  d  him  well  with  those  white  tow  rr. 

hari'U 'jf  hers.  A  "Ttxtllv  bmiliir  <»t"  ihiTalil*'  |{<>iii 

Alt'!  lovi'd  him  well,  until  himself  li:i<l     Swiiiii:    by    tin-    m-i  k  ;    an-i    an    tl 

thonirlit  4.  Imiiii:1i'^  a  ^hii-M  « 

II"  1  i\rd  her  alv).  wi-«l«|etl  easily.  Show  iiiL' a -^Imw  «r  i'?"  hi 1  in  a  !i<- 

Bii  I»*ft  Iht  all  a-'-asily.  aiul  returiiM.  i.-iir. 

Thi-    blaik  blue    Irislt    hair   an<l    Iri<*h     Ami  tii«ri  iM-jilf  a  horn,  intl.-iiin  il  :l 

eyes  kiiijii:-* 

11  ul  drawn  him  home — what  marvel  V     At     th;if    lii-li'innr    »i  H'-    »li«-    L':i«lt 

thttj  h«*  laid  *-i"i'". 

IIi<t  bri>w*«  upon  the  drifte<l  h-af  aii'l     Ti!)  « .t-h  wn;)!  1 !  i»!i  rh-    -!:  1  iii  ai 

ilream'il.  \>^^■^\  :\^^   h •■•■1 

li'i!  Ai'lu.r  \\  r. '  'i  !  !i'  III  1'  I'  k      Ai'-r 
III-    >iei'iii'd    to    pan-    tin-    >«:rainl    ■■♦  h«    i'-!'- 

Brittany  'rii' :.    ..t    ili'    •:;.    liir->.    i    ir   ..l"    '\ 

B»-!W'»-u  In.ilt  iif  Britain  a!. '1  hi' !'!  i<l«  .  .:•:»'  !■   •: 

.\riil  .-h'lwd  tlitiii  b..fli  tin- riii'V  ihaiii.  .  Til  i'    -  ;;•    Mi-    :  ■■  ■       '     .  ".    '!:•    ii;  ii- 

and  both  i!   i- 

B*-::aii     to    stniiTL'h-     for    ii.    fill     \\\>     An   ••••r    u;  a  .u:  r  .-'i  •  .•    -•■■rni    ai 

jjueeii  '  ■  !     .il 

Gruxpt  it  Holmnithatall  her  ha'iil  ua<    Of  ^^hi  i*  k  a;.:  )•!  iiii<    'h-    iC'iiKtiij! 


red. 


4"» 


I 


hiMPJ.  a!i<l  all. 
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Bvao  to  tipmoat  laace  and  topmoat 

helm. 
In  blood-red  umor  HtUytog,  bowl'd  to 

the  King: 

"The  teeth  of  Hell  flaj  bm  wd 

gnash  thee  flat  I — 
ho  1  art  thou  not  that  eunndi-heatted 

Uns 
Who  &hi  had  dipt  free  manhood  trnm 

the  world  — 
Tte  woman-wonhipperT  Yea.  God*! 

cone,  and  II 
Slain  iraa  the  brother  of  mv  patamoor 
By  a  knight  of  thine,  and  I  ttiat  heard 

ber  whine 
And  mlrel,  being  eunuch-hearted  too, 
Bwaie   hy    the    ecorplon-wann   that 

twbta  hi  hall  410 

And  otinga  Itaelf  to  ererlastlng  deaUi, 
To  hang  whatever  knight  of  Qiine  I 


He  ended.    Arthur  knew  the  voice ; 
the  face 
WellDigh  was  helmet-hidden,  and  the 

Went  wandering  Bomewheie  darkling 

in  bis  mind. 
And  Arthur  delgn'd  not  use  of  word 

But  let  the  drunkard,  as  he  stretcb'd 

from  horse 
To  strike  him,  orerbHlanclng  hla  bulk, 
Down  from  Uie  causeway  heavily  to 

the  swamp  460 

Fall,  as  the  crest  of  some  alow-arching 

Heard  In  dead  night  along  that  table- 
Drops  Qat,  and  after  the  great  waters 

Whitening  for  half  a  league,  and  thin 
thenmelveB, 

Far  over  sands  marbled  with  moon 
and  cloud. 

From  less  and  less  to  nothing  :  thus 
he  fell 

Head-heavy.  Then  the  knights,  who 
wftt<'h'd  him,  roar'd 

And  phouted  and  leapt  down  upon 
the  fiitlen, 

There  trampled  out  his  face  from  be- 
ing known, 


And  MDk  Us  head  In  irfn^  M 

Nv  heard  tbe  mog  te  m 
glM,  bntaprang      '__ 

Thra^ open  doat%  aadnHidl 
and  left 


Tfll  an  the  lafunnngwllk' 

.ft, 


Which  iaU  tbat  « 

thaUn  North, 
Red-poUng  up  xtavf  AMhmi 
Made  all  ibvn  It,  aid  a  I 

About  It,  as  the  water  Uoaba 
Come  round  by  the  east,  and 

ycmd  them  flush'd 
Tbe  long  low  dune  and  laiy-pl 


80  all  tbe  wayi  were  safe  bn 

But  in  the  heart  of  Artfanr  n 
l<nd. 

Then,  out  of  Triatram  wiU 

red  dream 
Fled  with  a  shout,  and  that  Iv 

retum'd, 
Hld-foreat,  and  the  wind  tn 

boughs. 
He  whistl^  Un  good  war-hon 

graae 
Among  the  forest  greens,  Taolt 

erer-ib 


igtheh 
And  rode  beneath  a 


TIU  one  lone  woman,  wecplni 

croos, 
Stay'dhim.   'Wbyweepyel' 

die  said,  '  my  man 
HaUileftmeorUdead:'  vi> 

thought  — 
'  What,  if  she  hate  me  BOW  t 

nottUa. 
What,  If  ahe  lore  ma  itfll  T 

not  that. 
I  know  not  what  X  mold '— 
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H  wif^p  not  thou,  li'st,  if  thy  mate 

rvtiim, 
finii  thy  favor  changcil  and  love 
Uire  not  *  — 
len  prossinjf  day  by  day  thro'  Lyon- 
nesAi*  sou 

Ast  in  a  roky  hollow.  iK'Hiii;;.  heanl    | 
lie  houiiii**  of   Mark,   and   felt    the  ; 
^iNMlly  hounds  | 

i'elp  at  hiH  heart,  but,  turning.  ])ast  \ 
ami  train 'd  i 

rintairil,  lialf  in  sea  and  high  on  land,  ; 
A  crown  of  towers. 

Down  in  a  caflomont  sat. 
A  low  s<*a-siniset  gh^n'ing  round  her  . 

hair  "  \ 

Anil  >rl«»j*!<y  thn»ated  i;ran',  Isolt  the  i 

HUf»*n. 
And  whfU  Hlie  lii'ani  the  feet  of  Tris- 

tnini  grind 
The  spirin;?  stone  that  sealed  alNHit 

her  lower,  i 

Klu«Ji'il.  st:irt«-<l.  nirt  him  at  thediKirs,  : 

and  iht-re  5i>i 

]ii'iT«d   hi-  ImmIv  with  her  white  em- 

lirai'i'. 
i'ryi ML' aloud  :  *  Not  Mark  —  imt  Mark. 

my  soul  I 
Th»'  f«»»tM«'p  llutttT'd  mi' lit  lir-t-ii'tt 

hi-: 
<'atiiki'  thro"  his  own  <:ist!i'  sti-aN  mv 

Mark. 
But  warrior  wise  thou   strid«st    tlim' 

his  halls 
Who  hat's  till'*',  as  I  Iiim  —  even   !■» 

till-  diath. 
My  Siiul.  I  ffit  my  hatp'i]  fiT  my  Mark 
i^^ii  ki  n   within    rm-.   ami    kn>w    that 

thou  WfTt  liiLrh.' 
T**  «hnm  Sir  Tristram  ^miliiiL*'.  '  I  am 

Ihti"  : 
Let  U-  thy  Mark,  si-iin^'  !»•■  i-iimi  ihini-  * 

Anil  ilrawini:  s.iiiii\\  hat    1i:tik\vard 

"•III-  ri|illid:  ;.i 

<'an  li«'  !»e  wr'iiiL''"d  \\\in  is  n. .f  •  \.  i; 

his  i»\\n. 
But  siivi-  fi»r  iln'ail  "f  'li'«   hrt-l  l.i-i*.  •; 

m»'. 
Sf-nitrird.  birti'Ti.  Mi'nl«'l    man  ■!  !::• 

si»mi-h'»\v       Mark  ; 
What    riL'ht.s   an-    hi-   liiit    d-in-    r.<>' 

«*trikf  for  tie  m  ".' 
Not  lift  H  liand  —  lint,  tho    h"  found 

me  thuii: 


But  harken  !  have  ye  met  him  ?  h< 

he  went 
To-4lay  ff)r  three  days'  hunting - 

he  said  — 
Ami  so  returns  Udike  within  an  h 
Mark's  way,  my  soul !  —  but  eat 

thou  witli  Mark, 
Because  he  hates  thee  even  more  t 

fears, 
Nordrink;  and  when  thou  pas8i*st 

w«)<xl 
Close  vizor,  lest  an  arrow  from 

bush 
Shoulfl  leave  me  all  alone  with  > 

and  hell. 
My  G(mI.  the  measure  of  my  hate 

Mark 
Is  as  the  measure  of  my  love  for  th 

So,  pluck'd  one  way  by  hate 

i>ne  by  love. 
Drain'd  of  hrr  force,  again  she 

and  spake 
To  Tristram,  as  he  km -It  before 

siiying: 
'()  hunter,  and  (>  blowi-r  of  the  h< 
llarpi-r.  and   thou  hast  iMrn  a  r 

tlM>. 

For.  t-re  1  mat<-d  with  my  shandi 

kimr. 
Vi'  twain    had    fal]«ii    out    alniut 

bi  idi- 
Of  niir      hi-  nami' is  out  iif  m»'  — 

pri/i-. 
If  pri/.i'  -hr  Wire --   win!  marvil 

shr  mnl'l   -•■«■ 

Thin*'.    lrir!iil  .     anil    fvi-r   sinrr 

I  ra\  iTi  -I'l  k- 
Tii  wpik   ihii-  vill:iinini-ly  -  -  hu 

>ir  Khijjit. 
Whit  ilaiHi-  nr  ilnn-i-l  liavi-  yr  kr 

t'»  I.I-!  V  ' 

Aii'l  'I'l  ■-•I'.iiii       l.:i-.T  !ii  my  1 

I'r.iMi'-;-  ■. 
II-  1'    li-A   •••  nr.    ■   ■!•  ■  !i    |i:i!.iirii. 

1    ■.  ■■ 
Ari'l      i    ■.  •  '  •■•  »-        :i\".     1"'.  •  !:•  r 

■,\  I  .  ■.   '  ■  -• 
If.  r  1: 1.-  •■•:•"•  '■';  ■    irp-Ui;! 

**i:l;r  l'  !:  -Tii  Ir-  I.imI.* 

S.:'l\    :  .-i/l. 
*  Kl.ittiT  in-   iii»t.  Ii-r  h.i'.ii  Ji"! 
i^in  ''n 
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My  dole  of  beauty  trebled  t'  ami  he 

HBid: 
'Ber  btanOj  Is  her  beauty,  and  tblne 

thine. 
And  tidne  i«  mora  to  me  —tott,  gn- 

dous.  Uid— 
Sktb  when  tlij  Hwk  ia  kindled  on  tbj 

Ijpa 
Uoat  gtidoQB ;  but  sbe,  bxa^tj,  erea 

L«noelot;  for  1  have  «een  him  won 
enow  jfiD 

To  make  one  doubt  if  evei  the  great 
Qiuen 

Bare  yioded  blm  her  lore.' 


To  whom  bolt : 
'Ah,  then,  false  hunter    and    Use 

harper,  thou 
Who  bnkest  Um/  the  scni{de  of  tny 

bond, 
OdUng  tne  thy  white  bind,  and  saying 

That  Guinevere  bad  sion'd  agunat  the 

highest. 
And  I  —  misyoked  with  such  a  want 


He  answer'd :  '  O  my  soul,  be  com- 
forted! 

If  tbts  be  sweet,  to  sin  in  leadin;;- 
strioga,  J70 

If  here  be  comfort,  and  if  ours  be 

Crotva'd    ivsirant    bad    we    for  the 

crowning  sin 
That  made  us  liappy :  but  bow  yc 

greet  me  —  fear 
And  fault  and  doubt  —  no  word  of 

that  foiui  tale — 
Thy  deep  heart -y earnings,  thy  sweet 


Watclid   from   lliis  lower.     Iscdl  (P 

BriiMJD  dasb'd 
Before     Isolt     of    Brittany    oii    Ikt 

strand. 
Vr'ould  that  hare  chill'd  her  bride  kin! 

Wedded  lieri 
Fought     in     her     faUier's     balUn! 

wounded  there  ? 
Th«  King  was  all  fulfiU'd  with  gnh 

fulness, 
And  she,  my  namesake  of  lite  handt 

that  beai'd 
Thy  hurt  aud  heart  with  unguent  iri 

Well  — can    I    wi^  her  an;  hugtt 

Thau  having  known   Ibfn  f   her  Wt 

bast  thou  left 
To   pine  and  wasl«   in    thoaa  swtct 


Of  Tristram  in  that  year  he  was  away.' 

And,     saddening   on    the    sudden, 

spake  tsoh : 
'  I  had  forgolli'n  all  in  my  strong  Joy 
To  see  thee  —  yeanlings?  —  ayl   for. 

hour  by  hour. 
Here  in  the  never-ended  afternoon,  5S0 
O.  sweeter  thsn  all  rocmories  of  thee. 
Deeper  than  say  yearnings  after  tliee 
8eem'd    those  fur-rolling,   westward- 

smilltig  seas. 


O,  V 


I  not  my  Mark's,  bf  i^K 


And  Tristram,  foodling  ber  H^ 

hands,  replied : 
'Grace,  queen,  for  being  loved;  A( 

loved  me  well. 
Did  I  love  bert  the  name  at  least  1 

IsoltT— I    fought    his    batUea,  foi 

Isolt! 
The  night  was  dark ;  the  true  star  set 

bolt!  6. 

The  name  was  ruler  of  the  dark- 

IsoltT 
Care  not  for  bei  t  parent,  and  prayei 

ful.  meek. 
Pale-blooded,  she  will  yield  beraeU  » 

God.' 

And  Isolt  answer'd :  '  Yea,  uid  wk 
not  1 T 
Mine  is  the  larger  need,  who  am  nc 

Pale-blooded,  prajerfu).    Let  me  td 

thee  now. 
Hero   one   black,  mute   midsnmme 

night  I  sat. 
Lonely,  but  muataig  on  Hwe^  woode 

ing  where, 
MiuTnunng  a  light  aong  I  had  bean 

thee  sing. 
And  on(«  or  twice  I  igtka  Uty  nan 

aloud.  fe 
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then  flaah*d  a  leTinbrand ;  and  near 

me  stood. 
In  fuming  sulphur  blue  and  green,  a 

fiend  — 
Mark's  way  to  steal  behind  one  in  the 

dark  — 
Kor  there  was  Mark  :  "  He  has  wedded 

her,'*  he  said, 
N'ot  said,   but    hiss'd  it;    then  this 

crown  of  towers 
So  shook  to  such  a  roar  of  all  the 

sky. 
That  here  in  utter  dark   I  swoonM 

away. 
And  woke  again  in  utter  dark,  ami 

cri«l, 
"  I  will  flee  hence  and  give  myself  to 

God"  — 
And    thou  wert   lying   in    thy  new 

leman's  arms!'  620 

Then  Tristram,  ever  dallying  with 

her  hand, 
'May  God  be  with  thee,  swoet,  when 

old  and  gray, 
And   past  <k'sirc  I '  a  siiyin>^  thjit  aii- 

^itM  Iut. 
•  **  May  'iod  Ix*  with  tlieo,  sw<M*t,  wlu-n 

thou  jirt  old, 
And  swret  no  more  to  mr  !  "     I  iichI 

Ilim  now. 
F'«ir  when  lnul  I>an(:»'lot  uttcrM  iiuirht 

so  pross 
Kvi'n  to  the  Rwinehenl's  nmlkiu  in  tin- 

must  ? 
The    great cT  man   tlio    ^rratcr   cour- 
ts v. 
Far  other  was  the  Tristmm.  Arthur's 

kni^rht ! 
But  thou  thro'  ever  hurryiiiL:  tliy  wil<l 

iK'asts —  '1 .  j 

Save  that  to  tourh  a  harj).  tilt   uitli  a  ' 

lanre 
iJ^Ttim'-H  thcM*  well  —  art   urown  \vil<l 

beast  thvHi'lf. 
ilow  <lan»Ht  thou,  if  lovr.   jmi^Ii    ih'   ■ 

even 
In    fanev   from  thy  si«i«',  ainl  M-t   nn 

far 
[n    the    irmv    distiiuc**.    h.ilf    a    l:t« 

awav, 
fiertolK'  fovnl  no  mor''  .'     I'li-ay  it. 

unHweur !  1 

r^alter  me  nitlier.  m'<'in«'  iiif  s. >  w.  .ik.  ' 
lirr>ken  with  Mark  :in<l  1mi<-  miil  soli 

tude. 


Thy  marriage  and  mine  own,  that 

should  suck 
Lies  like  sweet  winea     Lie  to  me  ; 

believe.  6^ 

Will  ye  not  lie  ?  not  swear,  as  ther 

ye  kneel. 
And  solemnly  as  when  ye  sware  to  hin: 
The  man    of    men,   our  King — M 

G(xl.  the  power 
Was  once  in  vowtj  when  men  believe 

the  King ! 
They  lie<l  not  then  who  sware,  an 

thro'  their  vows 
The  King  prevailing  maile  his  reah 

—  I  say, 
Swear  to  me  thou  wilt  love  me  eve 

when  old, 
Gray-hair'd,  and  past  desire,  and  i 

despair.' 

Then  Tristram,  pacing  moodily  u 

and  down  ; 
'  Vows  I  did  you  keep  the  vow  yo 

made  to  Mark  6; 

More   tlian    I   mine?     Lied,   say   ye 

Nay.  but  learnt, 
The  vow  that  binds  too  strictly  wiaii 

it-irlf- 
My  kniirhllunxl  tauL'ht  me  this— av 

Ix'iui:  suapt  — 
We    nui    more    counter    to   the   roi 

tlwnMif 
Than  had  we  never  sworn.     I  swm 

no  more. 
I  swon*  to  thr  irrcat  KIiil:  and  am  foi 

sworn. 
For   oner— rvi-n    to    the    heiirht  — 

lionor'd  him. 
'*  Man.  i**  \n-  man  at  all  '!"  mcthoiii^dit 

when  (irst 
I  nwl*'  from  our  roiiLrh  L\onn«'s.»4«',  juk 

brh.-M 
Tli'it  victor  of  tin-   IViL'an   thronrd   i 

hall    - 
Hi**  hair,  a  "-un  th  i^    rjy'«l  trorn  otT 

blow 
l,ik«'    hill  -now    liii.'li    in    h'-iv«'n,    ih 

sl»-i  1  bill'-  *\  I  '. 
Tb*'  L'ol(|.  n  b'  ir>l  tli  i'  <  ;..'ln'd  lii"  lip 

w  iili  b-br 
^I■•^lo\^r.    fli.i'     W'.i  1    !•   '■  iid    of    hi 

•  lirth. 
Willi  .\I*  r!iM">  ni\ -ii«  l-ib'.'i- about  hi 

end 
Anui/<d  inr  ;   thm.  \ii^  foot    wa**  t»n  , 

ht«A>l 
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Shaped  u  «  dragon ;  he  a 


But  HEcbael  trampUng  Satan;  w  I 

■ware, 
Betng  amased.    But  this  weot  l:^ — 

The  tows  I 
O,  »y  —  the  irholeeome  madness  of  an 

hour —  6j«i 

Thej  served  their  use,  their  time  ;  for 


And  every  follower  eyed  him  as  a 

God; 
Till  he,  befog  lifted  up  bejond  hint- 

sell. 
Did  mightier  deeds  than  eUewise  he 

Iwd  done. 
And  BO  the  realm  vasmade.    Bat  then 

First  mainly  thro'  that  sullying  of  our 

Queen  — 
Began  to  gall  the  knighthood,  asking 

Had  Arthur  tight  to  bind  them  to 

himself? 
Dropt  down   from    heaven  T    wasb'd 

up  from  out  the  deep  t  680 

Tbey  fail'd  to  trace  him  thro'  the  flcsih 

and  blood 
Of  our  old  kings.      Whence  then  T  a 

doubtful  lord 
To  bind  them  by  inviolable  vows, 
With  flesh  and  blood  perforce  would 

violate ; 
For  feel  this  arm  of  mine  — the  tjde 

within 
Red   with    free    chase    and   heather- 

Bccuted  sir, 
Pulsing  full  :Dan.     Can  Arthur  make 

As  any  maiden  child  I  lock  up  my 

tongue 
E>om    utli^ring  freely  what  I  freely 

hear? 
Bind  me  to  one?    The  wide  world 

laughs  at  it.  iv> 

And  worldling  of  the  world  am  I,  and 

The  ptarmigan  that  whitens  ere  his 

WooB  his  own  end  ;  we  ore  not  angels 

Hor  shall   be.     Vows— I   am  wood- 
man of  the  woods. 
And  bear  the  garnet  headedjafflngale 


Hock  Uiem — my  aoul,  1 

while  we  may;  ^     ^ 

And  therefore  is  my  lonniSVi 


Here  ending,  he  ncmd 

anddiesikl: 
'  Good :  an  I  tum'd  awar 

theo 
To  Mome  one  thrloe  m 

thyidf— 
For   coarteay    nfoa 

weU 
As  vskr  Bux,  bat  k*  tM  ri 

both 
la  perfect,  be  te  I 

deed, 
Reder  (ud  oonellar,  I 

This  knigbtliest  of  all  I 

cast  thee  back 
Thine  own  small  saw,  "Welonlj 

while  we  may," 
WeU  then,  what  answer?' 

He  that  while  ite  4 
Mindful  of  what  he  brou^  toi 

her  with, 
The  jewels,  had  let  one  flogv  l| 

The  warm  white  apple  otbm* 


'  Press 


replied, 
I  thiaa 


litde  doMT,  ■ 


Come,  I  am  hunger'd  and  Ul 

—meat. 
Wine,  wliK— and  I  will  km 

the  death. 
And  out  beyood  Into  tte  d 

Bo  then,  when  both  wen 

to  full  accon). 
She  rose,  and  set  before  Ui 

wHl-d; 
And  after  tbeae  bftd      _ 

blood  1 

With  meats  and  wiiie%  i^  ■! 

their  heaita — 
Now  talking  of  their 

diM, 
The  deer,  the  dewa,  tiM   In 

fonnta,  the  Uwaa; 
Now  mocUng  at  du  mnA  WH 

nen, 
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1  cxETen  ihift8»  and  long  crane  legs 

ofMark— 
m  Tristram  laughing  caught  the 

harp  and  sang: 

Aj,  mj,  0^  ay  — the  winds  that  bend 

th«  brier! 
lar  in  heaTen,  m  sUr  within  the  mere  I 
■y,  O,  a  J —  m  star  was  my  desire, 
I  one  was  far  apart  and  one  was  near, 
ay,  O,  ay— the  winds  that  bow  the 

Vrassl  7«9 

I  one  was  water  and  one  star  was  fire, 
I  one  will  ever  shine  and  one  will  pass, 
ay,  O,  av  —  the  winds  that  move  the 

merel' 

lien  in  the  light's  last  glimmer 

Tristram  show'd 
1  swung  the  ruby  carcanet    She 

cried, 
le  oolhur  of  some  Order,  which  our 

King 
ii  newly  founded,  all  for  thee,  my 

aoul, 
thee,  to  yield  thee  grace  beyond 

thy  peers.' 

Not  so,  my  queen/  he  said,  'but 

the  red  fruit 
»wn  on  a  magic  oak-tree  in  mid 

heaven, 
1  won  by  Tristram  as  a  tounioy- 

prize,  740 

i  hither  brought  by  Tristram  for 

his  last 
e-ofTering  and  peace-oflering  unto 

thee.' 

[e  spoke,  he  tum'd,  then,  flinging 

roimd  her  neck, 
»pt  it.  and  cried,  *  Thine  Onler,  O 

my  queen ! ' 
..    while  he  bow'd    to    kiss    the 

iewell'd  throat, 
of  the  dark,  Just  as  the  lips  lia<i 

touch'd, 
timi    him    rose  a  shadow  and  a 

shriek  — 
irk's  wav.'  said   Mark,  an<l  cIdvo 

him  thro'  the  briiin. 

hat  night  came  Arthur  homo,  and 

while  he  climb'd. 
in  a  death-dumb  aututnii  tlrippin^  ' 

gloom, 
»  stairway  to  the  hall,  and  luokd 

and  saw 


The  great  Queen's  bower  was  dark,  — 

about  his  feet 
A  voice  clung  sobbing  till  he  ques- 

tiond  it, 
'  What  art  thou  ? '  and  the  voice  about 

his  feet 
Sent  up  an  answer,  sobbing,  'I  am 

thy  fool. 
And  I  shall  never  make  thee  smile 

again.' 
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QuEBN  QuiNEVERB  had  fled  the  court, 

and  sat 
There  in  the  holy  house  at  Almesbury 
Weeping,  none  with  her  save  a  little 

maid, 
A  novice.  One  low  light  betwixt  them 

bum'd 
Blurr'd  by  the  creeping  mist,  for  all 

abroad, 
Beii(*ath  u  moon  unseen  albeit  at  full. 
The  white  mist,  like  a  facecloth   to 

the  face, 
(-luug  to  the  dmd  earth,  and  the  land 

was  still. 

For  hither  had  she  flwl.  her  cause  of 

tlight 
Sir    M(Klred;    he   that   like  a  subtle 

beast  !• 

Lay  couchant  with  his  eyes  upon  the 

throne. 
Ready  to  spring,  waiting  a  chance. 

For  tills 
He  chill'd  the  popular  j>niis(»s  of  the 

Kini; 
With  silrnt  smiles  of  slow  disparage- 

m«'nt  : 
And  tam{MT'd  with  the  Lords  of  the 

White  llorsr. 
Heathen,  tln'  brootl  by  H«*n.jj:ist  left 

and  xHicht 
To  maki*  disrupt  ion  in  thr  Tal»!«'  K«>unil 
Of  .Vrthur.  ami  tosplinti-r  "t  into  fi'ud> 
S«Tvinir  his  traitoroti^md  ;  and  all  lii** 

aims 
W«*n'    *»harprnM   by   stron;;   hatr   for 

Lan<flnt.  30 

For  thus  it  chanrnl  onr  m(»rn  when 
all  Ihr  (*ourt. 
Green  suited,  but    with    plumes   that 
nKK'k'd  the  may. 


wOMto* 

wit  vm^  ao  fei* 


«  dw  4^M«, «  Am  riw 


■  iHqKAcrwtd 


n  «Teo  the  rli-ar  face  of  tliu  gnik'- 

lew  King, 
id  trustful  courtesies  of  houaehald 

Ufe, 
Kiae  ber  Imim  ;  wd  at  tbe  last  she 

«ld: 
K  L«Bcelot,  nt  Uiee  hence  to  thlue 

own  Una, 
V  If  tbou  tarry  ire  shall  meet  again, 
■d  If  we  meet  again  some  evil  rhance 
IS  make  the  sinoiildcring  snuilal 

Iveak  and  blaze  90 
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Beforu  the  ix'iiple  and   our  lord   tli« 

King-'    . 
And  Lancelot  ever  promised,  but  re- 

maia'd, 
And  still  thej  met  and  met    Again 

sbe  said, 
■  0  Lancelot,  If  thou  lore  me  get  tbee 

hence.' 
And   then  they  were  agreed  upoa  a 

night— 
When  the  good  King  should  not  be 
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And  part  for  ever.    Vivien,  lurking. 

heard. 
She  told  Sir  Modred.     Passion-pale 

they  met 
And  greeted.    Hands  in  hands,  and 

eye  to  eye. 
Low  on  the  border  of  her  couch  they 

sat  too 

Stammering  and  staring.   It  was  their 

last  hour. 
A  madness  of  farewells.    And  Modred 

brought 
His  creatures  to  the  basement  of  the 

tower 
For  testimony;  and  oying  with  full 

▼oice,  . 

'Traitor,  come  out,  ye  are  trapt  at 

li^/ aroused 
Lancelot,  who  rushing  outward  lion- 
like 
Leapt  on  him,  and  huri*d  him  head- 
long, and  he  fell 
Stunn'd,  and  his  creatures  took  and 

bare  him  off, 
And  all  was  still.   Then  she,  *  The  cud 

is  come, 
And  I  am  shameii  for  ever ;  *  and  he 

said:  no 

•Mine  be  the  shame,  mine  was  the 

sin ;  but  rise. 
And  fly  to  my  strong  castle  over- seas. 
There  will  I  hide  thee  till  my  life  shall 

end, 
There  hold  thet?  with  my  life  against 

the  world.* 
She  answer'd :    *  Lancelot,  wilt  thou 

hold  me  so  ? 
Nay,  friend,  for  we  have  taken  our 

farewells. 
Would  God  that  thou  couldst  hide  me 

from  myself  I 
Mine  is  the  shame,  for  I  was  wife, 

and  thou 
I'n wedded  ;  yet  rise  now,  and  let  us  fly. 
For  I  will  dniw  me  into  sanctuary,  120 
And  bide  my  doom.'    So  Lancelot  »rot 

her  horse. 
Set  her  thereon,  and  mounted  on  his 

own, 
And  then  they  rtxle  to  the  dividetl  way. 
There  kissd,  and  parted  weeping;  for 

he  past, 
Love-loyal   to  the  lca.st  wish  of  the 

Queen, 
Back  to  his  land ;  but  she  to  Almes- 

bury 


Fled  all  night  long  by  gli 

waste  and  weakt 
And  heard  the  spirits  of  t 

and  weald 
Moan  as  she  fled,  or  thought  1 

them  moan. 
And  in  herself  she  moan'd,  * 

too  late!' 
Till  in  the  cold  wind  that  for 

mom, 
A  blot  in  heaven,  the  rave 

high, 
Croak'd,  and  she  thought^  * 

a  field  of  death : 
For  now  the  heathen  of  the 

Sea, 
Lured  by  the  crimes  and  fi 

the  court. 
Begin  to  slay  the  folk  and 

land.' 

And  when  aihe  came  to  A 

she  spake 
There  to  the  nuns,  and  sai 

enemies 
Pursue  me,   but,  O  peacef 

liooii. 
Rc?ceive  and  yield  me  sanct 

ask 
Her  name  to  whom  ve  yield 

time 
To  tell  you ; '  and  her  beau 

and  power 
Wrought  as  a  charm  upon  t 

they  spared 
To  ask  it 

So  the  stately  Qui 
For  many  a  week,  uuknow 

the  nuns. 
Nor  with  them  mix'd,  nor 

name,  nor  sought. 
Wrapt  in  her  grief,  for  hou; 

shrift. 
But  comnmned  only  with 

maid, 
Who    pleased    her  with   a 

heedlessness 
Which  often  lured  her  fron 

but  now, 
This    niirht,   a  rumor  wild 

about 
Came  that  Sir  Modred  hat 

the  ri»alm 
And  leagued  him  with  the 

while  the  King 
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•  wmginff  war  on  Lancelot.    Then 

abe  tSought, 
Ith  what  a  hate  the  people  and  the 

King 
■t  hate  me/  and  bow'd  down  upon 

her  hands 
ent^    until    the   little   maid,    who 

brook'd 
■Qenoe,  brake  it,  uttering  '  Late  I 

so  late  I 
mX  hour,    I   wonder   now?'  and 

when  she  drew 
answer,  by  and  by  began  to  hum 
air  the  nuns   had   taught   her: 

*  Late,  80  late  I '  i6i 

lich  when  she  heard,  the  Queen 

look'd  up,  and  said, 
maiden,  if  mdeed  ye  list  to  sing, 
\g,  and  unbind  my  heart  that  I 

may  weep.' 
lereai  full  willingly  sang  the  little 

maid. 

UUe,  Iat«,  M>  Ute!  and  dark  the  night 

and  chill  t 
(*,  lAt4f,  «<>  late!  hut  we  can  enter  still. 
I  late,  t<M>  late!  ye  cannot  enter  nuw. 

Ko  lif^ht  had  we;  for  that  we  do  n>|)ent, 
1  learninf^  thi?,  the  bridef^rooni  will  rt>> 
lent.  170 

'  Ute,  too  latet  ye  cannot  enter  now. 

Mo  light!  so  late!  and  dark  and  chill 

the  nij^ht! 
et  U4  in,  that  we  may  find  the  light! 
late,  to<»  late!  ye  cannot  enter  now. 

Hare  we  not  heard  the  bridegroom  is  so 

■weet? 
et  as  in,  tho*  late,  to  kiM  his  feet! 
no,  too  latel  ye  cannot  enter  now.' 

o  sang  the  novice,  while  full  pas- 
sionately, 

r  head  upon  her  hands,  remember- 
ing 

r  thought  when  first  slie  came. 
wept  the  sad  Queen.  tSo 

m  sakl  the  little  novice  prattliiif^ 
to  lier: 

O  pray  you,  noble  buly.  weep  no 

more; 
t  let  my  words  —  the  wonls  of  one 

BO  small, 
10  knowing  nothing  knows  but  to 

Obey, 


And  if   I   do  not   there  is  penance 

given — 
Comfort  your  sorrows,   for  they  do 

not  flow 
From  evil  done ;  right  sure  am  I  of 

that, 
Who  see  your  tender  grace  and  state- 

liness. 
But  weigh  your  sorrows  with  our  lord 

the  King's, 
And  weighing  find  them  less ;  for  gone 

is  ho  I90 

To  wage  grim  war  against  Sir  Lance- 
lot there, 
Round  that  strong  castle  where  he 

holds  the  Queen ; 
And  Modred  whom  he  left  in  charge 

of  all. 
The   traitor — Ah,    sweet   lady,    the 

King's  grief 
For  his  own  self,  and  his  own  Queen, 

and  realm. 
Must  needs  be  thrice  as  great  as  any 

of  ours ! 
For  me,  I  thank  the  saints.  T  am  not 

great; 
For  if  there  ever  come  a  grief  to  me 
I   cry   my   cry  in  silence,  and  have 

<lone ; 
Xone  knows  it,   and  my  tears  have 

bnnight  me  good.  joo 

But    even   were   the   griefs  of    little 

ones 
As  great  as  those  of  great  ones,  yet 

this  grief 
Is  added  to  the  griefs  the  great  must 

bear, 
That,  howsoever  much  they  may  de- 
sire 
Silence,   they  cannot  weep  behind  a 

clouii ; 
As  even  here  they  talk  at  Almesbury 
About  the  go<xi  king  and  his  wicked 

Queen, 
An<l  were  I  such  a  King  with  su<-h  a 

Oucen. 
Well  might  I  wish  to  veil  Iwt  wick«ti- 

nrss. 
But  were  I  such  a  Kintr  it  could  not 

be.'  a  10 

Then  to  her  own  sad  h<'art  nuitter'd 

the  Queen. 
*  Will  the  child  kill  me  with  her  inno 

cent  talk?' 
But  openly  she  answer'd,  'Must  not  I. 
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If  tliis  false  traitor  have  displaced  his 

lord, 
Grieve  with  the  common  grief  of  all 

the  realm  ? ' 

*Yea,'  said  the  maid,   *this  all  is 

womim's  grief. 
That  she  is  woman,  whose  disloyal  life 
Hath  wrought  confusion  in  the  Table 

Round 
Which  g(X)d   King   Arthur  founded, 

years  ago, 
With  signs  and  miracles  and  wonders, 

there  220 

At  Camclot,  ere  the  coming  of  the 

Queen.' 

Then  thought  the  Queen  within  her- 
self a^in, 
'  Will  the  child  kill  me  with  her  foolish 


u  > 


prate  ? 

But  openly  she  spake  and  said  to  her, 
'O   little   iniiid,   shut  in  by   nunnery 

walls. 
What  canst  tliou  know  of  Kings  and 

Tablrs  Round. 
Or  wliat  of  siirns  anil  wonders,  but  the 

sii^ns 
And  simple  miracles  of  thy  nunnery?' 

To  whom  the  little  novice  garru- 
lously : 

'  Yea,  but  i  know  ;  the  land  was  full 
ofsiLTns  230 

And  wonders  ere  the  coming  of  the 
(^iiecn. 

So  said  my  father,  and  himself  was 
kni'j-ht 

Of  the  LTcat  Table  —at  the  founding 
of  it. 

And  rcxlf  thereto  from  Lvonnesse ; 
and  he  sai<l 

'I'hai  as  he  lode.  jin  hour  or  maybe 
twain 

After  th<"  sunset,  down  the  coast,  he 
heard 

St  ran  lie  niusie,  and  \\v  paused,  and 
I  nrniiiL:  -   there, 

All  down  tin*  lonely  coast  of  Lvon- 
nesse. 

Haeh  w  ilh  a  lieaenn  '^tar  tij^on  hishead. 

And   with  a   wild    .^ea  liirlit   about    his 

f<'el,,  340 

He  saw  them  —  headland  after  head- 

lantl  Ilame 
Far  on  into  the  rich  heart  of  the  west. 


And  in  the  light  the  white  m 

swam. 
And  strong  man-breasted  tbi 

from  the  sea. 
And  sent  a  deep  sea- voice  th 

land, 
To  which  the  little  elves  of  c 

cleft 
Made  answer,  sounding  lik< 

horn. 
So  said  my  father — yea,  im 

more. 
Next  morning,  while  he  ptt 

lit  woods 
Himself  beheld  three  spiriu 


ioy 
da{ 


Come  dashing  down  00  a  u 

flower. 
That  shook  beneath  them  as 

shakes 
When  three  gray  linnets  wi 

the  seeH. 
And  still    at    evenings  ^.-n  1 

horse 
The  flickerinj;  fairv-eirc'e  i»l 

brokr 
Flying,  and  linkd  agaic.  iij 

and  broke 
Flying,  for  all    the  land  ». 

life. 
Andwlien  at  last  he  canu  :•:* 
A  wreath  of  airy  dam  er!  hir 
Swung  round  the  lid.^ii  ' 

the  hall : 
And  in  the  hall  itsrlf  wa>  <': 
As  never  man  had  drt^z:  i . 

knight 
Had  whats<H^ver    meat  ht  ' 

si*rved 
By  hands  unst»en  ;  and  t^er 
Down   in   tlie   cellars   n-rr:; 

things 
Shouldcr'd    the   5pic«>'.  ?!» 

the  butts 
While   the   wine   ran:  so  : 

spirits  and  m»*n 
Before  the  comius:  of  iLt  szfi 

Then   spakt*  the  Qi:ee=  a 

what  bittorlv. 
•  Were  they  so  glad  *  il*  pr:p 

they  all. 
Spirits  anil  men.     Could  n-xi 

foresee. 
Not  even   thy   wise  fAilhff 

signs 
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ien,  what  has  f  alleo  upon  the 
Imf 

om  the  noTice  garrulously 

,  a  bard,  of  whom  my  father 

J  a  noble  war-soDg  had  he 

he  prcseucc  of  aa  enemy's 

he  steep  cliff  and  the  comlag 

■  a  mystic   lay  of   Vte  and 

cd  on  the  smoky  mouutain- 

nd  him  bent  the  spirits  of 

bills 

leirdewy  hwr  blown  back 

father — and  that  night  the 

ir's  glorious  wars,  and  sang 

Hag 

h  more  than  man.  and  rail'd 

him  the  fiilse  sou  of  Oor- 

was  no   man    knew   from 


the  thundering  shores  of 
and  Bos, 
a  day  aa  still  as  heaven, 

a  naked  child  upon  tlio 


iracle  whs  approven  King : 
igrave should  iMamyatery 
len.   like    his    hirth ;   and 

be  And 

her  womanhood  aa  great 
in  his  manhooil,  then,  he 

igethcr  well  might  change 


But  Uiat  they  atay'd  him  up ;  nor  would 

t«ll 
HlB  vldon  ;  but  what  doubt  that  he 

foresaw 
This  evil  work  of  Lancelot  and  the 

Then  thought  the  Queen,  'Lot  tbey 
have  set  her  on, 
Our  simple -seeming  abbess  and  her 

To  play  upon  mc,'  and  boiv'd  her  head 

Whereat     the    novice    crying,    with 

clasp'd  Iiands, 
Shame  on  her  own  garrulity  garru- 
lously, JIO 
Said  the  eood  nuns  would  check  her 
gadding  tongue 
'and,  Bweet ' 
ear  too  sad  t 
Unmannerly,  with  prattling  and   the 

Which  my  good  father  told  me,  check 

Nor  let  me  shame  my  father's  mem- 
ory, one 
Of  noblestniaiiners.tho' himself  would 


Sir  I.,ancclot  had  the  noblest ;  and  he 

died, 
Kill'd  in  a  tilt,  come  neit,  five  sum- 

And  left  mc  ;  but  of  others  who  re- 

Aud  of  tlie  two  flrst-famed  for  cour- 

Aud  pray  you  check    mo   if  I  ask 

But    pmy   you,   which    hiid   noblest, 

wliilu  you  moved 
Among  them,  Ijancelot  or  our  lord  the 

KingJ' 

Then  the  pnlc  Queen  look'd  up  and 

answcr'dl.i-r: 
'  Sir    I.nncelot,   as    became    a    noble 

knitrlit. 
Was  gracious   to  all   ladies,  and  the 

In  open  buttle  or  the  tilting-fleld 
Forliore  hia  own  advantage,  and   the 

King 
In  open  hattle  or  tlio  tilting-neld       jjo 
Forbore  his  own  advantage,  and  thene 
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Were  the  moat  nobly-m&nner'd  men  of 

all: 
For  nunnetB  are  not  Idle,   but   tbe 

fruit 
Of  loytl  onture  and  of  noble  mind.' 

'Tea,'  said  tbe  maid,  'be  naonars 

such  fair  fruit  f 
Tben  Lancdot's  needa  muBl  be  a  tbou- 

iand-fold 
Lmb  noble,  being,  aa  all  rumor  runs, 
The  moat  disloj^  Mend  In  all  the 

world.' 

To  which  a  mournful  answer  made 

theQaeen: 
'O,  dooed  about  bjr  narrowing  nun- 

ntry-waUa,  mo 

What  knoweat  thou  of  the  world  and 

all  lla  IJgbU 
And  ahadows,  all  tbe  wealth  and  all 

the  woe  T 
If  ever   Lancelot,  that   moat  noble 

knight. 
Were  for  one  hour  less  noble  than  him- 
self. 
Pray  for  him  that  he  scape  the  doom 

of  Are. 
And  weep  tor  her  who  drew  him  to 

his  doom,' 

'Yea,' said  the  little  novice,  "Ipray 
for  both ; 
But  I  should  all  as  soon  believe  tliat 

Sir  Lancelot's,  were  as  noble  as  the 

King's, 
Aa  I  couid  think,  sweet  lady,  jours 

would  be  3^ 

Such  as  the;  ere,  were  you  tbe  sinful 

Queen.- 

Bo  she,  like  manj  enother  babbler, 

Whom  she  would  soothe,  and  harm'd 

where  she  would  heal ; 
For  here  a  sudden  flush  of  wrathful 

Fmd  all  the  pale  face  of  tbe  Queen, 

who  cned  : 
'Buch  as  thou  art  Ik  never  maiden 


For  e 


plat 
play 


!  thou   their  tool,  set  o 


And  play  upon  and  hany  me,  petty 


And  t^tress  1 '    When  that  ai 

anger  brake 
From  Guioevere,  agbaat  the 

rose. 
White  as  her  vdl,  and  etood 

ttMQue«a 
Aa  tremuloualj  U  foam    m 

beach 
Stands  In  a  wind,  ready  to 

*y-  „— 

And  when  the  Queen  had  added,  1 

thee  hence  1' 
Fled  frighted.    Then  that 

alone 
Slgfa'd,  and   began  to   ga 


Meant  nothinB.  but  my  own  MMil 


nlgoilt, 
r  than  ai 


SlmplOT  than  any  diOd,  batnr*! 

■elf. 
Bat  help  me,  Heayen,  fcr  aitrcly  In 

For  what  is  true  repentance  bet  I 

thought  — 
Not  even  in  iomoat  thought  to  Ihii 

again 
The  sins  that  made  the  paat  ao  pie 

sant  touaf 
And  1  have  sworn  never  to  aee  hi 

To  see  him  more.' 

And  even  in  saying  thi 
Tier  memory  from  old  habit  of  tl 

Went  etippEng  back  upon  the  goUi 

days 
In  wliich  she  aaw,  him  first,  when  la 

celot  came. 
Reputed  the  best  knigtat  and  goodlic 


Of  his  and  her  retinae  moving,  they 
Rapt  in  sweet  talk  or  lively,  all  i 

And  sport  and  tUts  and  plcamr^ 

for  the  time 
Was  may-time,  and  aa  yet  no  aln  « 

dream'd, — 
Rode  under  groves  that  look*d  a  pai 

dlse 
Of  bloasom,  overBheetiofhyactnih 
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It  seem'd  the  heavens  upbreaking 

thro'  the  earth, 
d  on  from  hill  to  hill,  and  every 

day 
leld    at   noon    in   some    delicious 

dale  390 

e  silk  pavilions  of   King  Arthur 

raised 
r  brief  repast  or  afternoon  repose 
couriers    gone    before;    and    on 

again, 
1  yet  once  more  ere  set  of  sun  they 


e  Dragon  of  the  great  Pcndragon- 

ship, 
it  crown'd  the  state  pavilion  of  the 

King, 
ize  by  the  rushing  brook  or  silent 

well. 

3ut  when  *the  Queen  immersed  in 

such  a  trance, 
d  moving  thro'    the  past  uncon- 
sciously, 
me  lo  that  point  where  first  she  saw 

the  King  400 

le  towanl  htT  from  the  rity,  sii^h'd 

to  find 
r  Journey  done,  glanced   at    him, 

thought  him  cold, 
irh.  s»*lf  rontaln'd,  and  imssionlcss, 

not  like  him. 
ot  like  mv   Lancelot'  —  while  she 

bnxMied  thus 
[1  grew  half-guilty  in  her  thoughts 

again, 
vrv  Hide  an  armed  warrior  to  the 

d<K)r». 
numiuring  whisper  thro'  the  nun 

uery  ran, 
•n  on  a  sudden  a  cry,  '  Tlie  King  ! ' 

She  sat 
T  strieken,     listening;    hut     wlim 

arme<l  feet 
t/  tin*  long  gallery  from  the  oulrr 

doors  410 

iir  <*omini;.  pn»ne  fr«un  <>tT  In  r  ?>•  at 

she  fell. 
1    gnivi'U'd   with  Inr  faee  jiLMin^t 

the  fior)r. 
■re  with  her  milk  whit**  ariii'^  ami 

shmlowy  hair 
•  mtule  her  faee   a  darkn«'««^  from 

the  King. 
1  in  the  darkness  heard  lii<%  armed 

feet 


Pause  by  her ;  then  came  silence,  then 

a  voice. 
Monotonous  and  hollow  like  a  ghost's 
Denouncing     judgment,     but,     tho' 

changed,  the  King's: 

'  Liest  thou  here  so  low,  the  child  of 

one 
I  honor'd,   happy,  dead    before    thy 

shame  ?  420 

Well  is  it  that  no  child  is  bom  of  thee. 
The  children  bom  of  thee  are  sword 

and  fire. 
Red  ruin,  and  the  breaking  up  of  laws. 
The  craft  of  kmdred  ana  the  godless 

hosts 
Of  heathen  swarming  o'er  the  North- 
ern Sea ; 
Whom  I,  while  yet  Sir  Lancelot,  my 

right  arm, 
The  mightiest  of  my  knights,  abode 

with  me, 
Have  everywhere  about  this  land  of 

Christ 
In  twelve  great  battles  ruining  over- 
thrown. 
And  know<'st  thou  now  from  whence 

Iconic  —  from  him.  430 

From    waging  bitter  war  with  him  ; 

and  he. 
That   did  not  shun   to  smite  me   in 

worse  way. 
Had  yet  that  grace  of  courtesy  in  him 

left. 
Ho  spareil  to  lift  his  hand  against  the 

King 
Who  made  him  knight.     But  many  a 

knight  was  slain  ; 
And  many  more  and  all  his  kith  and 

kin 
Clave  to  him.  and  aboih?  in   his  own 

land. 
And  many  more  whvn  M'xln-d  niis^l 

n-volt. 
For;retful    of   their   troth  and   fralty. 

clave 
To  M«»dr«'d,  and  a  renuiaiit  stiv^  w  itij 

me.  440 

.\nd    of    i]i\<  remnant  will   1    have    ji 

I»:irt. 
True  men  u  ho  love  me  >till.  for  whom 

I  live. 
To  L'uard  thee  in  the   wild   h<»«ir  cum 

iniT  '»n. 
Lest   hut  a  hair  of  this  low  head  Ik* 

harm'd. 


Fear  not ;  tbou  abaXl  be  guarded  til] 

mj  death. 
Honbdt  I  know.  U  HucicDt  prophpciea 
Have  en'd  cut,  Ibat  1  uurch  to  meet 

m;  doom. 
Thou  host  not  made  my  life  so  avrprt 

tome, 
Tbat  I  the  Klug  should  greatly  otre  lo 

Pot  thou  bast  spoilt  the   purpiiw  nt 

my  lire.  isa 

Bear  wiiL  me  for  the  last  time  while 

Even  for  thy  sake,  Ibe  sin  which  thoii 

host  simi'd. 
For  when  the  Roman  left  us,  and 

their  Ixw 
Rel&x'd  its  hold   upon  ui^  and  the 

Were    fill'd  with    rapine,  here   aod 

thera  a  deed 
Of  proweas  done  redresa'd  a  raadott) 

But  I  WHS  first  of  all  the  kings  n'ho 

The  knighthood -eiraDt  of  this  realm 

The  realms  together  under  me,  their 

Head. 
In  tbat  fair  Order  of  niy  Table  Round, 
A  glorious   corapauy,   the   flower  of 

To   serve   as  model    for   tlie   mighty 

And  be  the  fair  bcginains  of  a  time. 
I  made  them  lay  their  hands  fn  mine 

and  aw  ear 
To  reverence  the  King,  as  if  he  were 
Their  conscicuce.  and  their  conscience 

as  their  King. 
To  hre&k  the  heathen  and  uphold  the 

Christ. 
To    ride    abroad    rrdresaing  human 

wrongs. 
To  speak  no  slander,  no,  nor  listen  to 

it,  469 

To  honor  his  own  word  as  if  his  God's. 
To  lead  sweet  lives  in  purest  chastity. 
To  lovo  one  maiden  only,  cleave  to  her, 
And  worship   her  by  years  of  jioblc 

Until  they    won  her;    for  indwd  I 

Df  no  more  subtle  master  under  hea- 

rban  is  the  mB,ld en  passion  for  a  maid, 


Not  only  to  keep  down  the  base  Ik 

But  teach  liigh  thought.  Hid  andkbU 

And   courtliness,  and    Uie  tedrc  4 

And  love  of  truth,  and  all  AM  natoi 

atuan.  ^ 

And  all  this  throve  before  I  weddn 

Believing.  "  Lo.  mtue  lidpnult.  "n 

to  feel 
Sly    purpose    and    rejoldog    In  to; 

Then  came  thy    Bhtunefo)  da  nid 

Lancelot ; 
Then  eame  ths  sin  of  Tristram  nie 

laull; 
Then    others,     fnl lowing    theae    n 

migiitiest  knights. 
And  drawing  foul  cnnnlple  from  f>' 

Sinn'd  also,  till  the  loathsome  o]'\- 

Of  all  my  heart  had  desUlwd  did  ul 

And  all  thro'  thee  t  ao  thftt  this  Ufe  < 

I  guard  as  God's  high  gift  from  acatt 

and  wrong. 
Not  greatly  care  to  loae ;  but  nthi 

think 
How  sad  it  were  for  Arthur,  ahou 

he  live. 
To  sit   once   more  within  Ids  lone 

hall. 
And  miss  the  wonted  number  of  n 

knights. 
And  miss  to  hear  hig]i  tUk  of  noli 

deeds 
As  in  the  golden  days  before  thy  un 
For  which  of  ns  who  might  be  It 

could  speak 
Of  the  pure  heart,  nor  seem  to  glan 

at  thee  t 
And  In  thy  bowers  of  Cunelot  or 

"Usk  . 

Tfiy  shadow  still  would  glide  fru 

And  I  should  evermote  be  veit  wi 

In  hanging  robe  or  vacant  onuuneni 
Ur   ghostly   footfall    echoing  on   t 


i  mbMj  Uiat  hi*  luv«  tor 

*i  tllirbl  tilnmcnta, 
tl)w,  wainnn.  to  (J)y 

il  man  Ihc  irariit  of  pniilti: 

r  tar  hia  own  iir  cliUilmi'ii 

I  Hood  Iran  ■aoiUJ,  Mm 


Whom  he  kiKiit*  ralM)  atiiilo  and  rnh 

■  III-  Iiijuw: 
For  bi-iiiD  Uini'  fal>  i-owKnlioR allow "d 
Ilnr  RUtTon,   lakoa    rtrrfottem   In 

Rh«  lik.- 
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The  fealty  of  our  friends,  and  stirs  the 

pulse 
With  devirs  leaps,  and  poisons  half 

the  young. 
Worst  of  the  tvorst  were  that  man  he 

that  reigns  I  520 

Better  the  King's  waste  hearth  and 

aching  heart 
Than  thou  reseated  in  thy  place  of 

light. 
The  mockery  of  my  people  and  their 

bane!* 

He  paused,  and  in  the  pause  she 
crept  an  inch 

Nearer,  and  laid  her  hands  about  his 
feet 

Far  off  a  solitary  trumpet  blew. 

Then  waiting  by  the  doors  the  war- 
horse  ncigh'd 

As  at  a  friend's  voice,  and  he  spake 
again  : 

'  Yot  think  not  that  I  come  to  urge 

thy  crimes ; 
I  did  not  come  to  curse  thco,  Guine- 
vere,  530 
I,  whose  vast  pity  almost  makes  me 

die 
To  see  thee,  lavin*]:  there  thv  iiolden 

Ijcad, 
^Iv  pri<ie  in  happier  summers,  at  mv 

feet. 
The  wnith  wliich  f creed  my  thouulits 

on  that  tienM'  law. 
The  doom  of  treason  and  the  tlaniinir 

dearli.  — 
When  tirst  I  leanit  thee  hidden  here. 

—  is  past. 
The   ])anu:  —  which,   wliilc  I  weiirliM 

tliy  heart  witli  one 
Too  whftlly  true  to  dream  untruth  in 

tliee. 
^lade  my  t^ar^  burn  —  is  also  ]>n^t -- 

in  part. 
And  all  is  past,  tlie  sin  is  sinnM.  an<l 

I,  5». 

].n,  1  fomive  tliee.  a^  Eternal  (fod 
Forgives!  do  thou  for  thine  own  soul 

the  rest. 
But   how   t<>  take  la<t  leave  of  all   1 

loved  V 
O  iroldt'n  hair,  with  whii  h  I  us<d  to 

1^1  ay 
Not  knowinir !      O  imperial  moulded 

form, 


And  beauty  such  as    never  womy 

wore. 
Until  it  came  a  kingdom's  curse  witk 

thee  — 
I  cannot  touch  thy  lips,  they  are  nol 

mine. 
But  Lancelot's ;  nay,  they  never  wen 

the  King's. 
I  cannot  take  thy  hand ;  that  too  ii 

flesh,  55| 

And  in  the  flesh  thou  hast  sinn'd ;  vd 

mine  own  fl<^i. 
Here  looking  down  on  thine  polluted 

cries, 
**I  loathe    thee;"    yet    not  less.  C 

Guinevere, 
For  I  was  ever  virgin  save  for  thee. 
My  love  thro'  flesh  hath  wrought  inti 

my  life 
Bo  far  that  my  doom  is,  I  love  thee  still 
Let  no  man  dream  but  that  I  love  the 

still. 
Perchance,  and  so  thou  purify  th; 

soul, 
And  so  thou  lean  on  our  fair  fathi 

Christ, 
Hereafter  in  that  world  where  all  ar 

pure  5^ 

We  two  may  meet  before  high  GkI 

and  thou 
Wilt  spring    to    me,   and    claim  m 

thine,  and  know 
I  am  thine  husband — not   a  smalk 

soul. 
Nor  Lancelot,  nor  another.    Leave  m 

that. 
1  eharffe  thee,  my  last  hope.    Now  mui 

I  hence. 
Thro'  the  thick  night  I  hear  the  trun: 

pet  blow. 
Thev  summon  me  their  Kiuc  to  k-a 

mine  hosts 
P"ar  down  to  that  great  battle  in  th 

w<^st, 
Where  I  must  strike  against  the  m:i 

they  call 
My  sister's  ."on  —  no  kin  of  mine,  wb 

leairues  5; 

With  Lonls  of  the  White  Horse,  he 

then,  an<l  knights. 
Traitors  —  and  strike  him  dead,  an 

UK  et  myself 
Death,  or  I  know  not  what  mvsterioi 

doom. 
And  thou  remaining  here  wilt  Uai 

the  event; 
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rhUe  Bhe  grovelVd  at  bia  feet, 

Jie  King's  breatli  wander  o'er 

roe<^, 

he  darknew  o'er  her  fallen 


]lsteDtDg    dll    thow    armed 
pa  were  gone, 

pale  Queea,  and  In  her  an- 
ab  found 

aent:  '  peradventure,' BO  she 
aght, 
;ht  see  his  fiice,  and  not  be 

le  sat  on  boraeback  at  the 

rl 

him  the  sad  nuns  with  each 

fht 

be  gave  them  charge  at>out 
Queen, 
ind  foster  her  for  evermore. 

he  spake  to  these  his  helm 

lower'd, 

'or  crest  the  golden  dragon 


he  mists  and  smitten  b;  the 
1  of  the  great  Pendragon- 
ing  all  the  night  a  steam  of 
then  he  tum'd;  and  more 
Tapor  rolling  roimd  Che 
1  the  phantom  of  a  giant 
im  fold  by  fold,  and  made 
,  till  himself  became  as 
moving  ghostlike  lo  his 


'  0  Arthur  I '  there  her  ■vcAoo  brake 

suddenly, 
Then — as  a  afream  that  spouting  from 

a  cliff 
Fails  in  mid  air,  but  gathering  at  the 

Re-makes  itself,  and  flaahes  down  the 

vale  — 
Went  (»  in  passionate  utterance  : 

'Gone— my  lord  1 
Gone  thro'  my  aia  to  slay  and  to  be 

And  he  forgave  me,  and  I  could  not 

Panwelit  I  should  have  answer'd 
his  farewell.  Sis 

His  mercy  choked  me.  Gone,  my 
lord  the  King, 

Hy  own  true  lord  t  how  dare  I  call 
him  mine  T 

The  shadow  of  another  cleaves  to  me. 

And  makes  me  one  pollution.  He, 
the  King, 

Call'd  me  polluted.  Shall  I  kill  my- 
self! 

What  help  In  that  T  I  cannot  kill  my 
Bin. 

If  soul  be  soul,  nor  can  I  kill  my 
shame : 

No,  nor  by  living  can  I  live  it  down. 

The  days  will  grow  to  weeks,  the 
weeks  to  months, 

The  months  will  add  themselves  and 
make  the  years,  too 

The  years  will  roll  into  the  centuries, 

And  mine  will  ever  be  a  name  of 

I  must  not  dwell  on  that  defeat  of 

fame. 
Let  the  world  be ;  that  Is  but  of  the 

What  else  f  what  hope  f  I  think  there 

was  a  hope. 
Esccpt  he  mock'd  roe  when  he  ipake 

of  hope ; 

His  hope  he  call'd  it ;  but  he  never 

mocks. 
For  mockery  Is    the  fume  of  little 

And  blessed  be  the  King,  who  hath 

fdrgiven 
My  wickedness  to  bim,  and  left  me 

hope  63a 

That  In  mine   own   heart  I  can  live 

down  sin 
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And  be  bis  mate  liercaf  ler  in  the  lica- 

Before    higb    God  ■     Ah    gre&t    and 

gentle  lord, 
'HHia  wast,  as  is  the  conscteiice  of  a 

ttatig  Ma  WArring   senwa,  to  thj 

knights  — 
To  whom  mj  false  voluptuous  pride, 

that  took 
FuU  eftsily  all  itnprbssloii^  from  below, 
Would  uot  look  up,  or  half-despised 

the  height 
To  which  1  would  not  or  I  could  uot 

I  thought  1  could  cot  breathe  in  tliat 
flue  air,  6<o 

That  pure  severily  of  perfect  light  — 

I  yearird  for  warmth  and  color  which 
I  found 

lu  Lsncelot— DOW  t  sec  thee  wliat 

Thou  art  the  higbost  and  most  human 

Not  Lancelot,  nor  another.     Is  there 

Will  telt  the  King  I  love  him  tho'  so 

late? 
Now  —  ere  he  goes  to  the  great  hnltle  t 


God, 
What  might  I  not  have  made  of  thj 

fair  world,  tju 

Had  I  but  loved  thj  higta(«t  crr^turc 

htre! 
It  was  my   duty  to  have  loved   the 

highest ; 
It  surely  was  my  profit  had  I  known  : 
It  would  have  oecn  mv  pleasum  had 

I  seen. 
We  needs  must  love  the  highest  when 

we  see  it, 
Not  Lancelot,  nor  another.' 

Here  her  baud 
Grasp'd  made  her  vail  her  eyes.     She 

'look'd  and  saw 
The  novice,  weeping,  suppliant,  and 

said  to  her. 
■Tea,  little  maid,  (or  am  /  not   for- 

irfvoaT- 
Then  glaocingupbehchl  the  holy  nnns 
All    round   her.    weeping;    and    her 

heart  was  loosed  eei 


'  Yc  know  me  then,  Ihat 

one,  who  broke 
The  vast  design  and  purpose 

King, 
O,   shut    me  romid    with   nsr 

nunnery- walls. 
Meek  maidens,  from  the  voirrs 

I  must  uot  scorn  myself  -.  be  k 

still. 
Let  no  one  dream  but   tbnt  b 

meslill. 
60  let  me,  if  you  do  uot  «hui 

Nor  shun  to  call  me  sfst«ir,  dw« 

Wear  black  and  white,  (utd  be 

like  you. 
Fast  with  your  fasle,  not  feastii 

Gritve'  wiih  Tour  griefs,  not  g 

nt  Tour  Joys, 
But  not  rejoicing ;  mingle  wii 

Pray  and   be  pray'd   for;   lie 


'dole 
To  poor  sick  people,  richer 

Wiw  ransom'd  us.  and  halertoo 
And  treat  their  loathsome  hu 

beol  mine  own ; 
And  80  wear  out  in  alms-di-ed 

The  Eombre  close  of  that  volii 


She  said.     They  took  her  Ic 

selves:  and  she 
Still  hoping,  fearing  'Is  it   ^ 

late  7' 
Dwelt  with  them,  till  in  lim 

abbess  died. 
Then  she.  for  her  good  deeds  b 

pure  life. 
And  for  tho  power  of  n 
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)wa  abbess,  there,  an  abbess, 

;e  brief  years,  and   1 

ibess,  post 

■e  beyond  these  voi( 


Reels  back  iDto  the  beast,  1 

My  Qod,  thou  hast  forgotten  me  Id 

my  death  I 
Nay  — Qod  my  Christ  — I  pass  but 

shall  not  die,' 


PASSING  OP  ARTHUR 

3rj  which  the  bold  Sir  Bedi- 

de  and  latest  left  of  all  the 

i«hts, 

en  the  man  was  no  more  than 

lite  winter  of  his  ase,  to  those 
>m  lie  dwelt,  new  faces,  otlier 

.  their  march  to  westward, 

sly  paced  among  the  sliim- 

ing  host, 

bis  tent  the  meanings  of  the 

>g- 

d  Him  in  the  Bhining  of  the 

liim  in  the  flowering  of  His 
Is,  to 

i  ways  with  men  I  And  Ilim 

lis  wars,  and  now  I  pass  and 


lot   force  to  slmpe  it  as  he 

ad. 

igli  God  behold  it  from  be- 


iHitis 


Then. 

tl 

There  c 


i  that  last  weird  battle  In 


!  on  Arthur  steeping,  Oa- 
warn  kiird  JO 

tn  Lancelot's  war,  the  ghost  of  Gawain 

Along  a  wandering  wind,  and  past  hia 

Went   shrilling;   'Hollow,  hollow  all 

deligiit ! 
Hall,  Kin  g !  to-morrow  thou  shalt  pass 

Farewell  1  there  is  an  Isle  of  rest  for 

And  I  am  blon^n  along  a  wandering 

And  hollow,  hollow,  hollow  all  de- 

liglit  \  • 
And  fiiiiitcr  onward,  like  wild  birds 

that  change 
Tiieir  season   in   the  night  and  wail 

their  way 

cloud  to  cloud,  down  the  long 

wind  the  dream  40 

Sbrill'd:   but  in  going  mingled  with 

Far  in   tlie  moonlit   haze  among  the 

hills. 
As  of  some  loiicly  city  sack'd  by  nicbt, 
When  all  is  lost,  aiid  wife  and  tiild 

wilh  wail 
Pass  t<)  new  lords;  and  Arthur  woke 

and  ciill'd : 
'Whosptike?  Adream.  0.  light  upon 

the  wind. 
Thine.  Gawain.  was   tbe  voice  —  are 

Thine  !  or  dotl)  all   that  haimta  the 

waste  and  wild 
Mourn,  knowing  it  will  go  along  with 


g  simple,  thought  to  work 

will, 

)ut  stricken  with  the  sword 

lin, 

ereoa  I  lean'd  in  wife  and 


Tills  ju'urd  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere 

and  spake :  jo 

'O  me.  my  King,  let  pass  whatever 


But  in  Uwir  Btcad  Uij  name  and  glot? 

cUds 

To  >U  hi^  place*  1Q»  s  goUen  cloud 
War  tmr;  but  as  yet  tboa  ahalt  not 

paa. 
light  wu  a«intn  in  1U«,  and  llf^t  in 

death 
'  b  Gftwain,  tax  the  gboet  is  aa  the 

And  care  not  thon  for  dreams  from 

Um,  butriae — 
Iheartheatepaof  Modied  in  the  west. 
And  with  him  man^  of  tbj  people. 

andlmlghU  to 

Onea  thine,  wnom  thon  hast  loved, 

butr 
Tfeu  heatb 

and  thee, 
n^t  weQ  fai  heart  they  know  thee 

for  tlie  King. 
Ailw,  go  forth  and  conquer  aa  of  dd.' 

That   spake  King  Arthur    to  Sir 

BedtTere: 
'  Far  other  is  thii  battle  In  the  west 
Whereto  we    move    than  when  we 

strove  In  youth. 
And  bmke  tlie  prtty  kings,  and  fought 

with  Borne. 
Or  thnist  the  heathen  from  the  Roman 

wall. 
And  shook  him  thro'  the  north.     Ill 

dooto  ia  mine  70 

To  war  against  my  people  and   my 

knights. 
The  king  who  fights  bis  people  fights 

himself. 
And  ther  my  knights,  who  loved  me 

once,  the  stroke 
That  strikes  tbem  dead  is  aa  mj  death 


One  Ijing  in  Ibe  dust  at  Almesbiirj. 
Bath  folded    in    the  passes  of   the 

Then  rose  the  Eiag  and  moved  his 

host  by  nipht. 
And  ever  push'o  Sir  Hodred.  league 

by  league,  Sa 

Bock  to  the  sunset  bound  of  Lyon- 

A  land  of  old  npheaven  from  thesbyss 
By  fire,  to  sink  into  the  abysa  ag^n ; 


Where  fragments 

dwelt. 
And  the  long  monntalas  eadad  ll 


■.aad&a-MtJ 
<  of  a  m9 


There  Ute  pntaiis  amU  putaaa  a 

more. 
And  be  that  fled  no  frntber  lytti 

King;, 
And  Uure,  that  day  wliem  tine  ptH 

light  of  beaven  « 

Bura*d  at  his  lowest  in  theroUiagytH 
On  the  waste  nnd  by  the  wsrta  « 

tbey  closed. 
Nor  tmt  yet  had  Aifliar  tbogM  j 

light  * 

Like  this  last,  dim,  webd  battle  <rf4 

west 
A  death-white  ndst  slept  over  aa 

and  sea, 
Wbcreof  the  chin,  lobimwbolRitbi 

It,  drew 
Down  with  his  blood,  till  all  his  beu 

was  cold 
With    formless    fear;    and    even  « 

Arthur  fell 
ConfusioD.  sines  he  saw  not  whom! 

fought 
For  friend  and  foe  were  shadows 

the  mist,  I 

And  friend  slew  friend  not  knowii 

whom  he  slew ; 
And  some  had  visions  out  of  goldi 

And  some  beheld    the  faces  of  c 

Look  in  upon  the  battle;  and  in  11 

mist 
Was  many  a  noble  deed,  many  a  bai 
And  chance  and  o&ft  and  strength 

single  fights. 
And  ever  and  anon  with  host  to  hos 
Shocks,  and  the  splintering  spear,  t 

hard  mail  hewn. 
Shield -breakings,  and    the   clash 

brands,  the  crash 
Of  battle-axes  on  shatter'd  helms,  m 

shrieks 
After  the  Christ,  of  those  who  fallii 

Look'd  up  tor  heaTcn,  and  only  si 

the  mist: 
And  diouls  of  heathen  and  the  toil 

knights, 
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>ttlia»    insult,    filth,    and   monstrous 

blasphemies, 
^wemt,  wnthinga,   anguish,   laboring 

of  the  lungs 
Ln  that  close  mist,  and  cryings  for  the 

U«ht, 
Moans  of  the  dying,  and  voices  of  the 

dead. 

Last,   as  by  some  one  deathbed 

after  wail 
Of  suffering,  silence  follows,  or  thro' 

death 
Or  death-like  swoon,   thus  over  all 

that  sliore,  120 

Bare  for  some  whisper  of  tlic  seething 

seas. 
A  dead  hush  fell ;  but  when  the  dolor- 
ous day 
Srew  drearier  toward  twilight  falling, 

came 
A  bitter  wind,  clear  from  the  north, 

and  blew 
The  mist  aside,  and  with  that  wind 

thi*  tide 
Ro»'.    and    the    pale    King   glanctHi 

aiToss  the  lit-ld 
Of  battle.     But  no  man  was  moving 

tlit-re : 
Vnr  any  crv  of  Chri?itlan  h(?anl  thcrt'on, 
N'ir  yrt    of  heathen;   only   the  wmi 

wave 
Bnik<'  in  among  dead  fares,  to  and  fro 
Swaying  the  helpless  hands,  and  u]> 

and  down  131 

Tumblin^r  the  hollow  helmets  of  tlu* 

fallen. 
And   shiver'd   brands  that   once  had 

foii^^ht  with  Koine, 
And    nulling    far  along    tlu?    glfxnny 

shores 
The  voice  of  days  of  old  and  (hiys  to 

be. 

Then  spake    King  Arthur    to    Sir  j 
B***  liven?,  I 

Aofl  whiter  than  the  nii^t  tliat  all  d:iy 
long 

Ilad  held  the  field  of  Imttle  was  tin 
King: 

'  H«?arpst  thou  thi**  ^reat  voio*  that 
shakes  the  wdrid.  I 

And  wuMen  the  namtw  reahii  u h«  nitu 
we  move,  !(.. 

^nd  beats  upon  the  faces  of  the  dead.  | 


My  dead,  as  tho'  they  had  not  di( 

forme? — 
O  Bedivere,   for  on  my  heart  hat 

fallen 
Confusion,  till  I  know  not  wliat 

am, 
Nor  whence  I  am,  nor  whether  I  1 

king; 
Behold,  I  seem  but  king  among  tl 

dead.' 

Then  spake  the  bold  Sir  Btnliven 

'  My  King ! 
King  cver>' where!  and  so  the  den 

have  kings. 
There  also  will  1  worship  thee  as  kinj 
Vet  still  thy  life  is  whole,  and  still 

live  I 

Who  love  thee ;  but  who  hates  the 

he  that  bn)ught 
The  heathen  back  among  us,  yond< 

stands, 
Modred,  unharm'd,  the  traitor  of  thii 

house.* 

Then  spake  the  Kin^:   *My  houi 

hath  hi'i'U  my  (loi>iii. 
But  eall  not  thuii  this  traitor  of  ni 

hous<* 
Who  hath  but  dwi-lt  Ix^neath  one  nx 

with  me. 
My  house  an*  ratluT  they  who  swai 

my  vows. 
Yea,    ev«'n    while    thrv   brake  then 

own'd  me  kiiiir. 
And  well  for  th»-e.  siiyinir  in  my  dar 

ho'ir. 
When  all   the   puriK)rt  of  my  throi 

hath  faild.  1 

That  <|ui<k  «»r  (h'ad  th<»u  hoMcst  11 

lor  kinir. 
Kill*;  am  1.  ^^hats^x•v^•r  1m-  tlwir  ery  ; 
.\nd   one  la^^t   art   i)f    kinL'h«iiMi   shu 

tlnni  Nil- 
Y<'t,  ep'   I    p:lN^.'     Aii'i   nftt.riiij  th 

tln'  Kiiii: 
Mailr  at  th«'riiari.    Tli«  n  Mixfp  «i  vmol 

hi''.  Ii«  j"«' 
Hani    i-n    that     ImIiii    wlii«  h   many 

lla«l  lnat'ii  thin;  whili-  .\rthur  at  nt 

M«»\\ . 
.•^trikiiii:  thr  laM   Nfn»k«-  with  Kxml 

bur, 
Slew  him.  and,  all  but   slain  hiiii.s<'l 

he  fell. 
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80  all  day  long  Uie  noise  of  batUe 

roll'd  ,    "° 

Among  the  mountains  by  the  winter 


Until  King  Arthur's  Table,  : 


Had  fallen  in  Lyonncsse  about  thdr 

lord. 
King  Arthur ;  then,  because  his  wound 

The  bold  Sir  Bwiivere  uplifted  him, 
And  bore  him  to  a  chapel  nigh  the 

field, 
A  broken  chancel  with  a  broken  cross. 
That  stood  on  a  dark  strait  of  barren 

On  one  side  lay  the  Ocean,  and  on 


Lay  a 


great  w« 
full. 


er,  and  the  moon  n 


Then  spake  King  Arthur  tA 

Bedivere ; 
'The  si'qucl  of  lo-duy  nnsolUiTs  a._ 
The  goiHiliest  fdiowsliip  of  faiiioua 

kniKlits 
Whereof! liiM world iioldsrt-ninl.    Such 

They    sleep  — lint    niuu    I    lovod.     1 

think  that  we 
Shull  never  wore,  at  any  future  lime, 
Delight  our  souls  with  talk  of  kuiclitly 

Walking  ahout  the  gardens  nnd  tiie 

halls 
Of  Canielut,  as  in  tlio  days  lliat  were. 
!perishlivlliisp<'i)ple  wli'ic'lilmade,  — 
Tho-  .Merlin  swiiTu  that  1  sliould  tome 


T..rul<.,.JK-.- 

norc  — but  letwiiat  ivill 

riml,'"wiilmu 

V  smilt.'ii  thro'  the  lii-lm 
help  I  cannot  l.ist  till 

Thou  tbi'-ftfo 

'■  lake  my  hrund  Excal- 

Wld.l,''«"is 

In  ti.o'^r.'i!;' 

ny  pride;   for   thou  re- 
"  ^y.-.' ON..  sunHuer  mm,. 

Ros,.  il],  'fro, 

1  out  the  Ijosoiii  of  liie 

Ciothed  ill  w 

Hoidi,,';;!,';'. 

across 

ilf  .suuiite,  mystic,  won- 
word^audhowIroWd 

And  took  It,  and  have  won  I 

king; 
And,  wheresoever  I  am  simg 
In  aftertime,  this  also  shsU  & 
But  now  delay  not  -,  take  Eir 
And   fling    him   far   into  tbt 


To  him  replied  the  bi^  Sirl 
'It  is  not  meet,  Bir  King,  to  h 

Aidless,  alone,  and  smitlea 

A  little  thing  maj  harm  a 

Yet  I  thy  heat  will  all  perfor 
Watch  what  I  see,  and  li^ 
thee  word.' 

80  saying,   from   the  ruin 

he  Bti-pt, 
And  in  the  moon  athwart  ib< 

torn  Its. 
Where  lay   the  miglitv  \fm- 

cient  men. 
Old  knights,  and  over  thi-n 

Wind  sing 
Shrill,  ciiill.  Willi  flakes  of  f> 

stepping  down 
By  zigzag  pnllis  and  juts  0 

rock. 
Came  on  th«  shining  levels  ol 

There  drew  he  forth  the  b 

calibur. 
And  o'er  liim,  drawinsr  it.  il 

Briglitening  the  skirts  of  a  Iv 

ran  forth 
And  sparkled  keen  with  fro 

the  Jiilt ; 
For  all  tli<;  liaft   twinkled  ' 

rooiiil  sparks. 
Myriads  of  topaz-lights,  uiit 

Of  subtlest  jewellery.    Hs 

long 
Tliat  both  his  eyes  were  iliui 

This  wuv  and  that  dividiaE 


m'ind, 
III  act  to  throw;  but  si  tl 

secm'd 
Better  to  leave  Excalibur  coi 
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in  tbe  manv-kuotU.Hi  water-flags, 
riiait  whitttled  stiff  and  dry  about  the 

marge. 
lo  itroile  he  back  slow  to  tbe  w^ounded 

King. 

Then  snako    King  Arthur   to  Sir 

Beciiyerc ; 
Ilaat    thou    pcrform'd    my   mission 
which  1  gave  ? 
What  is  it  thou  hast  seen?  or  what 
hast  heard?' 

And  answer  maile  the  bold  Sir  Bedi- 

vere  : 
I  beard  tbe  ripple  washing  in  the 
retnls. 
And  the  wild  water  lapping  on  the 
crag/ 

To  whom  replied  King  Arthur,  faint 

and  pale :  240 

*Thou  hast  bctray'd  thy  nature  and 

thy  nam4', 
Xot  romirring  true  answ(;r.  ns  bcscn^ni'd 
Thy  fi-alty,  nor  lik<*  a  noblo  kni^rht : 
TtiT  Min-r  sign   hod    fullowM,    cillu'r 

hunil. 
<>r  Tiiicf,  t»r  t'Isi'  a  motion  of  tlio  intTc. 
Thi<i  in  a  sliameful  thing  for  men  to 

lit*. 
Yrl  now.  I  charge  thee,  (juickly  go 

again. 
As  thou  art  lief  and  dear,  and  do  the 

thing 
I  bade  th<'e.  watch,  and  lightly  brin;; 

me  woni.* 

Th«*n  went  Sir  Bcdivcrc  tlic  wcon*! 

time  230 

Acnwi?  the  ridge,  and  paced  Ix-side  the 

mere. 
T'^uuting   the  dewy   {wblilrs,  flxt  in 

thought ;       '  j 

But  when  he  saw  the  wonder  of  tlic  , 

hilt.  > 

How  ruriow<Iv  and  stnmL'i'lv  rhased,  ' 

he  smote 
HiA  palms  together,  and  lieerird  aloml ; 

'And   if  imiecd    I   ea.st    the   brand 

away, 
!*urtly  a  prei.-ious  thing,  on*-  \M»rthy 

note. 
Should  Uius  be  lost  for  ever  from  tiie 

etitb. 


Which  might  have  pleased  the  eyes  c 

many  men. 
What  goo(l  should  follow  this,  if  th 

were  done  ?  21 

W^hat  harm,  undone  ?    Deep  hanu  t 

disobey. 
Seeing  obedience  is  the  bond  of  rule. 
Were  it  well  to  obey  then,  if  a  kin 

demand 
An  act  unprofitable,  against  himself 
The  King  is  sick,  and  knows  not  win 

he  does. 
What  reconl  or  what  relic  of  my  Km 
Should  be  to  aftertime,  but  empt 

bn'ath 
And  rumors  of  a  doubt?    But  wei 

this  kept. 
Stored    in    some    treasure-house    ( 

mighty  kings. 
Some  one  might  show  it  at  a  joust  ( 

arms,  2 

Saying:  "King  Artliiir*»  swonl.  E: 

calibur. 
Wrought  by  the  lonely  Maiden  of  tl 

Ijixkv. 
Ninc^  years  she  wrought   it,  sitting  1 

tlie  di-f'ps 
rpon  the  liidden  basts  of  tin-  hills." 
So  might  sonur  <>l<i  man  spi-ak  in  tl: 

after!  ini.' 
To  all  t Ik*  people,  winning  revt-renei 
But  now  much  honor  and  nuirh  fan 

were  lost.' 

So  spake  he.  clouded  with  his  ow 

eonct-it. 
And  hid  Kxealilinr  the  s^cnnd  time. 
And    so    slr«Mli'    l»;nk    sli»w     tn   tl 

wound«'d  Kini:.  2 

Then  *ip<»ke  Kiiii:  Artlnir.  bn-athin 
heavily  : 
'What  is  it  th'»u  Inst  sjen?  i»r  wlu 
ha.st  lnanl  V 

Ancl  answer  nia<l'  tin  li-.ltl  Sir  I5«il 

Vere  : 

•  I  liear-l  tlif  \\  :iti  r  ':i|']»inj  "M  ill'  era: 
Antl    ill'*  liMiLT   n;>|>l'    u.i-liinj-  in   il 

n-f  »is.' 

Ti*    ujeuii     r.pli« 'i     I\;m'_'    Arthu 
niiieji  ill  w  r.iili 

•  All  mis.  r.il»l<-.  a:.-!  tiriU^xl.  untrue, 
rnknijliliv.  traitor  In  aried  :     Woe 

nie : 


S7^ 


IDYLLS  OF  THE  KING 


Authoritr  fornto  a  dying  Ung, 
Laid  widow'd  of  the  power  in  his 

eye  ago 

That  bow'd  tbe  will    I  see  tliee  what 

thoaait, 
Fot  thoa,  the  Uteet-left  of  all  my 

knikfatBi 
In  whom  diould  meet  the  offices  of  all, 
Thoa  wouldst  betray  me  for  the  pre- 

cioiuhilt; 
SIfhcr  from  hist  of  gold,  or  like  a  glil 
Valuing  the  giddy  pleasure  of  the 

eyea.'K 
Yet,  for  a' man  may  fall  in  duty  twice. 
And  the  third  time  may  prosper,  get 

thee  hence ; 
But,  if  thoa  spare  to  fling  ExcsHbrn*, 
I  will  arise  and  slay  thee  with  my 

hands.' 


Then  quickly  rose  Sir  BediTere,  and 
nm. 

And,  leaping  down  the  ridges  lightly, 
plunged 

Among  the  bulrush  beds,  and  clutch'd 
the  sword, 

And  strongly  wheeVd  and  threw  it 
The  great  brand 

Made  lightnings  in  the  splendor  of  the 
moon, 

And  flashing  round  and  round,  and 
whirrd  in  an  arch. 

Shot  like  a  streamer  of  the  northern 
mom. 

Seen  where  the  moving  isles  of  win- 
ter shock 

By  night,  with  noises  of  the  Northern 
Sea. 

So  flash'd  and  fell  the  brand  Excali- 
bur ;  310 

But  ere  he  dipt  the  surface,  rose  an 
arm 

Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  won- 
derful. 

And  caught  him  by  the  hilt,  and  bran- 
dished him 

Three  times,  and  drew  him  under  in 
the  mere. 

And  lightly  went  the  other  to  the  King. 

Then  spoke  King  Arthur,  drawing 

thicker  breath  : 
*  Now  see  I  by  thine  eyes  that  this  is 

done. 
Bpeak  out :  what  is  it  thou  hast  heard, 

or  seen  ?  * 


And  answer  made  the  ImU  Sir ! 

▼ere: 
'Sir  King,  I  doaed  mine  efsHdik 

the  gems 
Should  blind  my  pmpoie!.  Cor  I 

saw. 
Nor  shall  see,  here  or  dsewhen^tlll 

die. 
Not  thd*  I  Uto  three  Uvea  of 

men, 

80  great  a  ndrade  as  yonder  hUt      < 
Then  with  both  hands  I  flmg  m^ 

wheeling  him ; 
But  when  I  looTd  again,  b*bUi| 

arm, 
(Hothed  in  white  ssmfte,  mystl^  ww 

derful. 
That  cau^  hhnlnr  flieldtt,  and  W* 

difdhim 
Three  thnes^  and  drew  him  under  h 

themoe.' 

And  answer  made  King  Aitta 

breathing  hard :  9 

'My  end  draws  nigb,;  'tis  time  ths 

I  were  gone. 
Make  broad  l£y  shoulders  to  receivi 

my  weight. 
And  bear  me  to  the  margin;  yet 

fear 
My  wound  hath  taken  cold,  and 

shall  die.' 

So  saying,  from  the  pavement  li 

half  rose. 
Slowly,  with  pain,  reclining  on  h 

arm, 
And  looking  wistfully  with  wide  hk 

eyes 
As  in  a  picture.    Him  Sir  Bediyere 
Remorsefully  regarded  thro'  his  tear 
And  would  have  spoken,  but  he  foui 

not  words ;  y 

Then  took  with  care,  and  kneeling  0 

one  knee. 
O'er  both  his  Moulders  drew  the  lai 

guid  hands, 
And  riung  bore  him  thro*  the  place  ( 

tombs. 

• 

But,  as  he  walk*d,  King  Artht 

panted  hard. 
Like  one  that  feels  a  nightmare  on  h 

bed 
When  all  the  house  is  mute.  So  sigh' 

theKhig, 
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r  and  murmuriag  at  his  ear, 

uick.  ijuick  ! 

s  too  late,  and  I  sliall  die.' 

Lher  swiftly  Btrode  from  ridge 

ridge. 

'ith  his  breath,  aod  looking. 

le  wftlk'd,  ISO 

lan    human    on    the   frozen 

Ibe  deep  behind  him,  and  a 

^is  own  thought  drove  him 

'd   his  hamesa   in   the    icy 

□  ciwsms,  and  all  to  left  and 

lack  clifl  clang'd  round  him, 

e  baaed 

L  Juta  of  slippery  crag  that 

ten  with  the  dint  of  armed 


V   they   how  there  hove  a 

y  barge, 

funeral  scarf  from  stem  to 

:;m  :  and  descending  they 

e  decks  were  dense  with 

y  forma, 

I,    black -liooded,    like    a 

1  —  by  these 

IS  with  crowns  of  gold  — 

ebivcr'd  to  the  tingling 

ere  one  voice,  an  agony 
ion,  likca  wind  thai  shrills 
1  ft  wftste  land,  where  no 

e,  since  the  making  of  tliu 


nur'd  Arthur,  '  Place  me 
barge." 

large  they  came.     There 
,hree  queens 

leir  bauds,  and  took  the 
and  wept. 
rose  the  tallest  of  them 


And  fairest  laid  his  head  upon  her 

lap, 
And  loosed  the  shatter'd  casque,  and 

chafed  his  hands. 
And  call'd  him  by  his  name,  complain' 

ing  loud. 
And  dropping  bitter  t«ars  against  a 

Btriped  with  dark  blood  ;   for  all  hia 

face  was  white  jSo 

And  colorless,  and   like  the  wither'd 

Smote  by  the  fresh  beam  of  the  spring- 
ing east : 

And  all  bis  greaves  and  cuisses  dash'd 
with  drops 

Of  onset :  and  the  light  and  lustrous 

That  made  his  forehead  like  a  rising 

High    from   the    dais-throne  —  were 

parch'd  with  duat, 
Or,  clotted  into  points  and  hanging 

Mizc  with  the  knightly  growth   that 

fringed  his  lips. 
So  like  a  shatter'd  column   lay  the 

King; 
Not  like   that  Arthur  who,  with  lance 

From  apur  to  plume  a  star  of  touma' 

Shot  thru'  the  lials  at  Camelot,  and 

charged 
Before  the  eyes  of  ladies  and  of  kings. 

Then  loudly  cried  the  bold  Sir  Bedi- 

'  Ah  !  my  Lord  Arthur,  whither  shall  I 

go? 
^^  here  shall  I  hide  my  forehead  and 

my  eyes  J 
For  now  1  see  tlie  true  old  times  arc 

When  every  morning  brought  a  noble 

chmice, 
Anil  eviTy  chance  brought  out  a  noble 

knight. 
Such  limr!S  have  been  not  since  the 

light  that  led  ^■=o 

The    lii.lv   Elders   with   the    gift    of 

nivrrk 
lint  now  the  whole  Round  Table  ia 

disaolved 
Which  nas  an  image  of  the  mighty 
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Lnd  I.  the  last,  go  forth  ccHnpanion- 

less, 
Lnd  the  days  darken  round  me,  and 

the  years/ 
Lxnong  new  men,  strange  faces,  other 

minds.' 

And  slowly  answered  Arthur  from 

the  baige  : 
The    old   order  changeth,  yiddhig 

place  to  new. 
Lnd  God    fulfils   himself  in    many 

ways, 
icst  one  good  custom  should  oorrupt 

the  world.  410 

Comfort  thyself ;  what  comfort  is  in 

met 
have  lived  my  life,  and  that  which  I 

hare  done 
Cay  He  within  himself  make  pure  I 

but  thou, 
f  thou  shouldst  never  see  my  face 

again, 
^y  for  my  soul.     I^omjthinirs  are 

wrQuj;hti_hy  r^^VX^T 
Than  tbja^^Xflj^djireams  of.     Where- 
fore, let  thy  voice 
lise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and 

day. 
for  what  arc  men  better  than  sheep 

or  goats 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the 

brain, 
;f,  knowing  God,  they  lift  not  liands 

of  prayer  420 

3oth  for  tlieraselves  and   those  who 

call  them  friend? 
P'or  so  the  whole  round  earth  is  every 

way 
[Jouiul  by  i^iM  chains  about  the  feet 

of  0ml. 
But  now  farewell.     I  am  going  a  long 

way 
With  these   thou   seest  —  if  indeed  I 

For  all  my   iniiul  is  clouded  with  a 

doubt  — 
To  the  island-valley  of  Avilion  ; 
Where  falls  not  liail,  or  rain,  or  any 

snow. 
Nor  ever  wind  blows  loudly ;  but  it 

lies 
Deep-meadow 'd,  happy,  fair  with  or- 

chanl  lawns  430 

A.nd  bowery  hollows    crown'd  with 

summer  sea, 


Where  I  will  lueal  me  €imji 
womuL* 

Bo  said  he,  and  the  baiyei 

sod  sail 
MoTed  frrnn  the  brink,  liken 

breasted  swan 
That,  fluting  a  wild  card  tnht 
RuiBes  her  pure  ccM  plnne^a 

the  flood 
With  swarthy  weba    Long  i 

Bedivere 
Revolving  many  memories 

Look'd  cme  black  dot  egahMtti 

of  dawn« 
And  on  the  mere  tibe  wsU 

away. 

• 
But  when  that  moan  had 

evenuora. 
The  stillness  of  the  dead  wot 

ter  dawn 
Amazed  him,   and  he  groan 

King  is  gone.' 
And  therewithal    came    on 

weird  rhyme. 
'From  the  great  deep  to  t 

deep  he  goes.' 

Whereat  he  slowly  tum*d  ai 

clomb 
The  last  hard  footstep  of 

crag. 
Thence  mark'd  the  black  hul 

yet,  and  cried: 
'  He  passes  to  be  king  among 
And  after    healing  of   his 

wound 
lie  comes  again  ;  but — if  he 

more  — 
O  me,  be  yon  dark  queeni 

black  boat. 
Who  shrick'd  and  wail'd,  t 

whereat  we  gazed 
On  that  high  day,  when,  dol 

living  light. 
They  stood  before  his  throne  i; 

friends 
Of  Arthur,  w*ho  should  bel] 

his  need  ? ' 

Then  from  the  dawn  it  sen 
came,  but  faint 
As  from  beyond  the  limit  of  tl 
Like  the  last  echo  bom  of  a  g 
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SIS 


Ada,  as  if  some  fair  city  were  one 

voice  460 

»UDd  a  king  returning  from  his  wars. 

*hereat  once  more  he  moved  about, 

and  clomb 
*n  to  the  highest  he  could  climb, 

and  saw, 
dnin|2r  his  eyes  beneath  an  arch  of 

hand, 
thought  he  saw,  the  speck  that  bare 

the  King, 
wn  that  long  water  opening  on  the 

deep 
aewhere  far  off,  pass  on  and  on, 

and  go 
>m  less    to  less   and   vanish  into 

ligbt. 
d  the  new  sun  rose  bringing  the 

new  year. 


TO  THE  QUEEN 

i-OTAL  to  the  royal  in  thyself. 

<1  loviil   to  Uiy    land,   as   this    to 

thre  — 
*r  witness,  tliat  remomberabli;  day, 
li«n.  pal<i  as  yet  and  fever-worn,  the 

Prince 
lo  .sriirce  had  pluek'd  his  fliekcrin^ 

life  apiin 
)m  halfwav  down  the   shadow    of 

the  ^nive 
St  with  thet»   thm*  thy  people  an(i 

their  love, 
d  r»ndon  roird  one  tide  of  joy  thro' 

all 
r  trehlMi  millions,  and  loud  leairues 

f*f  man 
<1  wel<*ome !  witness,  too.  tlie  silent 

rry.  10 

^  pniyer  of  many  a  raci*  and  eree<i, 

:\nd  elime  — 
'md»'rli'ss    lightnings    strikini:    nn- 

der  9<*a 
»m  sunsM't  and  sunrise   of   all    thy 

ri'alm, 
'1    tlial   true    North,    whircof    we 

Kiti'lv  heard 
■train  to  slmme  us,    *  Kerp  you  to 

yourselves :  1 

loval  is  loo  costly  '  friends— vour 

love 
>ut  a  burthen;  loose  tlie  bond,  and 

go." 


Is  this  the  tone  of  empire?  here  the 

faith 
That  made  us  rulers  ?  this,  indeed,  her 

voice 
And  meaning  whom  the  roar  of  Hou- 

goumont  30 

Left  mightiest  of  all  peoples  imder 

heaven  ? 
What  shock  has  fool'd  her  since,  that 

she  should  speak 
80  feebly  t   wealthier  —  wealthier  — 

hour  by  hour! 
The  voice  of  Britain,   or  a   sinking 

land. 
Some  third-rate  isle  half- lost  among 

her  seas  ? 
There  rang  her  voice,  when  the  full 

citv  peard 
Thee  and  thy  Prince  1   The  loyal  to 

their  crown 
Are  loval  to  their  own  far  sons,  who 

love 
Our  ocean-empire  with  her  boundless 

homes 
For    ever-brondoning    Kn«rland,   and 

her  throne  30 

in  our  vast  Orient,  and  one  isle,  one 

isle, 
That  knows  not  her  own  greatness ;  if 

she  knows 
And  dreads    it  we   an*    fallen.  —  But 

thou,  mv  Queen. 
Not   for    itself,   but    thro'  thy  living 

love 
For  one  to  whom  I  made  it  o'er  his 

grave 
Saen'd.  aee<'pt  this  old  inip<Tfeet  tale, 
New-old.  and  shadowing  Sensi*  at  war 

with  Soul. 
Ideal  niardi«HMl  elos<'d  in  rejil  num. 
R'lther   than     that    irniy    kinir   whose 

name,  a  ghost. 
Stn'anis     Ilk**   a   cloud,    man  shaptd, 

from  niiMnitain  p«  ak.  40 

And  rlravtstoeairn  ainl  (  ronih-ch  still ; 

or  him 
()f  (Jj-olTn-y's    hoi.k.   or    him  of    Mai- 

l<'>r"'«..  orii' 
Toucird   hy  lln-  adull«T«>us  tinirer  of  a 

tim«' 
That    h«ivir'<l    hrt\v««ii    war  and  wan- 

t«»IIMr.sx. 

And    rrouiiinL"^   and    d<tliroiii-m<nts. 

Take  \\  itlial 
Thy  ports  hlrs^ing,  and  his  trust  that 

Heaven 
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Will  blow  tbe  t«mpest  Id  the  diaUace 

buk 
From  thine  and  ours ;  for  mow  are 

acared,  who  mai^. 
Or    wisely   or    nnwjaely,    rigna    of 

fltonn, 
W»Teilnfs  of  ereiy  Tane  with  erery 

And  wordy  tnicklings  to  tbe  tranatent 

hour. 
And  fleroe  or  carelcaa  Iookdcib  of  tbe 

Mth. 
And  Sottneas  breedlne  ecom  of  aimple 

life. 
Or  Cowatdtce.  Oie  child  of  lust  for 

gold. 
Or  Labor,  with  a  groan  and  not  a 

Toice. 
Or  Alt  with  ptNaoooua  honey  stolen 

hoDD  France^ 


And  that  which  Imow^buuarvfnll 

itself. 
And  that  whidi  lomra  not,  jdi 

that  which  knows 
To  ita  own  harm.    The  goal  o(  tt 

great  world 
lies  b^ood  sight  :jflt — Uoorilawlj 

And   orawi^d    BBpoblWa   avwnbj 

That  HTod  her  na«9  ttnMMWt  M' 

their  ftaan 
Are  morning  riMdow»liugR  than  Qi 

■hapce 
That  oaat  then,  BOt  Ihos  ^ocoda 

whldifongo 
Tbe  daAne«  aTlbilt  tattle  In  *t 


Where  aH  of  Ugh  n^  hoty  dls 
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TENNYSON 


atutnttaoit 


fD  Ally  wlKM.-  nnme   i> 

iitrr  ftDil  hiiliMi.-  aud 

Mi^ttt  Biiwcr  of  A  Tcnr  nnil  n 

'  iMHtilliJiin. 

tl>  blfHMXii.  O  lalup.  anil  Riltic  of 

nhie. 
ItuM  port  who  ^r^TCT  boat  writtf  d 

|ll,  (or  'thu  n>ni»  k1  Ui<'  licod  ut 
cmr  U  Iblop. 
I  iwvrr  |j*  wran)['>t  liy  iliv 


TIIF,  F-IRST  QUARREL  I 

{IS  THK  IHI.B  or  WIOITT)  1 


'  Wait  d  Ifttln.'  jmn  »»y.  ■  you 
it'Ukll  conwri^t,' 

But  llif  boy  WM  boru  i'  ironM 
lonkii  M>  nui  nn'  w  wbittt^ 

Wnltl  on—iirrrim-Witltnl- 

N<iw  1  wnlt,  wail.  Wttii  fur  I  . 
N'>.    nn.   yiiu     nrc    (IuIdcj 

Harry  uml  I  wcri'  uinrrit'il;  I 
iiin  li'ihl  up  bU  knai. 

Tti"  boy  wa«  l»mi  Id  khIId.. 
iiittr^T  my  nuui  «■•  iltwl ; 
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I  lia'  work'd  for  him  flFl^Fii  years,  an' 
I  work  un'  I  wait  lo  Ihe  end. 

I  am  ttU  alone  in  the  world,  an'  jou 
arc  nif  only  friuad. 


Doctor,  ir  Sim  can  wait.  I'll  toll  you 

the  tuk  ti  mj  Wte. 
When  Harrj  an'  X  were  chlHroii,  he 

call'il  me  his  own  little  wir«:  >*> 
I  was  happy  when  I  was  with  him, 

an'  !H>Vr;  whm  lie  was  away, 
An"  when  we  plaj'd  logethwr,  I  loved 

him  better  than  piny : 


He  fought  the  boys  that  were  rude. 

an'  1  loved  him  belter  Uuu)  all. 
Passionate  girl  tho'  1  waa,  no'  often  at 

home  <o  disgnw«. 
I  never  ooiiid  quarrel  with  Harry  —  I 

had  but  to  look  in  Us  face. 


There   was  a   farmer    in     r>0T8ct  of 

Harry's  kin,  that  had  need 
Uf  a  good  stout  lad  at  his  form;  he 

sent,  an'  the  father  agreed ; 
SoHarry  was  bound  tothuDuraetahirc 

farm  for  y cars  an'  for  years :  19 
I  walk'd  with  him  down  to  the  quay. 

poor  lad.  an'  we  parted  in  tear^ 
The  boat  was  beginning  to  move,  we 

heard  them  n-ringiug  the  bell, 
'  I  '11  never  lovn  any  but  you.  God  bless 

Tou.  my  ownUttleNell.' 


I  was  a  child,  an'  he  was  a  child,  an' 

he  came  to  Imrni : 
There  was  a  girl,  a  hussy,  that  workt 

with  him  up  at  the  fartn. 
One  haddecwved  her  an' left  her  alone 

with  her  gin  an'  her  shame. 
And  so  she  was  wicked  with  Harry ; 

the  girl  was  the  most  to  blame. 


And  yeara  wont  over  till  I  that  was 

little  had  grown  so  tall 
Themenwouldwiyof  the  maids,  'Our 

Nelly  "s  Ihe  llower  of  'cm  all' 
Idid  n't  take  heed  o'  them,  but  I  taught 

myself  all  1  could 
To  make  a  good  wife  for  Harry,  when 

Harry  came  home  tor  good.     » 


Often  I  seem'd  unhappy,  and  of 

happy  too, 
For  I  heard  it  abroad  in  the  fields 

never  love  any  but  you ;' 
■  I  'II  never  love   any  hut  you 

morning  song  of  the  laifc 
'  I  '11  never  love   any  hut  jou 

nightingale's  hj-nm  In  Lbc 

And  Harrv  conte  heme  at  last,  t 

look'd  at  me  sidelong  and 
Veil  me  a  bit.  till  he  told  me  I 

many  yean  had  gone  hv, 
I  had  grown  go  handsome  and 

that    I  might  ha*  forgo 

somehow  — 
For  ho  thought —  there  were 

lads— be  was  fear'd  to  1 

Tta 
Hard  was  the  frost  In   the  fie 

were  married  o'  Christmi 
Harried  among  the  red  berri^ 

as  merry  aa  Uay  '- 
TIiosi:   were   Uie   pleaauit  timi 

house  an'  my  man  wei 

Wc  seewd  like  ships  f  the  C 
a-sailing  with  wind  an'  ti 

But  work  was  scant  in  the  lel 

he  tried  the  villages  roun 
So  Harry  went  over  the  Solent 

if  work  could  be  found ; 
An'  he  wrote:  "I  ha'  sii  weeks' 

little  wife,  BO  far  OS  I  km 
I'll  come  for  an  hour  to-mom: 

kiss  you  before  I  go.' 


80  I  set  to  righting  the  hou: 
was  n't  he  coming  that  di 

An'  1  hit  on  an  old  ded  box  th 
pusb'd  in  a  comer  away. 

tt  was  full  of  old  odds  an'  endf 
letter  along  wi'  the  rest. 

I  had  better  ha'  put  my  naket. 
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ou  promised  to  find  me  work  near 
you,  an*  I  wish  I  was  dead  — 

1  n  t  you  kiss  me  an*  promise  ?  you 
have  n*t  done  it,  my  lad, 

*  I  almost  died  o'  your  going  away, 

an'  I  wish  that  I  had.' 

XII 

x>  wish  that  I  had — in  the  pleasant 

times  that  had  past, 
fore  I  quarreird  with  Harry  —  my 

quarrel  —  the  first  an*  the  last. 

XIII 

r  Harry  came  in,  an'  I  flung 
him  the  letter  that  drove  me 
wikl, 

'  he  told  it  me  all  at  once,  as  sim- 
ple as  any  child, 

hat  can  it  matter,  my  lass,  what  I 
did  wi*  my  single'life  ? 

la'  been  as  true  to  you  as  ever  a 
man  to  his  wife ;  60 

'  the  wasn't  one  o*  the  worst.' 
•Then,'  I  said,  *I'm  none  o' 
the  b<'st.* 

'  he  smiled  at  me,  '  Ain't  vou,  mv 
love?  Come,  conu*,  little  wife. 
let  it  rest ! 

*  man   isn't  like   the  woman,    no 

need  to  make  such  a  stir.' 
L  he  anger'd  me  all  the  more,  an'  I 

said,   'You  were  kei'pinL:  with 

hfT, 
ten  I  was  a-loving  you  all   alonir 

an'  the  same  as  Ix^forc' 
he    didn't    speak    for    a   while. 

an'    he   anger'd    me   more   and  ; 

more. 
*n  he  patted  my  hand  in  Ium  L'»*ntle 

way,  '  Let  byponrs  he  I ' 
'gones!  you  kept  yours  InishM.'  I 

said,  •  when  you  marrir*!  nv  I 
gones  ma'  be  eome  jiLrains;  an'  xfo 

—  in  her  Hhunn'  an"  Imt  sin    - 
J '11  have  her  to  nurs«'  niy  cliii"!.  if 

I  die  o'  my  Ivin;?  in  I  7 .  ! 

1 '11  make  her  It**  si-corid   nmtlur! 

I  hate  her  —  an'  I  li:ite  you  :' 
,   Harry,  my  man.  y«»ii  h.ul  lMtt«r 

ha'  beaten  m<'  Mark  :in'  blin' 
ui    ha*    spoken    :i.s    kind    :t^    \<>u  ' 

did,  when  I  wm*  so  «  ni/y  wV 

spite,  I 

ait  a  little,  my  lass,  1  am  sure  it  ill 

all  come  right.  > 


XIV 

An*  he  took  three  turns  in  the  rain, 

an*  I  watch'd  him,  an'  when  he 

came  in 
I  felt  that  my  heart  was  hard ;  he  was 

all  wet  thro'  to  the  skin. 
An'  I  never  said,  'off  wi'  the  wet,*  I 

never  said,  'on  wi'  the  dry,* 
So  I  knew  my  heart  was  hard,  when 

he  came  to  bid  me  cood-bye. 
'  You  said  that  you  hated  me,  Ellen, 

but  that  is  n't  true,  vou  know  : 
I  am  going  to  leave  you  a  bit  —  you  *11 

kiss  me  before  I  go  ?  *  80 

XV 

'Going!  you're  going  to  her  —  kiss 

her — if  you  will,'  I  said  — 
I  was  near  my  time  wi*  the  boy.  I  must 

ha'  been  light  i*  my  head  — 
'  I  had  sooner  be  cursed  than  kiss'd ! ' 

—  I  didn't  know  well  what  I 

meant. 
But  I  turn'd  my  face  from  him,  an' 

he  turn'd  kin  face  an*  he  went 

XVI 

And  then  ho  si-nt  me  a  letter.   'I've 

gottiMi  mv  work  to  do; 
You  would  n't  kiss  me.  my  las.M,  an'  I 

never  lov(»<l  any  hut  you  ; 
I   am   sorry    for  all    the   (juarrel   an' 

sorrv  for  what  she  wrote, 
I  ha'  six  weeks*  work  in  J«Tsey  an'  go 

to  night  by  the  boat.' 

XVII 

An'    the    wind    hei:an    to   rise,    an'    I 

thou<;ht  of  him  out  at  M-a. 
An*  I    f«lt    I    ha<l   Imtii   to  hhune ;   he 

was  always  kind  to  nn*.  <,.) 

'Waif   a  litilr.  my  lass.  I  :un  sun-  i! 

'ill  all  com'*  riirht ' 
An'  tin*  boat  went  down  tint  nii^dit 

tin-  hojit  w«-nt  down  that  \\\'z\-' 


KIZPAII 
17— 

I 

Wmi.ino.  w.'iiliiiL'.  wMJiiiu'.  the  win<l 

over  l:in«l  and  ^'  i 
.\nd    WillvN  voi«  !■    in    tli<-    wind     'o 

moihrr,  »'omi'  mil  to  nie  I ' 
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Why  should  he  call  me  to-night,  when 
he  knows  tbat  I  cannot  goT 

Tor  the  downs  are  sa  bri^t  u  day, 
■nd  the  full  moon  staiea  at  t£e 
mow. 


Ife  abould  be  seen,  my  dear;  Uie; 

would  spy  us  out  ot  the  town. 
The  loud  black  nights  for  us,  and  the 

Xorm  ruabing  orer  the  down. 
When  I  cannot  see  my  own  hand,  but 

am  tod  by  the  creiJt  of  the  di^n. 
And  grorel  and  giapa  for  my  aon  tQI 

I  find  myielf  ibaiched  with  the 


AnylhlDg  fallen  again  T   nay— what 

was  there  left  to  fall  i 
I  liATe  taken  them  home,  I  have  num- 

ber'd  the  bonea,  I  hare  hidden 

them  all.  «> 

What  am  1  sayingf  and  what  are 

yoa  f  do  you  come  as  u  ap;  T 
Falls?  what  tails?  who  knows  I     Aa 

the  tree  falls  so  must  it  lie. 

Who  let  her  in  %  how  long  has  she  been* 

you  —  wliat  have  yoii  heard  T 
Why  did  you  ait  so  quiet  1  you  never 

have  gpoten  a  wonl. 
O  —  to  pray  with  me  —  yes  —  a  lady 

— none  of  thpir  spies — 
But  the  night  has  iTcpt  into  my  heart. 

and  begun  to  durilen  my  tycs. 


Ah — you,  that  have  livwlsosoft,  what 
should  you  hnow  of  the  night. 

The  blast  and  the  burning  Hhsme  and 
the  bitter  frost  and  the  fright  t 

I  have  done  it,  white  you  were  asleep 
— you  were  only  made  for  the 

I  have  gkther'd  my  baby  together  — 
and  now  you  may  go  your  w  ny. 

Nay— for  it's  kind  of  you,  ni:idam, 
to  sit  by  an  oltl  dying  wife,     n 

But  aay  nothing  hiktd  of  my  boy,  1 
have  only  an  hour  of  life, 

[  kiss'd  my  boy  in  the  prison,  before 
he  went  out  to  die. 


EBIS  j 

otodoit,'beaaid,MJ 

__taMtoldmeftlle.    Jk 

I  whipt  him  fcr  robUns  n  wM 

onee  when  bo  was  but «  tfUU^ 
'  Hie  faimer  dsnd  me  to  do  IL"-  k 

aaSd;  he  TO  alwmTS  10  vOl— 
And  idle— and  ooaldtftballli—H 

mily— he  n^Ter«aaMni*. 
The  EhiK  riioald  Ikts  onds  1^ 

vma.  he  wooU  tave^i 

oaeof  Utboit 


But  be  lived  with  K  lot  or  vad  Mik 
be  good: 


and  they  n 


r  would  htU 


Tbey  «w<Me  that  be  dare  not  rob  th 
mail,  and  be  aware  thai  k 
woold;  I 

And  he  took  no  Bfe.  bat  he  M 
one  pDiHi  and  when  ell  wi 
dooe 

He  flung  It  among  his  (ellowa —  'II 
noue  of  it,'  said  my  bod. 


God's  own  truth— but  tbey  kill' 
him,  they  kill'd  him  for  rol 
bing  the  maiL 

They  hang'd  him  in  chains  for  a  she 
—  we  hsd  always  borne  a  gou 


leT 
Dust   to  dust — low   down — let   u 

hide  I  but  ihej  set  him  so  higl 
Thnt  all  the  ships  of  the  world  coul 

stare  at  him,  passing  by. 
God 'ill  pardon  the  hell-black  rave 

and  horrible  fowls  of  the  air. 
But  not  the  black  heart  of  the  lawyc 

who  kill'd  him  and  hang'd  bin 


And  the  jailer  forced  me  away.  I  bK 

bid  him  my  last  mod-bye ; 
Tbey  hsd  fasten'd  the  door  of  bis  cdL 

'  O  mother  r  I  heard  him  ciy- 
I  couldn't  get  back  tho*  I  tr{ed.  b< 

had  something  further  to  mv. 
And  now  I  nerer  sliall  know  ft.    Tb 

Jailer  fonxd  me  awi^. 


RIZPAH 


Thi-n  since  I  couldn't  but  hear  that 

cry  of  my  boy  that  was  dead, 
They  seized   mc   and   shut  mo  up: 

they  fasten'd  mc  down  on  my 

b«d. 
'  Mother,  O  mother  I ' — he  call'd  in  the 

dark  to  me  year  after  year — 
They  beat  me  for  that,  thc^  beat  mc 

—  you    know  that  1  couldn't 
but  hear ; 

An<l  th<*n  at  the  last  Uicy  found  I  had 
Kn>wn  so  stupid  and  still 

They  let  me  abroad  again — but  tho 
creatures  had  worked  their  will. 

XI 

Flesh  of  my  flesh  was  ffono.  but  bone 

of  mv  bone  was  left —  51 

I  stole  them  all  from  the  lawyers  —  and 

you,  will  you  call  it  a  theft?  — 
My  baby,  the  liones  that  IumI  suok'd 

me.  the  br»n(*s  that  had  lauglH^l 

and  had  crii-d  — 
Th^-irs  ?  (K  no  I  they  are  mine  —  not 

tlwirs — tlu'V  iiad  movctl  in  inv 

t«ide. 

XII 

Ihf  you  think   I  was  sranul  by  the 

Iwnc-s?     I  kiss'd  'em,  I  Imrii'd 

'em  all  — 
I  can't  <li>?  deep.  I  am  old — in  tin- 

niirht  by  the  churchyunl  wall. 
My  Willy 'ill  rise  up  whciU?  when  tlic 

trumiM't  of  ]udgm(>nt  'ill  sound. 
But   I  charK*?  you  never  to  Any  that  I 

laid  him  in  holy  groumi. 

xiir 

Tht*y  would  scratch  him  up  —  tiny 
would  lian;;  him  ai^iin  on  the 
rursfeil  trire. 
5^in?    O.  yen,  we  are  sinners,  I  know 

—  let  all  that  be,  f-> 
And  reiwl   me  a   Bible   vers««   of   the 

Ij<»nrs  ^iNidwill  toward  ineii  — 
'Full  of  n^inpas^ion  and  nnn-y.  tin- 
i  I>*»rd*  —  let  m«'  ln'ar  it  airain  : 

I     'Full  of  compassion  and  merry  —  Imii; 
'  Ruffenng.'     Ves,  <>.  yrs! 

J    Fijrihi»  lawyer  i<*  l>orn  but  to  nninler 
k  —the  Saviour  liven  biif  to  hi. -.s. 

j    "''II  never    put    on    tin-    hhuk    mp 
[  except    for    the   \vor>t    of    tin- 

worst. 


And  the  first  may  be  last — I  ha 

heanl  it  in  church  —  and    tl 

last  may  be  first. 
Suffering  —  O,    long-suffering  —  y< 

as  the  Lord  must  know, 
Year  after  year  in  the  mist  and  tl 

wind  and  the  shower  and  tl 

snow. 

XIV 

Heard,  have  you?  what?  they  ha 

told  you  he  never  repent wi  1 

sin. 
How  do  they  know  it  ?  are  th*\i/  1: 

mother?  are  you  of  his  kin  ? 
IIi*iinl !   have  you  ever  heanl.  wh 

th(^  storm  on  the  downs  iH'gar 
The  wind  that 'ill  wail  like  a  child  ai 

the  sea  tliat  'ill  moim  like  a  mai 

XV 

Election.  Kle<^tion,  and  Kepnibation 

it's  all  very  well. 
But  I  ^'o  to  ni^hl  to  my  lM)y,  and 

shall  not  find  him  in  hell. 
For  I  care*!  so  much  for  mv  boy  tli 

th(?    Lonl    has   hM)k'(l    into  n 

can*. 
And  He  means  me  1  'm  suretobehapj 

with  Willv,  I  know  not  whei 

XVI 

And  if  //<»  lx»  lost  —  but  to  sjivc?  / 
s«>ul.  that  is  all  your  desire  — 

Do  vou  think  that  I  (are  for  rut/  so 
if  mv  l>ov  be  iron*'  t<»  the  rire 

I  have  l)een  with  (i«k1  in  theilark  —  u 
p).  you  may  leave  me  alone - 

You  never  have  j)oriM*  a  cliilil   -  V( 

• 

are  ju^t  as  hanl  as  a  >tone. 
XVII 

Madam.  I  Iw-ir  y«>ur  |»anloii  I     I  thii 

that  yoii  m(';in  to  ]u-  kind. 
Btit   1  eannot   h<-:ir  wlirtt  yi»u  s.iy  ! 

my  U'illx'-.  \o!.i    in  \\v  win'l 
Th'- "^iiow  .'uiil  Th«-  «-ky  -<»  brijlit— • 

UM-il  but  to  I  :i!i  i;:  :ln-  ilifk. 
-\nd    h"*    «;«ll»    t"»    ni»     n"".\    tmni    t 

ehnrth  Mn-I  i.ot  Ir-'Mi  th*-  L'ibl 

—  b.r  Irok  ' 
Nay       \-«M  i-Mi  !)•  .r  i*  \<»-;r-^-lf-- it 

I  (iniini:       -li  ikiri.'  thf  walN 
Willy       tie-    ni'W'n""    in    a    «l-in«l  — 

<i>"Nl  ni^ht.      1  am  p*ing.     1 

eullH. 
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Waait   m  aar  BaXiy  cooms  fn,   fur 

thou  DiuD  a'  ugbts '  lo  telL 
^,  but  I  be  ms^n  clad  to  seeA  tha 

.sa  'any  an'  w^. 
Cast  awafly  ou  a  dlsolut  land  wi'  a 

Tartical  booq'!* 
Btrange  fur  to  goa  fur  to  Hiiak  what 

aalilon  i  mIhi  ■o'  ■"  dooD ; 
•BoauDM  to  diliik     n  'ott'    I  'a 

Bowt  but  Adam's  wine : 
Vtat**  the  '<lt  o^  thto  Bttle  'iltudo 

todw'olttfthelfaiBT 


IflMt'al'tluibottiea^taiiiiiDgthcerT' 

I'ni«tltti8.    Gin. 
But  It  thou  Tants  thy  grog,  tha  mun 

goK  for  it  down  to  tbe  inn. 
Nal7 —  for  J  be  maiiu-gtad,  bat  tbaw 

tha  was  ivcr  sa  dry, 
Thou  gits   aaw    Kin    fro"    the   bottle 

ueer.  an'  Pll  tell  tha  why.     lo 

HetL  aa'  llij  niater  was  married,  when 

wur  JtT  back-end  o'  June, 
Ten  year  sin',  and  wa  'greed  as  well 

as  a  fiddle  i'  tune. 
I  could  fettle  and  clump  owd  booOts 

and  sbocs  v  i'  tlie  best  ou  'em  all , 
Ab  fer  as  fro'  Thursby  thum  hup  to 

Harmsby  and  Hutterby  Hall. 
We  was  busy  as  bccSti  i'  tbe  bloom  an' 

as  'appy  as  'art  could  think, 
All   then   the   bsbby  wur  bum,  and 

then  1  tHAkes  to  the  drink. 


An'  I  weSut  gaaitisafly  it.  my  lad.  tbaw 
I  be  bafc  shaUmed  o[i  it  now. 

We  could  ^ng  a  good  song  at  Ibe 
Plow,  we  could  sing  a  good 
BODg  at  the  Plow : 


1  The  Towels  nr,  pronounced  MMnlely 
though  in  llir  cloiw*!  conjnnclion.  bcM  nn- 
dti  the  aounil  of  tbe  Iniig  i  mnd  f  in  thit 
dialect.  Bui  ninre  such  word*  u  crnlin", 
ibria',  leial,  at  (II,  elc,  loak  aKk*»ni  ex- 
cept in  ■  pace  of  expfoJ  phonclirj,  I  have 
IhaaKht  it  belter  to  Ifave  Ihe  firoplf  i  and 
y,  aiiit  10  tmil  Ihat  my  readen  will  give 
Ibvm  I  he  broader  iironuncialioo. 

'  Tbe  on  short,  as  in  'wood.'. 


.     Ighl ! 
hurted  my  huck.' 
An'  I  coocu'd  neck-sn-CToii  annmtinin 
sla&pe  down  i'  the  sqitad  at)'  Ibi 

An'  ODCc  I  fowt  wi'  the  ta&ilor — nd 

bafe  ov  a  man.  my  lad  — 
Fur  he  scrawm'd  an'  scrBtt«l  my  talH 
.  an'it  maSde'ersaimil 
That    Sally    she    turad    a    twigue 

bauger,>  an'  rsSt«d  ma.  'Souin' 

thy  braJlins 
GuzT^lia'  an'  aoflkin'  an'  smoAkin'  an' 

hawmin'  *  abont  f  the  lajbiea. 
Son  sow-droonh  that  tha  doeso  wi 

touch  thy  'at  to  tbe  Squire  :* 
An'  I  loo^k'd  c^k-eyed  at  my  noU 

an'  I  seesd  "Im  a-giitin'  o'  toe: 
But  sin'   1   wur  hallus  i'   liquor  an 

hallus  as  droonk  as  a  king. 
Pofllks'  cflosiom  flitted  awaay  like  i 

kite  wi'  a  brokken  string. 


An'  Sally  she  wesb'd  foalks'  dolth 
to  keep  tbe  wolf  fro'  the  door. 

Ell,  but  the  moor  she  riled  me,  ahi 
dru*  me  to  drink  the  moor,     } 

Fur  I  fun',  wben  'er  back  wur  tum'J 
beer  Sally's  owd  stockin'  «u 


•id. 


ka'  one  night  I  cooms'olm  like  a  bul 

gotten  loose  at  a  faSir, 
An'  sbe  wur  a-waiitin'  fo'mma.  ai 

cryin'  and  teftrin'  'er  a«ir. 
An'  1  tummled  atburt  the  craSdle  ai 

flwetlr'd  aa  I  'd  bretk  Irry  stici 
0'  fumitur  'ere  t'  the  'ouse,  an'  1  gie 

our  Salty  a  kick. 
An'  I  ma^'d  tbe  taibles  an*  chain 

an'  she  an'  tbe  babby  bcU'd,  * 
Pur  I  knaw'd  naw  moor  what  I  di 

nor  a  mortal  belst  o'  tbe  feSld. 


An'  when  I  waKkcd  i'  the  murntn' 
seeSd  that  ourSally  went  laSme 

Cos'  o'  the  kick  aa  I  giecf 'er,  an'  I  wv 
drdldfnl  aah^ned ; 
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S»3 


Sally  wur  sloomy^  an'  draggle- 
taAil'd  in  an  owd  turn  gown, 

the  babby's  faAce  wuni't  wesli'd, 
an*  the  'ole  'ouae  hupside  down. 

YIII 

'  then  I  minded  our  Sally  sa  pratty 

an*  ncftt  an'  swceftt, 
aftt  as  a  pole  an'  cleAn  as  a  flower 

fro'  'eiUl  tofeeftt: 
'  then  I  minded  the  fust  kiss  I  gied 

*er  by  Thursby  tlium ; 
eer  wur  a  lark  a-singin'  'is  bi'st  of 

a  Sunday  at  mum, 
uld  n't  see  'im,  we  'cftnl  'im  a-mouii- 

tin*  oop  'igbiT  an*  'igher, 
then  'e  tum'd  to  the  sun.  an'  'c 

sbined  like  a  sparkle  o'  flro. 
oes  n't  tha  si'e  'im  ? '  she  ax(*s, '  fur 

I  can  sec  'im ; '  an'  I  49 

^irl  nobbut  the  smile  o'  the  sun  as 

danced  in  *er  pratty  blue  eye  ; 
r  I  says,  *  I  mun  >rie  tlla  a  klHs,'  an' 

S;illv  savs,  '  Nofi.  thou  m<>,1nt,* 
it  I  iridi  'era kiss,  an'  thenan(H)ther. 

an*  Sally  says,  '  doUnt  1 ' 

IX 

.'  when  we  coom'd  into  meffltin*,  at 

fust  slie  wur  all  in  a  ivw,  ' 

t.   arler.    we  sin^M   the   'yiriii    t<»-  | 
^ithiT  like  l)inls  on  h  ImmiitIi  ; 
MuiririnM  V  pn*ft(h'd  o"  hfll-tin'an'  ' 

tli**  loov  o*  (JimI  fur  in<*n. 
ih»'n    upo'  riMHnin'  awailv    Sallv 
i;ie<i  me  a  kiss  «>v  'iTsm. 


'•r  wur  a  fall  fro'  a  ki*is  t«»  a  kick 

like  Safttan  as  fell 
mil  iMit  ti  heaven  i'  lirjl-tln'-     thaw 

th«'«T*s  naw  drinkin'  i'  h«*ll ; 
i  fur  to  kic'k  our  Sally  as  krp  tin* 

wolf  fro*  tin*  <IfM»r, 
alonir  o'  the  <lri!ik.  ftir  I  hM»v'd  'it 

as  well  tts  afiM)r.  '•> 

XI 

like  H  tmi'M  nurn  (unipu^  1  ])lii)i 

1>«T*«1  awafly  **'  th»'  Nd 
'^•^n\   u'lVVT  «lo  it   nsiNv   ni«»'»r;'    an' 

Sally  IfMiokt  up  an'  ^^Ih-  ^aiil. 
'11  upowd  it^  tha  wrfhit  ;    ih<»u   ri 

like  llie  n-st  o*  tin-  nun. 

1  SIufT^'h,  "lit  of  spirit'^. 
s  I  Ml  uphold  It. 


Thou '11  goA  sniffln'  about  the  tap  till 

tha  does  it  ageftn. 
Theer's    thy  hennemy,   man,   an*    I 

knaws,  as  knaws  tha  sa  well, 
That,  if  tha  sei*iU  'im  an'  smells  *im 

tha  '11  foller  *im  slick  into  hell.' 

XII 

*  Naay,'  says  1,  *  fur  I  weflnt  goft  snif- 
fln' about  the  tap.' 

*  Weftnt  tha  ?  *  she  says,  an'  my  sen  I 
thowt  i'  myaen  *  mayha|).' 

*  NoA: '  an'  I  start (*d  aw aily  like  a  shot, 
an'  down  to  the  hiiin, 

An'  I  bn)wt  what  tlia  stviis  stannin' 
theer,  yon  big  bla(?k  bottle  o' 
gin.  70 

XIII 

*  That  caps  owt,'  *  says  Sally,  an*  saw 
she  begins  to  cry. 

But  I  puts  it  inter  'er  'an<1s  an'  I  says 

to  'cr.  '  Sally,'  says  I, 
'  Stan'  'im   theer  i'  the  naiime  o'  the 

Loni  an'  the  power « iv  'is  ^ranee, 
Stan*  *ini  the<*r.  fur  I  '11  l«K)ok  niv  hen- 

neniv  strailit  i'  tin*  faflee. 
Stan*  *im  theer  i'  the  winiler,  an'  let 

nia  liMM'ik  at  'iin  tin  11. 
'K  weilnis  naw   nnjor  nor  wjittiT.  an' 

'e  's  the  ilivil's  o.'ln  srn.' 

XIV 

\n  1  wur  down  i'  tha  mouth.  rouM  n't 

«h)  naw  work  an'  all. 
\astv    an*    snaiTL'V     an"    shailkv.    an' 

»  •  • 

p«M»n(h'«i  my  "ami  wi'  the  hawl, 
Hut  she  wur  a  pffWi-r  o"  nioinfut.  .in 

sattleil  'frsi-n  o"  my  knii*. 
\n'  i-o:l\<l  an'  eo«Mll»tl  nn-  «Mip  till  aireftn 

I  fit  1(1  !nvs«'n  l're«-  s 

XV 

An*  Sally  she  ttllM   it  al...iit.  an*  fo;iH 

st<»o«l  a  'j'.iw  mill"  -'  in. 
.\s    lliaw     it    wur    -i;iniii:it    1m\v  it«  h*. 

i«.ti:iii  lit'  :i  ijiiiri  '•"  _'!!i  : 
.\n'  -^niMf  11:1  ■«  in  -liil  i*  \\   ir  watti-r 

an'  I  w  ur  «  \i>  t:i»i;i'  f  li«    u  ilr. 
Kur  I  r. lulti  h  t   -I A .1  ,iM  I-.  <itT  L'in.  u  ur 

it  r-iiMiui  !■  •  -.I  i\  •■  11  \   l:t«- 
An'  Ml' U-miMi   .■  «.••  |.^  i;,-    i!i«-   iliiik 

i»\     i>  aiiui.   an    ••   "li  lu  <»   it    !• 

nw  . 

1    Tli.'it  '-  Im'XiiihI  i\  I  r\  t!-  •  ;:. 
I  -  M«rMiu  \  .t«  niitl\ . 
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•  Kt^Otil  tlioii  this !  tlioH  can't  graw  this 

uiH>'  watt  IT  I '  says  he. 
An'  DiH'tor  'v  rails  o'  Sunday  an'  just 

as  (^amlU's  was  lit, 
*Thou  nu>fliit  do  it.'  hv  savs,  'thamiin 

bn'Jlk'imotT  bit  by  bit.' 
•Thou'rt   but  a  Motluxiv  man,*  says 

Parson,  aiul  latlys  Aown  'is  'at. 
An'  'c  p*iinls  to  the  Ih^uU'  o*  ^in.  *  but 

I  n'S|HTks  tha  fur  that ; '         s>o 
An*  Siiuiri'.  his  »uln  vory  sen.  walks 

down  fnV  tho  *  All  to  s<v. 
An*  'o  spanks  *is  'and  into  mint*.  *  fur 

I  ri'spooks-  tha.'  says  V  : 
An*  iNHwioni  a.jrvilu  dniwM  in  like  a 

wiml  fr\>"  far  an*  widf. 
And  brvnvi  mo  tho  lKKV»ts  to  bo  oob- 

bU\l  frv>'  lu4t'i'  tho  iwnirvsido. 

An*   t!u\T   \  sT;ir<   an*   thoor  *o  sha'l 

•    -        J    . 

^,.\..      ,■'    .     ^     ..»  ..   «.    ...i.i*    . 

I'  ■      ■ 
>i«^-.i       -•.     .^.    •      ......^^ -     ■-  — •  -\. 

I ■  -  -  . .  .  *  ■    ▼  .   ■  \  •  ■ 


I..ook  at  thecloSthson 
animost  spic-spt 

An'  Tommy's  faflee  b 
codliu  wesh'd  i' 

XX 

'Ere  bo  our  Sally  an' 
be  a-goiu  to  din 

l^iilcoii  au*  tailtes.  an' 
diu*  ^  an'  Adam' 

But  if  tha  wants  onv 
g'oa  fur  it  down 


Fur 


I    weant    shed 
blood,  noS,  not 
kin. 
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i  Sir  Richard  bore  in  luind  all  bis 

sick  mon  from  the  land 
7  carefully  and  glow, 
Q  of  Bideford  in  Devon, 
i  we  laid  tbem  on  the  ballast  down 

below ; 
r  we  brought  them  all  aboanl, 
d  they  blest  him  in  their  pain,  that 

th<'j  were  not  left  to  8pain,    ao 
the  thumbscrew  and  the  stake,  for 

the  glory  of  the  Lord. 

IV 

had  only  a  hundred  seamen  to 

work  ttic  ship  and  to  tight, 
d  he  sailed  away  from  Flores  till 

the  Spauianl  came  in  sight, 
th    his    huge  seacastlos  heaving 

upon  the  weather  bow. 
!i»ll  we  tight  or  shall  we  tly  ? 
<jd  Sir  Kichanl,  tell  us  now, 
r  to  tight  is  but  to  die ! 
en*  '11  beliUleof  us  left  by  the  time 

this  sun  l>e  set.' 
d  Sir  Kichanl  said  a^ain  :  '  Wr  be 

ail  g()o<i  English  luni. 
t  us  baiiir  these.'  tio^'s  of  Seville  the 

children  of  tlie  dovil,  3., 

r  I  never  tuni'd  my  hack  upon  Don 

or  devil  yet' 

V 

Richard  spoke  and  he  lau^hM.  and 

we  nmr'd  a  hurnili,  and  so 
f^  little  Revrnge  nui  on  sIkmt  into 

the  heart  of  the  fo*-, 
•.h  hr-r  hundr(H.i   rt>rhters  on  (icck, 

aiHl  h<*r  ninety  siik  b<.'lo\v  ; 
r  hiilf  (»f  their  fleet  to  the  riirht  and 

half  to  tlie  If  ft  wrrc  seen, 
d  the  little  Revenue  ran  oti   thro* 

the  long  sea-lane  U'twc-en. 

VI 

Dusands  of  tlieir  soldicrr^  l(M»k'(I 
down  fnnu  their  decks  and 
laugh'd.  i 

ousandsof  tlieir s<>ani<'n  niadr  mo«k  . 
at  the  mad  little  craft 

nnincc  on  and  on.  till  (iclMv'd 
their    mountain  like   S:i'n     IMiilip 
that,  of  fifteen  humlnil  ton^.  4  . 

d  up-sha«iowing  hi;rli  al)o\r  us  with 
her  yawning  tiers  oi  ::uns. 

)k  the  breath  from  our  stiils.  and 
we  stay'd. 


VII 

And  while  now  the  gn^at  San  Philip 
hung  al)Ove  us  like  a  cloud 

Whence  the  thunderbolt  will  fall 

Long  and  loud. 

Four  galleons  drew  away 

From  the  Spanisli  flei^  that  day. 

And  two  upon  the  larboanl  and  two 
upon  the  starboard  kiy. 

And  the  battle-thunder  broke  from 
them  alL 

VIII 

But  anon  the  great  San  Philip,  she 

bethought  herself  and  went.    50 
Having  that  within  her  womb  tliat 

had  left  her  ill  content ; 
And  the  rest  they  came  aboard  us,  and 

they  fought  us  hand  to  hand. 
For  a  do2U>n  times  they  (rame   with 

their  pikes  and  nuisqueteers, 
And  a  dozen  times  we  shu<jk  'em  off 

as  a  dog  that  shakes  his  ears 
When  Jie  leaps  from  the  water  to  the 

land. 

IX 

And  the  sun  went  dow  n.  and  the  stars 

<"anie  out  far  over  the  summer 

sea. 
Hut  n<ver  a  moment  rnisinl  the  fight 

of  tlie  one  and  the  llfty-thn-e. 
Siiip  after  ship,  the  whole  niijht  long, 

their  liiirh  built  ;:alli()ns  came. 
Sln'p  after  sliip,  the  whole  niirht  long. 

with     her    battle- thunder  and 

llame  ; 
Ship  after  sliip.  the  whok-  nitrht  lonir. 

drew  l)ack  with  her  dea<l   and 

Ikt  shame.  60 

For  some  wen?  sunk  and  many  wen» 

shattrr'd,  anci  so  (mmiUI  tii.'ht  us 

no  nu>re  — 
(f<Hi  of  battles,  was  ever  a  battli*  lik«. 

this  in  the  ^\<>^M  In-fore  ? 


F«»r  hi-  sai<l,  *  Kiirht  on  I  tiirht  ini ! ' 
Tho'  hw  vcxsi-l  was  all  Imt  a  ^^  nek ; 
And    it    ch.iniMl    that,   wluu    half   of 
th«-   slu.irt     swniMuT    tiiijht    was 

Willi  a   L'li^^ly   wmuihI  to  In-  (Ire-^t  hu 

had  left  thi'  (b-ik. 
But   a  bull*  t   struck   him     that    was 

dressing  it  suddenly  dead, 
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liimsplf  he  was  wounded  again 
tbe  side  and  the-  head. 
luubesBid,  -rigbloD!  light  uDt' 


d  the  Sp&nfsh  fleet  with  broken 
eidufl  lay  round  us  all  in  ev  ring : 

But  they  darwi  uut  loucb  ua  araiu.  for 
thi^y  fear'd  llinl  we  still  I'diild 
atiag. 

So  tbev  naieli'd  nbat  the  etut  would 

And  we  hod  nnt  fought  them  in  vnin, 
Bui  Id  pcrtloiis  pljgbt  wert  we. 
Seeing  fwty  ot  our  poor  hundred  were 

SlftlD. 

And  halt  of  the  rest  o(  us  mafm'd  for 

life 
In  tbe  crash  of  the  canDonades  uid  Uio 

despeiHK  strife ; 
And  tbe  ^irk  aiea  down  in  lb«  hold 

were  most  ol   thcni  stark  and 

cold. 
And  iixe  pikes  were  all  broken  or  bent. 

and   Ihe  powder  was  all   of  il 

&jid  the  niaats  and  the  rigging  were 

lying  ov»T  the  side ; 
But  Sir  lUcbard  rrfed  in  bis  En};lisb 

pride 
'We  have  fought  surh  a  fight  for  a 

day  and  a  night 
As  may  never  be  fou^bt  ajn>>n  1 
We  have  won  great  glory,  my  men! 
And  a  day  leas  or  more 
At  aea  or  afhore. 
We  die— does  it  matter  wbenT 
Sink  me  tbe  ship.  HaHU-r  Oonoer — 

sink  her.  split  her  in  twain  I 
Fall  Snio  llie  hands  of  God,  not  into 

tltc  bands  of  Spain ! '  90 


Atid  the  gunner  said,  '  Ay,  ay.'  but 

the  senmen  made  reply: 
'We  bare  children,  we  have'  wives, 
And  the  Lord  h&tb  spared  oiir  lives. 
We  will  make  Ihe  Span istd  promise. 

if  wc  yield,  to  let  us  go; 
We  shall  live  to  Sght  again  and  to 

sCriko  another  blow.' 
&jad  the  lioti  there  lay  dying,  tind 

they  yieUed  to  the  foe. 


And  iLe  stalely  Sptmisb  mm  to  thi 
llagsbtp  bore  him  Ui«t. 

Where  thev  laid  him  by  ilie  mast,  id 
Sir  Klchard  cangitt  at  l^t, 

And  thpy  praised  htm  to  his  faowil 
their  courtly  forciKD  prwe; 

But  he  rose  upon  tbeir  decks,  and  1 

'  I  linve  fought  for  Qaeen  and  FUt 

like  a  Taliaot  man  and  true ; 
I  hu've  only  done  my  duly  as  «  man 

bound  lo  do. 
With  a  Joyfi)'.  spbit  1  8ir  fOdMi 

GrenviHc  die!* 
And  hi'  fell  upon  their  d«ck&,  and  ( 

died. 


And  Ihey  stsred  at  the  dead  that  hi 

bt«n  so  valiant  and  true; 
And  had  hoiden  the  powi^T  and  gld 

of  Spain  so  cheap 
Thut  be  dnred  her  with  one  little  sh 

oud  his  English  few ; 
Was  he  duvil  or  man  ?     He  was  &e^ 

for  aught  they  knew, 
Bui  they  sank  his  body  with  hoii 

down  inio  the  deep. 
And  they  mann'd  tbe  Revenge  wit! 

swarthier  alien  crew, 
And  away  she  Eail'd  with  her  loss  ai 

long'd  for  her  own ; 
When  u  wind  from  liie  lands  they  h 

ruin'd  awoke  from  sleep. 
And   Iltc  waUr  began  to  heave  m 

the  wealher  to  moan. 
And   or  ever  Ihat   evening  ended 

gtvai  gale  blew. 
And  a  wave  like  the  wave  that 

raised  by  an  earthquake  rrev 
Till  it  smote  on  Iheir  hulls  and  thi 

sails  and  their  masts  and  thi 

And  tbe  w  bole  sea  plungtil  and  fell 
the  shot-Ghatlcr'd  navy  of  Spai 

And  the  little  Itevengc  herself  wt 
down  by  the  island  crags 

To  be  lost  evermore  En  tbe  mun_ 

TOE  8I8TER8 

Thkt  have  left  the  doors  ajar:  a 

by  tbeir  clash. 
And  prelude  on  tbe  keys,  1  know  t 
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Their  faTorite  —  which  I  call   'Tho 

Tables  Turn'd.' 
£Telyn  begins  It^  '  O  diviner  Air.' 

EVKLYN 

O  diriner  Air, 

Thro'  the  hvat,  the  druwtb,  the  dust,  the 

Ki*re, 
Fmr   fn>ni   out  the   west   iu   shadowing 

idinweni, 
th-«r  all  the  meadow  baked  and  bare, 
Making;  frv:*h  and  fnir 
All  lh«  Ifowcn  and  the  fluwen*,  lo 

Kaintini;  tlowcm,  faded  iMiwiTit, 
tKrr  all  this  wenrv  world  of  our», 
Breathe,  diviner  Xir! 

A  swfct  voice  that — you  scarce  could 

better  that! 
Now  follows  Edith  echoing  £velyn. 

BDITII 

O  diviner  lifcht, 

nin>*  the  cloud  that  roof:*  our  ncK>n  with 

niifht, 
Thrn*   the    blottinf^    nii»t,    thi;    blinding; 

•  hifwer*, 
Far  from  nut  a  i*kv  fi»r  ever  bri^^ht,         ic> 
iKff  all  the  wcMnllaiHrs  flixMlrd  buwi-rs 
•  K.T  all  thi*  meadow V  dpiwnin;;  flowers, 
(»\i<r  all  thi^  ruin'd  world  of  i>iirs, 
Break,  diviner  light ! 

MirvellouHly  like,  their  voices  —  and 

them-selves ! 
Tho'  oDc  is  smnifwhat  deeper  than  the 

other, 
Aa  one  Ia  somewhat  pruver  than  tin; 

other  — 
Eilith  than  Kvclyn.    YourgcMid  unelf, 

whom 
Y«»u  count  the  father  of  your  fortune, 

lon^s 
Ftjf  thiii  alliance.    liet  me  ask  you  thni. 
Which  voif*(*  inoHt  taken  you?  for  I  <lo 

not  douht,  j.> 

,  Reintr  a  watchful  parent,  you  are  taken 

With  one  or  other;  tho'  .»ionietinies  I 

fffar 
Y'fU  may  be  flickerinir,  tlutterinir  in  a 

doubt 
R*-twe»»n  the   two  —  which  imiM    not 

be—  which  niiirlit 
.  Be  death  to  one.    They  both  are  Ixau- 
;  tif  ul : 

EvHyn  ih  gayer,  wittier,  prettier,  says 
The  common  voice,  if  one  may  trust 

it.  she  ? 


Nol  but  the  paler  and  the  grav 

Edith. 
Woo  her  and  gain  her  then  ;  no  wav 

ing.  lM)y ! 
The  gmver  is  perhaps  the  one  for  j 
Who  jest  and  luugli  so  easily  and 

well. 
For  love  will  go  by  contrast,  as 

likes. 

No  sisters  ever  prized  each  otl 
more. 
Not  so;  their  niotluT  and  her  bU 

lov<'d 
More  passionately  still. 

Hut  that  my  h 
And  oldest  friend,  vour  uncle,  wis] 

it, 
And  that  I  know  you  worthy  ev( 

way 
To  b(?  my  son.  I  nii^lit,  perchance. 

loath 
To  part  them,  or  part  from  them :  ii 

vet  oiu! 
Shouhf  marry,  or  all  the  broad  lai 

in  y«)ur  virw 
From   this  bjiv-wiiMlow  —  which  < 

lioiiNi'  ii:i>  ht-lil 
Three  Innnln'*!  years --will  pass  i 

latenillv. 

My  father  with  a  «hiM   f»n  eiti 

kne«'. 
A  hand  upon  the  head  of  either  ehi 
SnuMJtliini^  their  hnk*;,   as  L'<»lden 

his  own 
Were  silver.  '  iZvX  tlieni  wrdih-ii  *  wo' 

he  siiy. 
.\nd  on«'<'  niv   pniiilini:    IMith  as 
'  him  *  wliv  ":' 

'  .Vy,  whv  V'  sii'l  h«',  'fnr  whv  *.lioi 

1  L'o  lame  ?' 
Then  tiild  tln'm  nf  his   war**,   ami 

his  uiMtml. 
l<\,rmT—  ;li:-»  wim-       th'-  L-r;i|»r  fr 

W  h«'IMi-   JT    IJ.iW    <| 

;  Was  lilrnk"  iiiiii:  ••!»  Ill'-  ^l-jM  -.  i.f   I' 
til  ■/:»!. 

WInii   that    luaV"'  »•. .l.Ii.-r.    dnwn    ' 

I'Tril*]'"  ii«L'«' 
IMunu'*'!    in    tin    li'-t    ln'r«-  rharL'** 

WatiThni. 

.\nd   cauL'ht    tin-   huiiim:   Imlht. 

It-tt  m<'  this. 
Whi<-h   y<t    retains  a  memory  of 
I  youth, 


BALLADS  ASD  OTHER  POEMS 


fiftob  <:f  mzzse ! 

As  bcrii  Bttkie  Rtti j  for 

uakt  lo 

Bt  ch*B<v  o(  fcASher:  for  al  that* 

mf  bor. 


An  oU  and  vocthr 

ihax  stirr'd 
AmoD^  our  civii  van 
Amoo;  the  Ri>ws<.  cbe 
/  care  not  for  a 


taw 
BO  fndl  of 


Once  more — a  happier  maniage  than 

mv  own ! 

Yon  s<.-»:  yon   Lombarvi   pi>plar  on 
the  p'.ain. 
The  h:  jh'Aiv  ruunin:!  bv  it  leaTes  a 

br>.<ii.i:h 
Of  sv\;»r».l   :o  !► ::  an- 1  rijiht,  where. 

!■•:'.  J  :i^'...  So 

One  briirh:  M:iv  m«*niiuir  in  a  world 

I  lay  at  lf:>un\  watching  overhead 
Tlie   aerial    p^'plar  wave,   an   amber 
spire. 

I  dozed :  I  woke.    An  opt»n  lamlaulet 

U'hirld  by,  which,  after  it  had  past 
me,  show'd 

Turiiini:  mv  wav,  the  loveliest  face 
on  earth. 

The  fa<-e  of  one  there  sitting  oppo- 
site, 

V)n  whom  I  brought  a  btrange  unhap- 
pine.ss. 

That  time  I  did  not  see. 

Love  at  first  sight 
Mnv  sJM-iii  —  with  fro<.Kllv  rhvmc  and 

n  ji><»n  for  it —  90 

Possible — at  lirst  glimpse,  and  for  a 

face 
(Joiie    ill   a   moment — strange.     Yet 

onee,  wh«.*n  first 
I  rame  on  lake;  L]anb(*rris  in  the  dark, 
A    mrxinless  niixht  with   storm  —  one 

lightning-fork 


nnfa'doat  tfaolake;  and  thoT 

tei^dthen 
The  full  day  after,  yet  iniclnq 
That  leas  than  momentuj  tti 

sketch 
Of  hdoeand  mountain  conqnan 

daj. 

The  son  himself  haa  Ibn'd  tt 

forme. 
Not  quite  ao  quicikl j,  nq^  nor  1 

welL 
For  look  yon  here — thedMdo 

too  deep. 
And  like  the  crititi'a  bhuringca 

make 
The  Teriert  beauties  of  the  w« 


The  darkest  faults;  the  svec 

frown,  the  Una 
Seem  but  a  gash.     Jfy  aole  wm 
Of  Edith  — no,  the  other,— b 

deed. 

So  that  bright  face  was  flaili' 

sense  and  soul 
And  by  the  poplar  Tanish'd- 

found 
:  Long  after,  as  it  scem'd,  bcn« 

tall 
Tree-bowers,  and  those  long-sn 

beechcn  boughs 
Of   our  New   Forest.      I  wu 

alone. 
The  pliantom  of  the  w^hirlinghu 
For  ever  past  me  by ;  when  oot 

peal 
Of  laughter  drew  me  thro*  tb 

mering  glades 
Down  to  the  snowlike  sparU 

cloth 
On  fern  and  foxglove,    hy,  tl 

again, 
Mv  Rosalind  in  this  Aiden— E 

all 
One  bloom  of  youth,  health,  \ 

happiness. 
And  moved  to  merriment  at  t{ 

Jest 

There  one  of  those  about  htr 

ing  me 
Caird  me  to  Join  them ;  so  wid 

I  spent 
What  aeem'd  my  crowniag  hoi 

day  of  daya 
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icr  then,  nor  unsuccessfully, 

J  for  her,  for  mel  Was  I 

:ent  ? 

lot  quite  ;  for  now  and  then 

ought 

vague    love- longing?,    the 

:ht  May. 

a  heated  haxe  to  magnify 

1  of  Edith  —  that  a  man's 

1 

heaven,  and  lodged  with 
o's  God, 

>le  here  —  content,  and  not 
ent,  130 

3h  fiushion  as  a  man  may  be 
ig  had  the  portrait  of  his 

d 

an  artist,  looks  at  It,  and 

y  like !  not  altogether  he.* 

had  not  bound  myself  by 

ing  I  loved  Edith,  made 
nie.    Then  came  the  day 

I. 

ay  self  that  all  my  doubts 

fools 

fool  this  Age  that  doubts 

day  of  Edith's  love  or 

—  140 

my  purpose  to  declare 

the  stairs  of  Paradise, 
gates  would  open  at  a 

told  her  of  my  passion, 

found  again,  had  got  so 

ler  hand,  her  eyelids  fell 

ird 

,  noise  of  welcome  at  the 

ifter  two  Italian  years 
blossom  of  her  health 

iister,  Evelyn,  enter'd  — 

150 
face,  and  altogether  she. 
•11  about  the  daughter's 

ed  in  one  another's  iinns, 
irong'd  about  them  from 


And    in   the  thick  of  question  and 

reply 
I  fled  the  house,  driven  by  one  angel 

face, 
And  all  the  Furies. 

I  was  bound  to  her ; 
I  could  not  free  myself  in  honor  — 

bound 
Not  by  the  sounded  letter  of  the  word. 
But  counter-pressures  of  the  yielded 

hand  i6c 

That  timorously  and  faintly  echoed 

mine. 
Quick  blushes,  the  sweet  dwelling  of 

her  eyes 
Upon  me  when  she  thought  I  did  not 

see  — 
Were  these  not  bonds  ?  nay,  nay,  but 

could  I  wed  her 
Loving  the  other?  do  her  that  great 

wrong  ? 
Had  I  not  dream'd  I  loved  her  y ester- 
mom? 
Had  I  not  known  where  Love,  at  first 

a  fear, 
Grew  aft<T  marriage  to  full  height  and 

form  ? 
Yet  after  marriage,  that  mock-sister 

there  —  , 

Brother-in-law  —  the  fiery  nearness  of 

it-—  170 

Unlawful  and  disloyal  brotherhood  — 
What  end  but  darkness  could  ensue 

from  this 
For  all  the  three  ?  So  Love  and  Honor 

jarr'd, 
Tho'  llove  and  Honor  join'd  to  raise 

the  full 
High-tide  of  doubt  that  sway'd  me  up 

and  down 
Advancing  nor  retreating. 

Edith  wrote  : 
*  My  mother  bids  me  ask ' —  I  did  not 

tell  you  — 
A  widow  with  less  guile  than  many  a 

child. 
God  help  the  wrinkled  children  that 

are  C'hrist's 
As  well  as   the  plump  cheek  —  she 

wrought  us  harm,  180 

Poor  soul,  not  knowing  ! —  *  Are  you 

ill  ?*  —  so  mn 
The  letter  —  *  you  have  not  been  here 

of  late. 
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You  will  not  find  me  here.    At  last  I 

go 
On  that    long- promised  visit  to  the 

North. 
I  told  your  wayside  story  to  my  mother 
And    Ilvelyn.     She  remembers  you. 

Farewell. 
Pray  come  and  see  my  mother.  Almost 

blind 
With  ever-growing  cataract,  yet  she 

thinks 

*  he  sees  you  when  ,she  hears.     Again 

farewell.* 

Cold  words  from  one  I  had  hoped  to 
warm  so  far  190 

That  I  could  st^imp  my  image  on  her 
heart ! 

•  Pray  come  and  see  my  mother,  and 

farewell.' 
Cold,  but  as  welcome  as  free  airs  of 

heaven 
A-fter  a  dungeon's  closeness.     Selfish, 

stranir**  I 
What  dwarfs  are  men  !  mv  straiiirlcd 

vanity 
Utter'd  a  stitU'd    cry  —  to   have  vcxt 

myself 
'\nd  all  in  vain  for  Iut  —  cold  heart  or 

none  — 
Xo  bnde  fer  nie.  Yet  so  my  path  was 

clear 
To  win  the  sister. 

Whom  1  wooM  and  won. 
For  Evelvn  knew  not  of  niv  former 

suit,  2C«T 

Because    the   simple   mother   workM 

upon 
By  Edith  pravM  me  not  to  whisper  of 

it. 
And    Edith  would    be  iM'idesmaid  on 

the  (lay. 
But  on  that   dav,  not    beiuL'"  all  at 

e;ise. 
I  from  the  altar  irlani'lnir  back  upon 

her. 
Before  the  tir^l   '  I  will  *  w  as  utr<T*d. 

saw 
The  bridesmaid  pale,  statue  like,  pas- 
sionless — 
No  harm.  n<>  harm  '  —  I  turn'd  a^'ain, 

and  plaeed 
My  rinir  upon  the  liniT'T  of  my  bride. 

So,  when  we  parteil,  Edith  spoke  no 
word,  no 


She  wept  no  tear,  but  round  m. 

lyn  clung 
In  utt<?r  silence  for  so  long,  I  th 
'What,  will  she  never  set  her 

free  ?  * 

We  left  her,  happy  each  in 

and  then. 
As  tho'  the  happiness  of  each  h 
Were  not  enough,  must  fain  lia 

rents,  lakes. 
Hills,  the  great  things  of  Natu 

the  fair, 
To  lift  us  as  it  were  from  coi 

place, 
And  help  us  to  our  joy.     Bettc 

sent 
Our  Edith  thro*  the  glories  of  tin 
To  change  with  her  horizon,  ; 

Love 
Were  not  his  own  imperial  all-i 

Far  oft  we  went.   Mv  God.  T 

not  live 
Save   that    I   think   this   gross 

seemini^  worUl 
Is  our  misshaping  vision  of  the  1 
Behind  the  world,  that  make  ou! 

our  uains. 

For  on  the  dark  night  of  ot 

ri  a  ire -dav 
The  trreat  tmirt^lian,  that  had  qi 

herself 
Tn  that  assumption  of  the  brid 

—  she 
That  loved  me  —  our  true  Editl 

brain  broke 
With   over-actiusT,    till   she   ro 

lied 
Beneath  a  pitiless  rush  of  autur 
To  the  deaf  church  —  to  be  let 

pn\y 
Before  t/t'af  altar  —  so  I   think 

there 
Tht-y  found  her  beating  the  ha 
I  test  ant  d(x>rs. 

She  died  and  she  was  buried 

knew. 

I   learnt   it   first.     I    had  to 

At  once 
The   briirht  quick   .smile   of   } 

that  had  sunn'd 
The  morning   of  our  marriag 

away. 


THE   SISTERS 


id  on  OUT  home  retuni   the  dailf 

Edith  in  the  house,  the  gnnleii, 

■till 
lunted  IIS  like  her   ghost ;  and   by 

tbrr  from  that  ncccsait  j  for  lalk 
bich  liTM  vith  blindness,  or  plnin 

Innocence 
OBture.    or   desire   Ibat    her  lost 

child 
ould  earn  from  both  the  praise  of 

hcroiam, 
«  mother  broke  her  promise  to  the 

•lead, 
id   tuld    the   liTing  daughter   nilh 

what  love 
itli  bad  wclcomefl  niv  brirf  nmiiiig 

"f  her. 


Huneeforth  that    mvstic  bond  be- 
twixt ihe  twins- 
Did  r  not  tell  yoLi  they  were  twins  I  — 

prevail'ii 
So  far  that  no  caress  could  win  my 

Back  to  that  passioaate  answer  of  full 

t  had  from  her  at  flrat.     Not  that  bci 

Tho'  scarce  as  great  as  Edith's  power 

Had  Icssen'd,  but  the  mother's  garru- 
lous wnil 
Pnr  eviT  woki'    the    unhappy    Past 
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Till  that  dead  bridesmaid*  meant  to  be 

my  bride. 
Put  forth  cold  hands  between  us,  and 

I  f ear'd  a6o 

The  very  fountains  of  her  life  were 

cbJll'd : 
So  took  her  thence,  and  brought  her 

here,  and  here 
She  bore  a  child,  whom  reverently  we 

caird 
Edith ;   and  in  the  second  year  was 

bom 
A  second  —  this  I  named  from  her 

own  self, 
Evelyn;  then  two  weeks — no  more 

—  she  Join'd, 
In  and  beyond  the  grave,  that  one  she 

loved. 
Now  in  this  quiet  of  declining  life, 
Thro*  dreams  by  night  and  trances  of 

the  day. 
The  sisters  glide  about  me  hand  in 

hand,  270 

Both  beautiful  alike,  nor  can  I  t<'ll 
One  from  the  other,  no,  uor  care  to 

tt^ll 
One  from  the  other,  only  know  they 

come, 
They  smile  upon  me,  till,  remember- 
ing all 
The  love  thev  both  liave  lK)nie  me, 

and  tile  love 
I  bore  them  both  — liivideil  as  I  am 
From  either  bv  the   stillness  of   the 

^mve  — 
I  know  not  which  of  these  I  love  the 

best. 

But  yon  love  Edith  ;  and  her  own 

true  eves 
Are  traitors  to  her;    our  quick  Eve- 
lyn—  iSo 
The  merrier,  pn^ttier.  wittier,  as  thev 

talk. 
And   not   without    L^ood    reason,    mv 

good  son  — 
Is  vet   untouch'd.    And    I   that   hold 

them  both 
Dearest  of  all  thiiiirs  —  well.  I  am  n<)t 

sure  — 
But  if  there   lie   a  preference   rither 

wav, 
And  in  tin*  rich  vixahulary  uf  Lovt; 
*  Most  dean^t '  1k'  a  true  superlative*    - 
1  think   I  likewirse  love   your   Kiliih 

most. 


THE  VILLAGE  WIFE;  OR, 
ENTAIL^ 


'OusE-KEEPEB  Sent  tlia»  my  las 

new  Squire  ooom'd  laat  ni. 
Butter  an' heggs — yis— vis.   I* 

wf  tha  back  ;  all  ngbt ; 
Butter  I  warrants  be  prime,  an*  \ 

rants  the  hcggs  be  as  well 
Ilafe  a  pint  o'  milk  runs  out  wb 

breaks  the  sheU. 


Sit  tfayscn  down  fur  a  bit ;  bev  a 

o'  cowslip  wine ! 
I  liked  the  owd  Squire  an'  'is  ge 

thaw  they  was  gells  o*  mi 
Fur  then  we  wsls  all  es  one,  the  i: 

an*  'is  darters  an'  me. 
Hall  but  Miss  Annie,  the  held 

niver  not  took  to  she. 
But  Nelly,  the  last  of  the  clet 

liked  *er  the  fust  on  'em  a 
Fur  holTens  we  talkt  o*  my  dan 

died  o*  the  fever  at  fall : 
An'  I  thowt  't  wur  the  will  o'  the 

but  Miss  Annie  she  said  i 

draiiins. 
Fur  she  htd  n't  naw  coomfut  i 

an'    ani'd  naw   thanks  f 

pailins 
Eh  I  thebbe  all  wi'  the  I-oni.  m\ 

der,  I  han't  gotten  none  !* 
Sa  new  Squire 's  coom'd  wi*  *is  tj 

'is  'and,  an'  owd  Squire  *s 

"I 

Fur  'staate  be  i'  tafiil,   my  lass 

dosn'  knaw  what  that  l>e1l 
But  I  knaws  the  law,  I  <l<-»es.  ft 

lawyer  ha  towd  it  to  me. 
•  When  theer  *s  naw  'esld  to  a  '( >i: 

the  fault  o*  that  ere  maiile 
The  ^ells  they  counts  fur  nowi 

the  next  un  he  tailkes  the 

IV 

What  l>e  the  next  un  like  ?  ca 
tell  onv  harm  on  'im.  la^-i 

Xailv  sit  down  —  naw  *urrv 
cowd  !  —  hev  another  |rl:t> 

Straiinjie  an*  cowd  fur  the  time 
may  happen  a  fall  o'  »in;«\\ 

1  .*^fe  Unto  oil  Ttniniinriatitiii,  p.  5; 
-  A  bruud  of  eiiickens. 
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!arc8  fur  to  hear  ony  harm, 
I  likes  to  koaw. 
i  es  'e  beftnt  booOklam'd;  but 
osn'  not  coom  fro'  the  shere ; 
w  o*  that  wi'  the  Squire,  au' 
tia&tes  booOklamiii'  ere. 


I  wur  a  Varsity  scliolard,  au 
r  lookt  arter  the  land  — 
r  turmuts  or  tafttes — 'e'd 
us  a  boo^>k  i'  'is  'and, 
In  wi'  'is  booOks,  thaw  nigh 
seventy  year. 

:s,  what's  booOks?  thou 
vs  thebbe  neyther  'ere  nor 
r. 

VI 

Is,  they  hed  n't  naw  taitils, 
he  lawyer  he  towd  it  me 
lil  were  soa  tied  up  es  he 
1  n't  cut  down  a  tree !  30 
trees,'  says  I,  to  be  sewer  I 
3S  'em,  my  lass, 
A  the  muck  o'  the  laud,  an' 
sucks  the  muck  fro'   the 


VII 

wur  hall  us  a-smiliu',  an' 
to  the  tramps  goin'  by  — 
le  wust  i'  the  ])arish  —  wi* 
ns  a  drop  in  'is  eye. 
arter  o'  Squire's  hed  her 
"idin-erse  to  'ersen, 
ampaged  about  wi'  their 
QS,  an'  wus  'untin'  arter 
len, 

-dallackt  ^  an'  dizen'd  out, 
buy  in'  new  cloiltlies, 
t    like  a  greilt  glimmcr- 
*  wi'  'is  glasses  athurt  'is 

}  sa  grufted  wi'  snuft  as  it 
n't  be  scroob'd  awaily, 
I  'is  readin*  an'  writiii'  '0 
up  a  box  in  a  daily,  40 
runn'd  arter  tlie  fox,  nor 
:he  birds  wi'  'is  gun, 

not  shot  one  'are,  but  'e 
I  it  to  Charlie  'is  son, 

not  fish'd  'is  awn  ponds, 
harlie  'e  oot<*h'd  the*  piko, 

irdre&t  in  gay  coloris. 

I. 


Fur  *e  wam't  not  bum  to  the  land,  an' 

'e  did  n't  take  kind  to  it  like  ; 
But  I  eftrs  es  'e'd  gie  fur  a  howry' 

owd    book    thutty  pound  an' 

moor. 
An'  'e  'd  wrote  an'  owd  book,  his  awn 

sen,  sa  I  knaw'd  es'e'd  coom 

to  be  poor ; 
An'  'e  gied  —  I  be  fear'd  fur  to  tell  tha 

'ow  much  —  fur  an  owd  scratted 

sto&n, 
An'  'e  digg'd  up  a  loomp  i*  the  land 

an'  'e  got  a  brown  pot  an'  a 

bofln. 
An'  'e  bowt  owd  money,  es  would  n't 

goft,   wi*    good    gowd  o'    the 

Queen, 
An'  'e  bowt  little  statutes  all-nafikt 

an'  which  was  a  shailme  to  be 

seen; 
But  'e  niver  loodkt  ower  a  bill,  nor  'e 

niver  not  seed  to  owt,  51 

An'  'e  niver  knawd  nowt  but  boooks, 

an'  booOks,  as  thou  knaws,  beilnt 

nowt. 

vni 

But  owd  Squire's  laUdy  es  long  es  she 

livetl  she  kep'  'em  all  clear, 
Thaw  es  long  es  she  lived  I  niver  hed 

none  of  'er  darters  'ere  ; 
But  arter  she  died  we  was  all  es  one, 

the  cliilder  an'  me, 
An'  sarvints  runri'd  in  an'  out,  an' 

olTens  we  hed  'em  to  tea. 
Lawk  !  'ow  I  laugli'tl  when  the  lasses 

'ud  talk  o'  their  Missis's  waftys, 
An'  the  Missisis  talk'd  o'  the  lasses.  — 

I'll  tell  tha  some  o' these  daily s. 
Hoiluly  Miss  Annie  were  saw  stuck 

oop,  like  'er  mother  afoor  — 
'Er  an'  'er  blessed  darter —  they  niver 

derken'd  my  door.  6c 

IX 

An'  Squire  *e  smiled  an'  'e  smiled  till 

'e  'd  gotten  a  frii^ht  at  last, 
An'  e  calls  fur  'is  son.  fur  the  'turney's 

letters  they  f oller'd  sa  fast ; 
But  S(iuirc  wur  afear'd  o'  'is  son,  an' 

'e  says  to  'im,  meek  as  a  mouse, 
•Lad,  thou  niun  cut  olT  thy  tmlil.  or 

the  gi'lls  'idl  goil  to  the  'Ouse, 
Fur  I  llnds  es  I  be  that  i'  debt,  es  I 

'oilps  es  thou  '11  'elp  me  a  bit, 
1  Filthy. 
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An'if  tliou'n  'gree  to  cut  off  thj  tOQ 
I  may  aalYe  my§eii  yit' 


But  Charlie  'e  sets  back  'ia  mx%  an*  'e 

awein,  an'  'e  aaya  to  'im,  *NoL 
I'yo  gotten  tbe  'staftte  bj  the  taifl  an' 

be  dang*d  if  I  iver  let  goil 
Coomt  ooomT  f^yther/  'e  mm,  'why 

abould  n't  thy  booOka  be  aowd  1 
I  hean  es  aoom  o'  thy  boodka  mebbe 

worth  their  weight  f  gowd.'  70 

XI 

Hel^  an'  heftpa  o*  booOka,  I  ha*  aeed 

'em,  belone*d  to  the  Squire, 
But  the  laaaea  *ea  teftrd  out  leivea  i' 

the  middle  to  kindle  the  Are ; 
8a  moist  on  'is  owd  big  booOka  f  etch*d 

nigh  to  nowt  at  the  saftle, 
And  Sqmre  were  at  Charlie  agein  to 

git  'im  to  cut  off  'ia  tafllT. 

XII 

Ya  wouldn't  find  Charlie's  likes — *e 

were  that  oiitdacious  at  'oilm. 
Not  thaw  ya  went  fur  to  rrnlke  out 

hell  wi'  a  small-tooth  coamb  — 
Droonk  wi*  the  Quoloty's  wine,  an' 

droonk  wi*  the  farmer's  afile, 
3Iad   wi'    the   lasses  an*  all  —  an'   'e 

would  n*t  cut  off  the  taflil. 

XIII 

Thou's  coom*d  oop  by  the  beck ;  and 

a  thurn  be  a-grawin'  theer, 
I  niver  ha  seed  it  sa  white  wi*  the 

mafly  es  I  seed  it  to  year —     80 
Theerbouts  Charlie  jot>mpt  —  and   it 

gied  me  a  scan*  tether  night, 
Fur  I  thowt  it  wur  Charlie's  ghoUst  i* 

the  derk.  fur  it  looOkt  sa  white. 
'  Billy,'  says  'e.  *  hev  a  joomp !  * —  thaw 

the  banks  o'  the  beck  be  sa  high. 
Fur  he  ca'd  'is  'erse  Billy -rough-uu, 

thaw  niver  a  hair  wur  awrv ; 
But  Billy  fell  bakkuds  o'  Charlie,  an' 

Charlie  'e  brok  'is  neck, 
Sa  theer  wur  a  hend  o*  the  tailil,  fur 

'e  lost  'is  tailil  i'  the  beck. 

XIV 

Sa  'is  tailil  wur  lost  an'  'is  booOks  wur 
gone  an'  'is  boy  wur  deild. 

An*  Squire  'e  smiled  an'  'e  smiled,  but 
'e  niver  not  lift  oop  'is  'eild. 


Hallua  a  aoft  QB.  BquivB  I  aaT  "•  L 
fiir  'e  hadn't  mw  Mead, 

Sa  f^yther  an' aon  waa  buried  l^gith 
an'  tlda  wur  tlie  bead. 


An'  Faraon  aa  heaa^t  the  caB,  aor  1 

mooney,  but  hea  the  pride; 
'B  relda  of  aaeweran'  aartaa'o^i 

the  tother  aide; 
But  I  beint  that  aewereathe  Loid.  ho 

alTer  tiiey  pn^y'd  an'  ptUfi 
Leta  them  hiter  'earen  einr  ea  Mi 

thdr  debta  to  be  paUd. 
Slyer  the  mou'da  tattled  down  u] 

poor  owd  Sqidra  f  the  wood. 
An'  I  cried  along  wf  the  gdl%  1 

th^  weint  alYer  000m  tom 

good. 


For  MoOy  the  long  na  riie  wal 

awaftT  wf  a  hofllcer  lad. 
An'  nawboay  'eftrd  on  'er  sin*,  sa 

coorse  she  be  gone  to  the  bad 
An*  Lucy  wur  laftme  o'  one  leg,  swe 

'arts  she  niver  'ed  none  — 
StraAnge  an'  unhep(>en^  Miss  Luc 

we  naftmed  her  'Dot  an*  gi 

one  I* 
An'  Hetty  wur  weak  i'  the  hatti 

wi'out  ony  harm  i'  the  legs. 
An'  the  fever  *ea  bailked  Jinny's  *€ 

as  bald  as  one  o*  them  heggs, 
An'  Nelly  wur  up  fro*  the  crafldle 

big  i'  the  mouth  as  a  cow. 
An'  saw  she  mun  hammergrate,*  la 

or  she  weftnt  git  a  maflte  01 

howl 
An*  es  for  3Iiss  Annie  es  call'd  ; 

afoor  my  awn   foSlks  to  1 

fa&ce, 
'  A  bignorant  village  wife  es  'ud  b 

to  be  lam'd  her  awn  plaSce/ 
Hes  fur  Miss  Hannie  the  heldest  1 

now  be  a-grawin'  sa  howd, 
I  knaws  that  mooch  o'  sheft,  es  it  bei 

not  fit  to  be  towd  I 

XYII 

Sa  I  did  n't  not  taSke  it  kindly  ov  01 

Miss  Annie  to  safty 
Es  I  sliould  be  talkin'  ageftn  'em, 

soon  es  thev  went  awafiv. 


1  Un^inly,  awkward. 
*  Emigimtt. 
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SOS 


r  Uwks!  *ow  I  cried  when  they 

went,  an'  our  Nelly  she  gicd 

me  'er  *and, 
r  I  'd  ha  done  owt  for  the  Squire  an' 

'is  gells  es  belong'd  to  the  land ; 
oOka»  es  I  said  afoor.  thebbe  ney- 

ther  'era  nor  thcer  1 
Lt  I  sarred  *em  wi'  butter  an'  hcggs 

for  huppuds  o'  twenty  year. 

XVIII 

I*  they  hallus  pallid  what  I  hax'd, 

sa  I  hallus  deal'd  wi'  the  Hall. 
i'  they  knaw'd  what  butter  wur, 

an*  thev  knaw'd  what  a  hegg 

wur  an  all ; 
igger-mugger  they  lived,  but  they 

wasn't  that  eftsy  to  pleOso, 
11 1  gied  'em  Hinjian  cum,  an*  they 

lailid  big  heggs  cs  tha  sceils ; 
i'  I  niver  puts  saflme  ^  i'  my  butter 

— they  does  it  at  Willis's  farm ; 
liste  another  drop  o*  the  wine  — 

tweftnt  do  tha  iiaw  harm.       lio 

XIX 

k  new  Squire  *s  cooinM  wl'  'is  tailil  in 

*is*And.  an'  owd  Squire's  ^<>iu*; 
beard  'im  a  roomlin'  by,  but  iirttT 

my  night -cap  wur  on ; 
I  I  han't  cTapt  eyrs  on  'im  yit,  fur 

be  room'd  lust  ni^ht  sji  lafltt!  — 
uksh !  !  !  ^  the  hens  i*  the  pefls  I  why 

did  n't  tha  besp  the  giiUtc  ? 


r  THE  CHILDREN'S  HOSPITAL 


EMM  IK 


'H  doctor  had  call'd  in  niiotluT.   I 

ncTer  had  seen  hini  brfnn*. 
It  be  sent  a  chill  to  my  lirart  when 

I  saw  him  come  in  at  the  door. 
Mb    from    the   8ur^(Ty-s(li<M»ls    <»f 

France  and  of  othrr  laiuls  — 
ir*h  rwl  hair,  bi^  yn'uv.  biir  dn-^t. 

big  merciless  hands : 
•jQilerful  cures  he  had  done,  O,  yes, 

but  thev  said  too  of  liim 
-WIS  happier  usini;  the  knife  tlian 

in  trying  to  save  the  limb. 

^  A  cry  arcompAnied  by  a  (lapping  of 
&di  to  'man  trespsMing  fu wl .  | 


And  that  I  can  well  believe,  for  he 

look'd  so  coarse  and  so  red, 
I  could  think  he  was  one*  of  those  who 

would  brcMik  their  jests  on  the 

dead. 
And  mangle  the  living  dog  that  had 

loved   him  and   fawu'd  ut  his 

knee  — 
Drench'd  with  the  hellish  oorali  —  that 

ever  such  things  should  be  ! 


lO 


II 

Here  was  a  boy  —  I  am  sun*  that  some 

of  our  children  would  die 
But  for  the  voice  of  love,  and   the 

smile,  and  the  comforting  eye  — 
Here  was  a  boy  in  the  wanl,  every 

bone  seem'd  out  of  its  place — 
Caught  in  a  mill  and  rrush'd  —  it  was 

all  but  a  hopeless  case : 
And  he  handle<l  him  gently  enough ; 

but  his  voice  and  his  face  were 

not  kind. 
And  it  was  but  a  hop^fless  nise.  he  hiid 

seen  it  an<l  made  up  his  mind. 
And  he  sai<i  to  me  rou«:lily.  'The  lad 

will   nee«i   little  more  of   voiir 

eare.' 
'All  the  more  nt^Ml,'  I  toUl  him,  'to 

s(H*k  the  Lord  Jesus  in  prayiT ; 
They  are  all  His  ehildn-n  here,  and  I 

pray  for  them  all  as  my  own.' 
But  he  turn'd  to  me,  'Av.  izmul  wo- 

man,  can  prayer  s«'t  a  bn)k<*n 

bone  ? '  III 

Then  he  mutter'd  half  to  himself,  but 

1  know  that  1  heard  him  s:iv. 
*  All  verv  well — but    tin*  i:<MKi  Loni 

Jesus  has  had  his  da  v.' 

III 

Had?    has    it    <-ome?     It    has    only 

dawn'd.     It  will  c miu'  bv  and 

by. 
().  how  could  I  s<Tvr  in  tin*  wards  iJ 

tin*  linjx'  of  tin*  u-»rld   wt'n*  a 
!  lir  ? 

How  cnuM  I  brar  with  tli«'  >ijlits  ;in<l 

th«'  I'Kithsnin*   ^]\\'  II-  <»i'  tiiN»-;isi» 
Hut   that   II''  ''lid,    '\i    d>  it   to  me, 

when  V»'  dn  it  to  t h«  -M-*  ? 


IV 


So   he    wrnt.      And    wr    f>a-t    to   thif 
warl   wln-n*  ihr   v<».iiiL:tT  chil 
dreu  are  Uiid. 


\it  our  orpbun.   our 
IT  meek  little  inuiil : 
-,         ,  just  now  !    We  have 
Br  wLo  loved  bcr  bo  much — 
lain  thri'  ua  quiuk  «B  a.  gen- 
ii the  loucb.         }•> 
est  prattle,  it  orten 

!itc  fullest  beurt  I  tuvo 
I  child  o[  tier  years  — 
liber  our  Eniiule;  you 

— .1  la  Hviid  hi^r  the  OonerB. 

d  SRiJtc   at  'em.  play 
talk  to 'em  boura  after 


lu<,ciS  what  Joy  can  be  cot  frmu 
I  cowslip  out  of  the  field : 
era  tu  these  '  apirits  in  prison '  arc 
all  they  can  kuow  of  the  sprlne, 
frmhen  and  sirwtcn  the  war^ 
like  the  waft  of  an  anil's  vinii. 
And  elie  biy  vciih  a  flowt-r  iu  one  IihuiI 
uid  her  thm  bands  croot  on  her 

Wan,  but  as  pretty  as  heart  can  de- 
sire, and  wt;  thought  her  at  rest, 

Quietly  sleeping — so  quiet,  oiu*  doc- 
tor said,  'Poor  little  dear,         41 

Nnrae,  I  must  do  it  lo-niorrow  -  she  11 
never  live  thro'  it,  1  fear." 


I  walk'd  with  ourkindW  old  doctor  as 
far  as  the  head  01  the  stair. 

Then  1  return'd  tu  the  ward  ;  tlie  child 
did  n't  see  I  was  there. 


Never  since  I  v.ji  nurse  had  I  been  so 

grieved  and  so  vest  I 
Emmie   had   heaid  him.     Softly  she 

call'd  from  her  cot  to  Iho  nc.tt, 
'He says  1  shall  never  live  thro*  it: 

O  AuDle .  what  shall  1  do  t ' 
Annie    consider'd.      'If   I,'   said   the 

wise  little  Anoie,  '  was  you, 
I  ahoutd  cry  U)  the  dear  Lord  Jesus  to 

help  me.  for,  Emmie,  youM«, 
U'a  all  in  the  picture  there;  "Liliie 

children  ^ould  come  to  mo" '  — 
Heamog  the  print  that  you  gave  us.  I 

find  that  it  always  can  please  si 
Our  children,  the  dear  Lord  Jesus  with 

cUldren  about  bia  knees. 


'  Y«s.  and  I  will.'  said  Emmie. 

tlien  if  I  call  to  ibe  Lord. 
How  should  he  know  ihni  it's 

aucb  a  lot  of  bc<ls  in  tiie  »i 
That  Vios  a,  puzzle  for  Atmie.     J 

she  CDUsider'd  and  aiid  .- 
'  Emmie,  you  put  out  your  nrua. 

n  leave  'em  outside  01 

The  Lord  has  bo  tnue/i  to  see  lo  1 
Emmie,  vau  tell  it  bim  pU 

It  'a  the  little  nrl  with  her  arms  I 
out  oQ  ihe  counterpane.' 

I  bad  sat  three  idghts  by  the  cbl 
I  couldnotwatchherfor  to 

My  brain  hail  begun  to  retJ  —  I  I 
could  do  it  no  more. 

Thai  was  my  sleepiog-ni^t.  L 
thought    that  it  never  m 

There  was  a  Ihimderclap  once,  a 

etattiT  of  hail  on  the  glas^ 
And  there  was  a  pbautom  cry  t. 

heard  as  I  toat  about. 
The  Diolheriess  bleat  of  a  lamb  ji 

storm  and  tbc  darkness  witb 
My  sleep  was  broken  beudes 

dreams  of  the  dreadful  koi. 
And  fears  for  our  delicate  Emmie 

scarce  would  escape  with 

life; 
Then  in  tlie  gray  of  the  niomii 

seem'd  she  stood   by   me 

smiled. 
And  the  doctor  came  at  his  hour, 

we  went  to  see  to  the  child 


He  had  brought  his  ghastly  toots 

Ijelievcid  her  ^eep  again  - 
Ucr  dear.  long,  lean,  littJe  arms  1 

out  on  tiic  counterpane^ 
Say  that  His  day  is  done  !    Ah. 

should  we  care  what  they  j 
The  Ix>rd  of  the  children  had  t 

her.  and  Emmie  had  past  a 


Urai>  PitisrBss,  living  Power,  If 

which  lived 
True  life  live  on — and  if  the  f  aial 
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n   of  true  life  aud  love,  divorce 

thre  not 
»in  uiithly  love  aiid  life*  —  if  wlmt 

we  call 
r  spirit  flash  Dot  all  at  once  from 

out 

\i  sIukIow    into  Substance — then 

{M-rhaps 
L"  inelh>w'd  murmur  of  the  people's 

pmise 
un  thine  own  State,  and  all  our 

bn^adth  of  realm, 
I*  re  Love  and  Ix)nging  dress  thy 

ilee<U  in  li)(ht, 
*-nds    to    thee :   and    this    March 

morn  t  hat  hccs 
y  Soldier- brother's  bridal  onm mo- 
tile x  mi 
•jik  tliro'  Uie  yews  and  cyprens  of 

thy  KTave, 
«]     thine    Imperial     mother   smile 

a^niin, 
y  send  one  ray  to  tlun:  1  and  who 

can  tell  — 
"U  —  Knirland's     Kni^lniid  -  lovinji; 

•l:iuirlit4T  —  thou 
iu:;  ««o  KiiL^Ii^h  thou  wouldst  have 

her  tiair 
rne  on  thy  eollln  —  where  is  he  can 

«wi-ar 
t  ih:ii  xuur  bn)ken  ^rhtini  from  our 

jM».»r  rarth 
ly  tiMK  h  th<t\  while,  renn*mlMTin.ir 

fh««'.  I  lav 
thy   pah'    feet    this   tiallad   of  tlic 

ilci*<is 
Kiiirljind.   and   her  bainuT  in   the 

Kant  r 
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NNKii  of  Knt^land.   not    for  a  va 

*u»ii.  O  lutiunT  of  Hritaiii.   ha^t 

thou 
»t»iil  in  eon(|U(Tiii^  battl»*  or  flai»t 

to  ih«'  Imtth'-iTv  ! 
v*r  with  mii:lifi(T  irlnry  tlian  wIum 

w««  had  n*ar'd  ttuM-  <ni  liii'h 
rin;r  at    toj*   f>f    t!i«-   ph.n    in    th*- 

L'ha.Htly  "iirire  oi  Ijicknou 
't  thru'  th"«'  sTalTor  th'  Inly.iPl.  Im: 

•■v«T  y>*-  niisrd  th'f  :ilP  u. 
1*1  cr«T  ufHiii  th<'  topiimst   roof  mir 

banner  of  Kugland  bh.w. 


II 

Frail  were  the  works  that  defended 

the  hold  that  w(>  held  with  our 

lives  — 
Women  and  children  among  us,  God 

help    them,   our   children  and 

wives! 
Hold  it   we   might  —  and    for  fifteen 

days  or  for  tweiuy  at  most. 
'Never  surrender.   I  charge  you,  but 

every  man  die  at  his  post  I  *      ic 
Voice  of  the  d«id  whom   we   love<l, 

our  Ijawrence   the  bi'st  of   the 

brave ; 
Cold  were  his  brows  whi'u  we  kiss'tl 

him  — we  laid  him  that  night  in 

his  grave. 
*  Every   man  die  at  his  post ! '   and 

thrre  hail'd  on  our  houses  and 

halls 
Death     from    their  ritle  bulh-ts.   ant] 

(h^ath  fn>m  their  cannon  balls. 
Death  in  our  innermost  chunlNT.  and 

death  at  our  slight  barri<*ad<'. 
Death  whilr  we  st<MMi   with  the  inns 

ket.  and  dratii  while  \vc  st(N>pt 

to  the  spade. 
Death    to  th<*  dyinir,  and  wmuids   to 

the    woun«i«*d,    for   often   there 

frll. 
Strikinir   the   hospital   wall.  <Tashing 

thro"    it.    tlirir   slmt.   and    thrir 

shill. 
Dratli  —  fur   tht'ir  •^piis  wrrc  anii»nir 

us,  tlirjrniarksrnJMi  wm-  told  <»f 

t)Ur  b<'<t. 
So  tliat    tin*  bruti-  Inillrt  hrnkt-  thro' 

iIk*  brain  that  (-•tu!d   think   fi>r 

th»*  nsf  :  i., 

Hulh'ts  wniild  •^iniT  b\  our  fi»r«!nads. 

and    Inillit'^  would   rain  at   <>ur 

l.-.t     - 
Kin*  t'runi  ti-rj  thoiisiiid  at  on<  «•  <if  tin 

ri  In  Is  ihii  irir-ilt  <1  n-,  i.iinid 
I)«ath  a;    till-  i;liin|w  ..t  :i  tiriL'tT  \v*>u 

«»\ «  I   till    l»rf.i«lili  <•!  :i  -tr.rt. 
l>i:i!li  Ir-'in  til-    In  i_li'>.  "•:  ;ln-  in"s'|iii- 

a:i<l  ill'-  |».il  t<-i-,  :i'i<I  •!«-.ilh  in  tin' 

■:r"iiii.i  ' 
^IiIi^■  V     \  <  s,    ;i    mini'    ( '.i:nitirtnin«' ! 

«l«iu  11.   ii>'.\  n  !    :in<l   «  r«  i  j»    thru" 

t!;.    h-!.-  ' 
Ki'  j>  thi-  ri  \")\<T  in   hui-l  !   \  "U  rufi 

li«:»r  li'ni      tiif  rnnr-li  r-'ii-  m-il*  ' 
(^iiii  •    :ili  '   ij:!:*  1        w  :ii»  tiil   i|,i    p.ijnl 

t»I   till    pirkaXr  In    tUlu  '. 


BALLADS  AND  OTHER 


Click  with  the  pick,  coouns  newer 
•nd  nesRT  Again  thkn  before  — 

Now  let  it  Bpemk,  and  you  fin,  and 
the  dan  i^o&eer  is  no  more ; 

And  crrer  upon  the  topniait  roof  onr 
bnnneT  of  England  hlew  I       jo 


Soon  aa  the  blast  of  that  underground 

thunder-clap  echo'd  awaj. 
Dark  thro'  the  smoke  SRd  the  sulphur 

like  so  many  fiends  tn    their 

hell— 
Cann<n-diot,  mnaket-shot,  vtdle;  on 

Tolley,  and  rell  upon  jell — 
neicelyonall  theaBfeDcesoor myriad 

enemj  fell. 

What  ha^^  -hf^  .-Ir.nr"  -Tvh-rr  ';  It  T 


Every  u 


1  die  at  hta  post— and  i 


loTo,  thw  to  Cdl  intoA^ 
Roar  upon  itMT  fn  MBOBOitlaHi 

by  ttae  eaemy  nmng 
C3oTe  into  pcrikma  ^mub  aw 

and  oar  poor  pallMdcB. 


dlWMfc 


Sharp  bthe  Are  o(  a^Hilt,^ 

are  your  flask  fuObuci— 

Twice  do  w«  hnri  Iham  to  cwft'li 
the  ladden  to  wUcb  Itey  1 


hanner  of  Bo^and  blew. 


Surging  and  nwajing  all  round  us,  as 

ocean  on  every  side 
Plunges  and  heaves  at  a  bank  that  is 

daily  drown'd  bv  tbc  tide —    y) 
So  many  thousiinds  tiiat.  If  they  be 

bold  enough,  who  sliall  escupeT 
Kilt  or  be  kjll'd,  live  or  die.  tliev  alinll 

know  we  arc  Eokliersi  anif  mm '. 
Itendy  1  take  aim  at  their  leaders  — 

their  masses  uri:  ^rnpp'd  with 

our  grape  — 
Backward  they  reel  like  Ihewave,  like 

the    wave    Hinging     fiirwarii 

again. 
Plying  and  foilVI  at   Ihe  laM  by  the 

handful  they  vmM  not  wnftdue : 
And  ever  u|H>n  the  topmost  ruof  our 

banner  of  England  bli^w. 


Hanitful  of  men  as  we  were,  wo  wen- 
English  in  heart  and  In  limb. 

Strong  with  the  strength  of  the  raee  to 
command,  to  obey,  to  endure. 

Each  of  us  fought  as  if  hope  for  the 
gairiwn  hung  but  on  him  ; 

Still  —  could  we  watch  al  all  points  1 
we  were  every  day  fewer  and 
fewer. 

There  was  a  whi^ipiT  amonp:  us.  but 

only  a  wliistwr  ttiat  past:        y, 

ChiUlren  and  wives— ff  the  tigers 

leap  inio  the  fold 


Then  on  another  wild  morning  nnot 

wild  earthquake  ont-tore 
Clean  from  our  lines  of  defence  tei 

twelve  good  paces  or  more. 
Hiflemsn,  high  on  the  roof,  hidi 

there  from  the  light  of  the  sui 
One  has  leapt  up  on  the  breach,  cry 

out :      '  Follow      me,      foil 

Mark  him  — be  falls  I  then  anoil 
and  fti'm  too.  and  down  goes 

Had  they  beea  bdd  enough  then,  v 
ran  tell  hut  the  tiaitors  1 
wont 

Boardingsond  raters  and  doors- 
embrasure  1  make  way  for 
gunl 
douhle-c 
is  charged  and  we  ft 

Praise  to  our  Indian  brothers,  and 
the  dark  face  have  his  due  1 

Thauka  to  the  kindly  dark  faces  « 
fought  with  us,   faithful  i 

Fought  with  the  bravest  among 
and  drove  them,  and  sm 
them,  and  slew. 

That  ever  upon  the  topmost  roof  i 
banner  in  India  blew. 


SIR  JOHN   OLDCASTLE,  LORD   COHHAM 


i 


Xut  to  Ir*  .si^ldicr  all  day.  uiul  br  soii- 

liiH'l  all  tliro*  Iht'  iii^rht  — 
Xrer  ilic  luiiK^  :ni(l  ass:mlt,  uur  sallu'S, 

tlifir  1  villi;  nlarnis, 
Buirli-saiiil  ilriims  in  the  darkness,  and 

slioiitings    and    s<)undin,L^s    to 

arms, 
EvtT  tlit'  labor  of  tifty  that  had  to  be 

duni;  b}'  five, 
Ertfr  till*  nmrvol  ainon;;  us  that  one 

should  be  h'ft  alive. 
EviT  ll»f  day  with  im  traitorous  duatli 

from  thf  UM^pliolcs  artunid, 
EviTthe  niirht  with  itscuflinlrssirorpse 

to  W  laid  in  the  ;rroiind.  Si 

Ht«c  liki*  the  mouth  nf  a  hell,  or  a 

*l<*lui:«-  of  ratanut  skits. 
Stt-fifh  nC  nld  olTal  dcrayinjr,  and  in- 

finirr  Tnnnrnt  of  llifs. 
TL#UL''his  «if  tlie  bn'<'Z<-s  of  Mav  blow- 
in:;  over  an  Knirli^h  field, 
rri'>ltri.  srurvy,  and  frver.  ihr  wound 

Th:it  trtttiM  rn)t  bi*  hralM. 
L'ppinir  away  of  thi'  limb  by  tin-  piti- 

fiil-j)iTili'>^  kniff,  — 
Tr:i;ri-  :i:id  troublr  in  \ain.  -  ■  fi»r  it 

U'-vrr  •mild  <a\i'  \w  a  lilV. 
V.ili)r  iif  ilrlir.itf  wonun  ^^h')  ti-ml'il 

tl.i'  ho^pitul  b«  d, 
H'trT'ir'if  \\t»:ni'ii  in  tr.i\ail  anionir  tin- 

d>  in::  anil  d«:id. 
♦irivf  f'»r  iiur  piri-liiii_'  <*liildn'n.  and 

n*  VI  r  a  iiioni«'nt  tor  i^riff. 
Ti'ilanii  ia»-tTabli'  \M':iriiir>^,  falirrjii:; 

lltpis  nf  p'li^'f. 

Il.iv«Iif,  k  b.tttbtl.  nr  bt-atcn.  or  butch 

rr'il  for  all  Th:it  \vf  kn«\v 
TliTi  d:i>   arhl  ni;;ht.  d;iy  and  niirlir, 

e-'UiinLT  down  on  tin*  still  ^li:it 

t-r'd  walls 
MilH'iji^  i,f  riiu^kf't  bullris  jinii  tbou- 

"•;ind>  •»!"  f-ann'*n  bails  -  - 
Bit  \'\'T  upi'ri  till'  tnpnio-i   rm»f  our 

baiMK-r  «»f  Knj-Iand  bbw. 

VII 

Uifk  (annonadr,  fusillndil  i^  il   iru'- 

what  was  loM  by  iIh-  vinif 
'►.'rain  and   MavrliM-U  bn  i'- in  .■  ti,<   i- 

wnv  t!ir'»U:.li  f  III'  !•  11  ikiii'm'  '  '  - 
**:r«-ly?hi-  pibri"li  ••!"  Ivir"p'-  i^  li". 

iiij  aLTain  in  <tur  «  ar- ' 
A"!  iin  a  >udi!«'n  lie-  I'-irri-nn  u'f<r    i 

jubilant  -Imut, 
Bivi.-liwk's  irlijrious    Hii.dilan'l"  r-    -.r-. 

iwcr  with  conqueriiiL'  ih' '  i**. 


Siek    from    the   hospital   erho  tht 

wonuui  and  childn-n  eomt*  oi 
nU'Ssinir  th«'  whob*M»nn'  whitr  fare> 

llavt'lork's  iroixl  fu»jil»M'rs, 
Kissini;  thi*  war-haniiiiM  hand  of 

IIi;;h1andrr  wit  with  tlu'irtfji 
Dance    to  the  pibr«Hh  !  —  saved  I 

an'  sjived  !  —  is  it  yon?    in 

yon  ? 
Savetl  by  tin*  valor  of  Ilavrlork.  Sir 

by  tin*  bh*s«iiMir  ,,f  heaven  ! 
'  nt)lil  it  for  til'tun  days!"    wr  lu 

Ih'M  it.  for  riirhty  srvt-n  I 
And  ever  aloft  on  tin- palan*  n»«»f 

old  banner  of  Knirland  bb-w. 


SIR    KMIN    OMX  ASTLK.    I.Ol 
COHIIAM 

(IN    walks) 

-My  frifud  >hi>u1d  nn-rt  ini*  >onii'wh 

hiTralif»ul 
To  lake  in«-  to  that  hidiuLT  in  the  hi 

I   liav<'  br«»ki-  tlnir  r-.i'^r,  no  -jib 

oiii',  1  ir.  t\\ 
I   p-ad    n«»  nmii-   tin*   pi  l-^tMicr's  in 

wail 
SiTibbli'd  oit-arvid  upon  tin-  pitil 

>tiHif  ; 

I    rniil    hapl    rtH-k-i.    lianl    lifi'.    h; 

i'Ih  i-r.  Ill'  ji'iri'-. 
For  I  :ini  iriiptiiT  th  m  i  tiiar'^  l.rai 
l*.';T  <  I'hI  i^  w  :■  Il  III-    ■:!  JJii-  u  ilil«  rm 
Tln'M-    Wit     li!  I.  k     |'.i--i  -.    aiifi    l«t; 

I  h'lr  :iii_'  «  li  i-':i- 
And  (iikI's  :"r.  1    aiv   .i::-!  litip<   •»!"  bi-t 

Miirij-. 

I    w  -lul'l    I    ki'-  .\    'il   'i-  -»p'  lib; 

Jl.i'A    !    I   -!•  ;i:i 
No!     I;.  iV.  1      h    li        '   ■     "l-f     i' 

>■.!*'■!  ■  i  '  : :  - 
S  .Ml'-  I  i;  -  '■•M  il'  ■■!•'■■.•-•.'  i;  1   f! 

.-•   W.;!-  - 
IJu'.    '  '■  ;■:.    ■■■■  •■  '      :  ■:    !••■   i>\       'V 

'.    •       .     •..-.■.,     .  -I 
T'li  ;.       :■■!     -.  ■'  I    ■  .    "i     ■.■■■•■:<  .il     ii 

\  .  r-        ■  i.-    :•      .  !    :■  ■  'iM  )i"ii   A* 

■  • 
'^  ■•■■,.  Il    I  i   ■;   ■  "  ■.  >■    ,. :.-   !l  i<  u*-    il 

'-  il-  :  ■ 
II..'  .»•»   1  I   i'::i  IJlMi-  !•»  Uu' ^r^l\^^l -, 


LLADS   AND   OTHER   POEMS 


laral"  —  what  use?    Tlif  shi'iihcrd, 
wlitn  I  HpcMk, 
ling  a.  Budden  eyelid  with  hia  bnrd 
mSaesDeg,'  pn^cs,  wrotliat  UuDgs 
of  old  —  )i 

fault  of  luinA    Hiu]    lia    God's 
word  iti  Welsh 
B  niighi  be  kindlier;  hsppily  eoinc 
Jhe  da; ! 

Not  least  art  ibon.  thmi  little  Hflli- 
lehL'm 
la  Jiidah.   Tor  in  tbi-e  Ibc  IjiynX  v/im 

Nor  thou   ill    Briluin.    littlp   l.iittc>r 

Least,  for  iu  thee  the  word  witx  Ikivu 
again. 

BeavcD-gtvect  Evangel,  ever-living 

Who  whilome  spohest  lo  the  South  in 
Greek  a. 

About  the  soft  Mfdilemiueau  shores. 
And  then  in  Latin  to  tht  Lutiii  crowd, 
Ad  good  need  was — thou  hast  come 


3  take  the  king  alont* « 


otalko' 


Hereafter  thou,  fullilliiig  Pentecost. 
UusC  learn  to  iise  the  tongues  of  all 

the  world. 
Yet  art  thou  thine  own  witness  that 

thou  hringcst 
Not  peace,  a  eword.  a  Are. 

What  did  he  snj, 
My  frighted  Wielif-preacher  whom  I 

In  flying  liltlierf  that  one  uight  n 

Throus'd  the  waste  field  about  the 

city  gntes ; 
The  Itine'  was  on  them  suddenly  with 

a  host.  ,- 

Why  ttiLTe  ?  they  came  to  hear  their 

prencher.  '  Then 
Seme  cried  on  Cobham,  on  the  gooil 

Lord  Cobhonj : 
Ay,  for  they  love  me !  but  the  king  — 

Nor  Dnger  mised  against  hlin  —  took 

and  h&iig'd, 
Took,  hang'd  and  burnt —  how  niany 

—  Ibirty-niue  — 
Call'd     it     rebellion  — hatig"d.     pcmr 

friends,  as  rebels 
isA  bum'd  alive  as  heretics  1  for  your 


LabL-ls- 

hi...- 
All  herraj-,  treason;  but  to  lall  nu 

tnuturs 
May  inske  men  trailAre. 

RoaeofLaDOub 
Hei\  iu  thy  birUi,  redder  trim  ban 

bold  war. 
Now  reddest  with  the  bliiod  of  b« 

Hcddnr  to  be,  red  rose  of  LaoculfT' 
If  wmcwhere  in  the  North.  M  Bun 

»nug 
Fluttering  ihn  hikwks  of  this  mnt 

hinting  lino — 
liy  Ilrth  and  luoh  Uiy  tilver  M 

grow,* 
Thni  were  my  row,  there  my  al 

irlanc«  due, 
,Sel  f -slnTTwl.    tliey    a«y  —  nay,    rni 

der'd.  doubtless 'dead. 
So  b)  thi«  king  I  cleaved.    Uy  bie 

waa  he. 
Once  rav  fiist  friend  ;   I  woidd  b> 

given  my  life 
To  help  his  own  from  scathe,  a  Ihi 

ive  his  soul,     lie  might  ha 

OurWicUrsleamfne:  but  the  work 

priests. 
Who  fear  the  king's  hard  commt 

sense  should  find 
What  rotten  piles  uphold  their  mim 

Urge  him  to  foreign  war.     O.  bad 

wiird 
I  might  have  stricken  a  lustv  strc 

for  him. 
But  he  would  not;. far  liever  Kxl  i 

Back  lo  the  pure  and  uniTcrsnl  chu^ 
But  he  would  not  —  whether  that  Iu 

less  flaw 
In  his  throne's  Utle  make  him  fert 

frail, 
II<-  li-uns  on  Anliclirlst ;   or  that 

mind, 
I  ijiiick,  so  CHpable  in  soldiership, 
umllers   of    the    failh,    alas    I 

while! 
More  worth  than  all  tlie  klogdoma 

this  world. 
Ituns  in  Ilie  rut,  a  cowonl  to   I 

■  Hichanl  II. 
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good  Sir  Roger  Acton,  my 
•  friend  I 
my  faithful  preacher.  Bey- 

r! 

i  thou  power  to  thy  two 

lesses, 

alse  faith  make  merry  over 

il  80 

',  but  thirty-nine  have  risen 

Rtand. 

the  smoke  of  human  sacri- 

light,  and  cry  continually  — 
1st  whom  ? 

who  should  bear  the  sword 
—what!  the  kingly,  kindly 

the  world  so  easily  hereto- 

)mpanion,  tavern-fellow — 

and  japed — in  many  a 
r  tale 

our  sides — at  pardoners, 
loners, 

liition-sellers,  monkeries  go 
ries,  when  the  wild  hour 
le  wine 

wits  aflame. 

Harry  of  Monmouth, 

of  the  Eiist  ? 

Better  to  sink 

e-lys  in  slime  again,  and 

'  back  into    the    riotous 

d  harlotry  —  thy  shame, 

ine, 

3  —  than  to  persecute  the 

e  Saul  that  never  will  be 


nt !  and  while  this  mitred 
el 

nlicensed  preacher  to  the 

100 
iction'd  harlot  draws  his 

rb — their  hard  celibacy, 
veriest  ice  of  pureness, 

as  living,  or  such  crimes 
I — a  shame  to  speak  of 

3athen-» 


Sanctuary  granted 
To  bandit,   thief,   assassin  —  yea,  to 

him 
Who  hacks  his  mother's  throat — de- 
nied to  him 
Who  finds  the  Saviour  in  his  mother 

tongue. 
The  Gospel,  the  priest's  pearl,  flimg 

down  to  swine  —  nc 

The  swine,  lay-men,  lay-women,  wlic 

will  come, 
God  willing,   to  outleam   the  filthy 

friar. 
Ah,  rather.  Lord,  than  that  thy  Gos 

pel,  meant 
To  course  and  mnge  thro'  all   the 

world,  should  be 
Tether'd  to  these  dead  pillars  of  the 

Church  — 
Rather  than  so,  if  thou  wilt  have  it  so, 
Burst  vein,   snap   sinew,   and   crack 

heart,  and  life 
Pass  in  the  fire  of  Babylon  I  but  how 

long. 
O  Lord,  how  long ! 

My  friend  sliould  mi^t  me  here. 
Here  is  tlie  copse,  the  fountain  and  — 

a  cross !  120 

To  thee,  dead  wood,  I  bow  not  head 

nor  knees. 
Rather  to  thee,  green  lK)scage,  work 

of  God, 
Bhick  holly,  and  white-flower*d  way- 
faring-tree ! 
liather   to   thee,   thou  living  water, 

drawn 
By  this  good  Wiclif  mountain  down 

from  heaven, 
And  speaking  clearly  in  thy  native 

tongue  — 
No  Latin— He  that  thirstcth,  come 

and  drink ! 

Eh !  how  I  anger'd  Arundel  asking 

me 
To  worship  Holy   C^ross  1      I   spreml 

min<;  arms, 
God's  work,  I  said,  a  cross  of  flesh  and 

blood  13a 

And  hoh'cr.     That  was  heresy. — My 

good  friend 
By  this  time  shouhl  be  with  me. — 

'  Images?' 
*  Bury  them  as  Gixl's  tnier  images 
Are  dailv  buried.'     *  Heresy. — Pen 

auce  Y  '  •  Fast, 
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Hair-shirt  and  scourge  —  nay,  let  a 
man  repent. 

Do  penance  in  liis  heart,  God  hears 
him.*     'Heresy  — 

Not  shriven,  not  saved?'  'What 
profits  an  ill  priest 

Between  me  and  my  God  7  I  would 
not  spurn 

Good  counsel  of  good  friends,  but 
shrive  myseif— 

No,  not  to  an  Apostle.'    *  Heresy/  — 

My  friend  is  long  in  coming.  —  '  Pil- 
grimages?' 141 

'Drink,  bagpipes,  revelling,  devil's- 
dances,  vice. 

The  poor  man's  money  gone  to  fat  the 
friar. 

Who  reads  of  begging  saints  in  Scrip- 
ture ? '  —  'Heresy '  — 

Hath  he  been  here  —  not  found  me — 

f»ne  again  ? 
misleamt  our  place  of  mee^ 

ing  ?  —  •  Bread  — 
Bread  left  aftiT  the  blessing?*  how 

they  stariti, 
That  was  their  main  test-question  — 

glared  at  me  I 
'  He  veil'il  Himself  in  tlesh,  and  now 

He  vHls 
His  tlesh  in  bread,  body  and  bread  to- 

^'ther.'  *  150 

Then  rose  the  howl  of  all  the  cassoek'd 

wolves, 
*No  bread,  no  brea<l.     GoiVs  body  I' 

Archbishop,  bishop. 
Priors,    canons,     friars,     l»ell-rinirers, 

parish-clerks  — 
*  No  bread,  no   bread!* — *  Authority 

of  the  Church. 
Power  r)f  the  k.'vs:*  — Then  I,  Gi^ 

help  me,  1 
So  mock'd,  so  spuru'd.  s*^  baited  two 

whole  davs  — 
I  lost  mvself  an<l  fell  from  evenness. 
And  rail'd  at  all  the  Pojk^s  that,  ever 

since 
S\ivester  shod  the  venom  of  world- 
wealth 
Into    the    church,   had   only   proven 

themselves  x6o 

poisoners,     mimlerers.      "Well  —  God 

jmrdon  all  — 
Me,  them,  and   all    the   world  —  yea, 

that  ])roiid  priest. 
Tliat  mock-meek  mouth  of  utter  Anti- 
christ, 


That  traitor  to  King  BldMid  aaAfl 

truth, 
Who  rose  and  doom'd  me  to  tte  fee 


Nay,  I  can  bum,  so  that  the  Land  c 

life 
Be  by  me  in  my  death. 

TiiOBe  tluee  I  thefourtl 
Was  like  the  Son  of  God  I    Not  hum 

were  they. 
On  them  the  smell  of  baming  bad  bc 

past 
That  was  a  minude  to  ooQYcrt  A 

king.  n 

These  Phariaees^  thia  Gaianhas-Ani 

del 
What  mhnade  could  turn  T    A  ha 

again. 
He  thwarting  their  traditions  off  Wm 

self. 
He  would  be  found  a  heretic  to  Hii 

self, 
And  doom'd  to  bum  alive. 

So,  caught,  I  bun 
Bum  ?   heathen  men  have  borne  1 

much  as  this. 
For  freedom,  or  the  sake  of  those  the 

love<i, 
Or  some  less  cause,  some  cause  far  le: 

than  mine ; 
For  every  other  cause  is  less  than  mini 
The  moth  will  singe  her  wings,  an 

singed  return,  t: 

Her  love  of  light  quenching  her  tet 

of  pain  — 
How  now,  my  soul,  we  do  not  hec 

the  fire  ? 
Faint  -  hearted  ?     tut  1  — faint-  stoo 

ach'd  !  faint  as  I  am, 
God  willing,  1  will  bum  for  Him. 

Who  comes 
A  thousand  marks  are  set  upon  m 

head. 
Friend?  —  foe  perhaps — a  tussle  fo 

it  then ! 
Xay,   but  my  friend.     Thou  art  9 

well  disguised, 
I  knew  thee  not.     Hast  thou  brougb 

bread  with  thee  ? 
I  have  not  broken  bread  for  fifty  hours 
None  ?    I  am  damn*d  already  by  tb 

priest  '    I" 

For  holding  there  was  bread  when 

bread  was  none  — 
No  bread.    My  friends  await  me  yor 

der?    "ies. 


n.     Vpthe  mountaiD  i   Ii 
■t 

!71imb  flrat  and  leacb  me 
I  tb;  hand, 
like   to  die  for  lack  of 

live  to  testify  by  flre.' 


T    good    lord  1     In  your 
brows  I  read 
er  at  our  chamber  oroa- 

tbla  iron  from  our  iales  of 


King  know  you  deign  to 
le  rose  rram  off  bis  tbrone 
>eop1e,  like  his  brother 
'ace  that  morning  in  the 

ina — tho"  you  were  not 

Yes.    The  city  dock'd 

.  roar'd  my  name ;  the 
he  Queen.  lo 

seated,  speak,  and  tell 

my  voyage,  and  while  I 

Mr  tell  B8  at  the '  Peace, 

r 

tased  to  speak,  the  King, 

eir  thrones,  and  melted 

ra, 

I  lifted  bond  and  heart 

Dd  who  led  me  thro'  the 

great  '  Laudomus'  rose 

e  Admiral  of  the  Ocean  I 
gave  a  new  bcaven.  a 
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Qave  glory  and  more  empire  to  Uie 

Of  Spain  Uianalt  their  battiest  chains 

for  him 
Who  push'd  his  prows  into  the  setting 

And  made  West  East,  and  aail'd  tbo 

Dragon's  Houth, 
And  came  upon  the  Mountain  of  the 

WorliT 
And  saw  the  rivers  roll  from  Paradise  I 

Chains!    we  are    Admirals  of  tbe 

We  and  our  sous  for  ever.    Ferdinand 

Hatb  sign'd  it  and  our  Holy  Cathdlc 

Queen  —  ja 

Of  the  Ocean— of  the  Indies— A dmi- 

Our  title,  which  we  never  mean  to 

yield. 
Our  guerdon  not  alone  for  what  we 

did, 
But  our  amends  for  all  w 

The  vast  occasion   of 
lite- 


might  have 
lur  stronger 


long  years  of  waste,  seven 

in  your  Spain, 
Lost,   showing   courts    and  kings  a 

truth  tlie  babe 
Will  suck  in  with  his  milk  hereafter 

Were  ,vo«  at  Salamanca  t    No. 

We  fronted  there  the  kuming  of  all 

Spain.  *a 

All  their  cosmogonies,  their  astrono- 

Guess-work  t^ey  gucsa'd  it,  but  the 

golden  guess 
Is  morning-star  to  the  full  rouud  of 

truth. 
No  guess-work  I    I  was  ceitatn  of  my 

goal; 
Some  thought  it  hcresj,  but  that  would 

not  liolil. 
King  Dnrid  call'd  the  heavens  a  hide. 

Spread  over  earth,  and  so  this  earth 

was  tiut. 
Some   cited  old  LacCantlus ;  could  it 

be 
That  I 
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W&lk'd  like  the  flj  cm  ceilings  t  anil 

besides, 
Tl»e  gwal  Augustine  wrote  that  i 

coulil  brfiathe 
Within  the  zone  of  beat ;  eo  mteht 

Uicre  be 
Two  Adams.  Iwo  mankinds,  nnd  that 

Against  Oixl's  nord.      Thus  vt 

bcsicD  back. 
And  chiefly    to  m;    sorrow    by  the 

Church, 
And   thought   to  turn  m;  face  from 

Spain,  appeal 
ODce  mure  to  France  or  Knglaod :  hut 

our  Queen 
Recalld  me.  for  at  iaat  their  High- 


All  glory  to  the  All-blessed  Trinft?. 
All  glory  to  tbc  mother  of  ouf  Ix>nl,  «i 
Anif  H(3y  Cbiircb,  from  whom  1  never 

swerved 
Hot  e*en   by    one  hair's- breadth  of 

heresy, 
1  have aceomplish'd  what  I  came  todo. 


On  my  Bisl  voyage,  barasa'd  by  the 

frigh.8 
Of  ray  first  crew,  their  curses  and 

their  groans. 
The  great  flame-banocr  borne  by  Ten 

The  compass,  like  an  old  friend  false 

at  laat 
In  our  roost  need,  appall'd  them,  and 

the  wind  JO 

8U11  westward,  and  the  weedy  seas  — 

at  length 
The  land-binl.  and  tbc   branch  with 

The  carven  stall  —  and  last  the  light. 

the  light 
Od  Guanahani  I  but  I  changed  the 

Ban  Salvador  T  call'd  it :  and  the  tl.^lit 
Grew  as  I  gazed,  and  brought  out  a 

brood  sky 
Of  dawning    over— not  SiOBe  alien 

lite  marvel  of  that  fnir  now  tMtnitt — 


That  Indian  Isle,  but  our  ntoel  an 

East, 
Moriah  with  Jerusalem ;  and  I  li 
Tbn  glory  of  the  Lord  flMb  np. 

beat 
Thro'  all  tlie  hometj  town  froo  }k 

Chalcetlony,   emerald,   eardonn 

Chrysolite,  beryl,  topaz,  chi3mopi 
Jacynth.   and    amethyst  —  and  1 

twelve  gat<«. 
Pearl —  and   1   woke,  ftnd   thoog 

death  —  I  sliall  die  — 
I  am  written  in  the  Lamb**  own  1 

of  Life 
To  walk  TtiUiin  tbe  glory  of  thai 
Sunless  and  moonless,  utter  Ha; 

but  no! 
The  Lord  bad  sent  this  brigb^  m 

To  mind   me   of  the  secret  n 

When  Spiiin  w.iB  waging  warag 

the  Moor^ 
I  strove  myself  with  Spain  agsini 

There  came  two  voices  from  the 

Two  friars  crying  that,  if  Spain  sti 

The  Moslem  from  her  limit,  be. 

Soidan  of  Egypt,  would  break  c 

and  raxe 
The  blessed  tomb  of  Christ :  wlu 

1  vow-d 
That,  if  our  princes  harkeo'd  tc 

prayer. 
Whatever  wealth  I  broaght  from 

Should,  in  this  old,  be  coaaeoK 

lead 
A  new  crusade  ag»nst  the  Baratt 
And   free  tlie   Holy   SepuItJire 

thrall. 

Gold  T    I  had  brought  your  pri 
gold  enough 
If  left  alone  I    Being  but  a  Geno' 
1  am  handled  worse  than  had  I  bi 

And  br»ch'd  the  bdtlng  wall  of  ( 

balu. 
And  given  tbe  Great  Ehan'a  pd 

totlieHoor. 
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the  sacred  cxx>wn  of  Pres- 

to  the  Moor.    But  had  I 
ht  no 

on's  now-recover*d  Ophir 

t  Solomon's  navies  carried 

have  gilded  mef    Blue 
of  Spain, 

•ing  your  own  royal  arms 
lin, 

;    blue  blood    and  black 
of  Spain, 

\d  the  convict  of  Castile, 
rom  Uispaniola.   For  you 

home,  that  ever  swarm 

the  highest  heads,  and 
ur  down 

le   distance — these  out- 
me  so  120 

our  prudent  King,   our 
>us  Queen  — 
i  being  so  calumuiatcd 
oiiimissiou  one  of  weight 
)rth 
tween  my  slander'd  self 

lain  enemy  at  their  court, 
out  hin  tool,  Bovadilia, 

ud  impolitic  as  a  beast  — 

Fcrcnce,  braiuU'Ss  greed 

saek'd 

seized  upon  my  papers, 

feed  the  rebels  of  the 

130 
n-farms  for  all  but  no- 
rave 
»ave  for  all  to  work  the 

my  good  brothers  home 

ruthless  gold  —  a  single 

four  thousand  CastilUi- 

) 

• — weigh'd   him  down 

abysm  — 

of  the  latitude  on  him 

r  discovering  over-roll 
aid ;  the  frailer  caravel, 


With  what  was  mine,  came  happily  to 
thd  shore.  140 

T/iere  was  a  glimmering  of  God's 
hand. 

And  God 

Hath  more  than  glimmered  on  me.  O 
my  lord, 

I  swear  to  you  I  heard  His  voice  be- 
tween 

The  thunders  in  the  black  Veragua 
nights, 

'  O  soul  of  little  faith,  slow  to  believe ! 

Have  I  not  been  about  thee  from  thy 
birth? 

Given  thee  the  keys  of  the  great  Ocean- 
sea? 

Set  thee  in  light  till  time  shall  be  no 
more? 

Is  it  I  who  have  deceived  thee  or  the 
world  Y 

Endure!  thou  hast  done  so  well  for 
men,  that  men  150 

Cry  out  against  thee.  Was  it  other- 
wise 

With  mine  own  Son  ? ' 

And  more  than  once  in  days 
Of  doubt  and  cloud  and  storm,  when 

drowning  hope 
Sank  all  but  <mt  of  sight,  I  heard  His 

voice, 
•Be  not  cast  down.     I  lead  thee  by 

the  hand. 
Fear  not.'    And  I  shall  hear  His  voice 

again  — 
I  know  that  He   has  led  me  all  my 

life, 
I  am  not  yet  too  old  to  work  His 

will  — 
His  voice  again. 

Still  for  all  that,  my  lord, 
I  lying  here  b<*(lrid(leii  and  alone,  160 
Cast  olf,  i)iit  by,  scouted  by  court  and 

king — 
The  (irst  discoverer  starvc»s — his  fol 

lowers,  Jill 
Flower    into    fortune  —  our    world's 

way  — and  I, 
Without  a  roof  that  I  can  call  minji 

own, 
With   srarco  a  coin   to  buy  a  meal 

withal, 
And  seiM'ng  what  a  door  for  scoundrel 

scum 
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I  open'd  to  the  Weet,  tbn>'  which  the 

liut, 
YiUalnr.   vUdotce,  ararice,  of  ytnix 

Spun 
Potir*d  in  on  all  Uioee  bappj  nolicd 

Uln  — 
Their  IdndlT  utiTe  princes  bUd  or 

Tfaeb  wives  and  children  Spaul^  ccm- 

cubines,  "^ 

Their  icnoceiit  hoipjtalities  qacnoh'd 

in  bloKl. 
Some  dead  of  hunger,  some  beneath 

the  Motirge. 
Borne  orer-labor'd,  some  bf  their  uwn 

bsada,— 
Tea,  the  dear  moUiecs,  oaziog  Na- 
ture, kill 
Jtait  batries  at  the  breast  for  hale  ot 

Spain— 
Ab  Qod,  the  harmless  people  whom 

we  f  (mnd 
In  Hispaniola's  island- PamdiM  I 
Who  look  us  for  the  very  gods  from 

heaven. 
And  we  have  stnt  them  verj  fipods 

from  hcU  :  i5o 

And  I  myself,  myaclf  not  blameless,  1 
Could  Bomctimes'wish  I  had  never  led 

the  way. 

Ontythe  ehost  of  our  ?reatCalholie 

Queen 
Smiles  on  me,  saving,  '  Be  thou  com' 

forted! 
Thifl  creedlcsa  people  will  be  brought 

to  Christ 
And  own   the    holy  governance    of 

But  who  could  dream  thai  we,  who 

hore  the  Cross 
Thither,  were  eicomraunicated  there. 
For  curbing  crimes  that   Bcandalized 

the  Cross, 
By  him,  the  Catalonian  Minorite,     jgo 
Itome'a  Yicar  in  our  Indies  t  who  be- 

These  bard  memorials  of  our  tnilb  Id 

Clung  closer  to  us  for  a  longer  term 
Than   any  friend   of  ours  at  Court  1 


I   I 


«  lliHt  I  huv«  hung  tl»3D  tl 


Sir,  In  that  flight  of  ae«  wUch  n 

God'8 
Own  voice  to  justify  the  dad— !« 

chance 
Spain,  once  the  most  dUvabio  ne 

on  earth,  ■ 

Spain,  then  the  mightiest.  wcallUo 

realm  on  earth, 
So  made  by  me,  may  aeek  to  tmbui] 

To  lay  me  in  some  shrink  of  tUtoM 

Or  In   that  vaster   Spain   I  lean  H 

Then  sonie  one  standing  bf  my  gnu 

■Behold  the  boucsof  ChriatoiditfOi 

lin'  — 
'  Aj,  but  the   chains,   what  do  fJk 

mean — the  chains  t' 
I  sorrow  for  that  kindly  duld  of  Sp^ 
Who  then  will  have  to  answer,  *Tbei 

same  chains 
Bound   theao  same  bones  back  thr 

the  Atlantic  sea,  > 

Which  be  uncbain'd  for  all  the  wori 


O  Queen  of  Heaven  who  aeesl  tl 

soub  in  ht-U 
And  purnktory,  I  suffer  all  as  much 
As  they  do — for  the  moment.    Sia; 

my  son 
Is  here  anon;  my  son  will  speak  l< 

Ablier  than  I  can  in  these  spasns  tbi 

Bone  against  bone.     You  will  do 
One  last  wnd. 

You  move  about  the  Court ;  I  pn 

youbS 
King  Ferdinand  who  plays  with  mi 

thai  one 
AVhoBe  life  has  been  no  play  with  hii 

and  hta  ' 

Hidalgos  —  shipwrecks,    famines,  S< 

vers,  Bghta, 
Mutinies,  trea<.4ieriea  —  wink'd  at,  0" 

oondoQed**" 
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It  I  am  loyal  to  him  till  the  death, 
d  rrady  —  tho'  our  Holy  Catholic 

Queen, 
K)  fain  had  pledged  her  Jewels  on 

my  fiwt  voyaffc, 
lose  hope  waa  mine  to  spread  the 

Catholic  faith. 
K)  wept  with  me  when  I  retum*d 

in  chains, 
10  sita  beside  the  blessed    Virgin 

now, 
whom  I  send  my  prayer  by  night 

and  day  — 
i  is  gone -» but  you  will  tell   the 

King,  that  I,  330 

:k'daA  lam  with  gout,  and  wrenched 

with  pains 
n'd  in  the  service  of  His  Highness, 

yet 
I  rnidy  to  sail  forth  on  one  last 

voyage, 
i  readier,  if  the  King  would  hear, 

to  lead 
*  last  crusade  against  tlic  Harncen. 
il   save   the  Holy  Hepulchre  from 

thrall. 

pf>in??  I  am  old  and  slighti'<l ;  you 

have  dan'<l 
uewhat    |HTluips  in  coming?   my 

|M>or  thanks! 
rn  but  an  alien  and  a  (fcnnvcsc. 

IE  VOYAGE  OF  MAKLDl'NE 

irorXDKI)  ON    AN    I11I*<II    I.K<JKM) 
A.    1).    7(K)) 

I 

fAS  thr  chief  of  tlie  nwv  —  In*  h:ui 

strirk«'ri  my  father  d<'.'ui  — 
.t  I  gather'd  my  ffllows  tni:rtlnT.  I 

Hwon*    1    wouhl   strikr   otT    his 

ht^ad. 
fh  of  them  look'd  like  a  kuvj.  mixI 

wjis  noble  in  birth  as  in  worth. 
vl  each  of  them  Ixxistrd  h<>  ^^pninir 

from  the  ol<lest  nicr  upon  «*!irtli. 
u'h  was  as  bnive  in  tli**  fiL'Iit  as  th<- 

bnivest  hero  of  sonL'. 
ml  eai'h  of  them  lifffr  li:ui  died  than 

have  done  one  jinotlu-r  a  wrnnL'. 
'  lived  on  an  ish-  in  th«'  (Ki-an  —  \vi- 

nil'd  on  a  Friday  nmrn  — 
t  that  had  slain  my  father  the  day 

before  I  was  bom. 


II 


And  we  came  to  the  isle  in  the  ocean, 
and  there  on  the  shore  was 
he. 

But  a  sudden  blast  blew  us  out  and 
away  thro'  a  boundless  sea.     10 

III 

And  we  came  to  the  Silent  Isle  that 

we  never  had  touch'd  at  before. 
Where  a  silent  ocean  always  broke  on 

a  silent  shore. 
And   the  brooks  glitter'd  on   in   the 

light  without  sound,   and  the 

long  waterfalls 
Pour'd  in  a  thmid<TU»ss  plunge  to  tho 

iMise  of  the  mountain  walls. 
And  the  i>oplar  and  cypress  unshaken 

by  storm  liounsh'tl  up  beyond 

sight. 
And  the  pine  shot  aloft  from  the  crag 

to  an  unbelievable  height, 
And  high  in  the  luniven  alx)ve  it  there 

tlicker'd  a  songless  lark. 
And  tli<*  ("(M'k  couhi  n't  crow,  and  the 

bull  couldn't  low,  and  the  dog 

rouM  n't  bark. 
And  nmnd  it  we  went,  and  thro'  it, 

but  never  a  murniur.  a  bn*ath  — 
It  was  all  of  it  fair  as  life,  it  was  all 

of  it  ({uiet  as  death.  so 

And  we  hate<l  the  N-autiful  isle,  for 

whenever  we  strove  to  8p<'ak 
Our  voi(M-s  were  thinner  and   fainti'r 

than  any  tlitterniouse  shriek  ; 
And   the  men   that    were   miirhty   of 

tonirue  and  couhl  raise  siieh  a 

battle-cry 
That  a  hiuidnti  who  heard  it  would 

rii<h  on  a  thousand  laiici>s  and 
I  <lie  - 

<).  they  to  Ih*  dnmb'd  by  the  charm  ! 

—  S4>  thiMer'd  with  nnirer  wen* 
i  they 

'  They  alrno-^t   f«-ll  on  «.nli  other;  but 

after  \\<*  ^.-lil  d  aN\a\ . 

IV 

Ami  We  cain«*  to  the  Kir  ..f  Shontinir; 

\\ r  l:mi|»  d.  a  SI  I. If  of  wihl  hinls 
Crjetl  from  ihr  topnio^*   sninniit  with 

hiirn:iri  voji-.  x  ami  wonls. 
()ii(*e  in  an  hour  tiny  criMi.  and  wlien 

«vrr  til*  ir  voirts  p«  al'd  jo 

■  The  ^tiiT  fell  di»wn  at   tin*  pli»w  and 

the  harvest  «lieil  U^ww  vlvv  W-VvV, 
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neo  dropt  dead  in  the  vnDejs 

*  liaK  01  the  (»tUc  wcut  laaii', 

•at  sauk  in  ou  the  lieiirtli. 

the  dwelliag  broke  iut'i 

sUoutiog  of  thRBO  wild  blrda 
.^)  into  tliti  hearts  oF  my  crvv, 
tliey  Nhoutcd  alone  with  the 
sbuu  ting  and  lieiecd  odc  uoothcr 
anil  elmr. 
If  I  drew  them  the  one  from  the 
Other;  I  siiw  Ihftt  we  eoulil  not 
stay, 
wc  left  the  (lead  to  the  bfnls.  nnd 
we  sail'd  with,  our  wounded 
away. 


And  we  came  to  the  Isle  of  Flowers : 
their  breath  met  ub  out  on  thu 

For  the  Spring  and  the  middle  f*um- 
mer  eat  each  un  ihc  lap  oC  Uic' 
breese  ; 

And  the  red  pussion  tlower  to  tlif  eliffs, 
and    the    diirkblue    clc^matis, 

And  starr'd  with  a  myriad  blossom  the 
long  convoWuiiiB  bung  :  to 

And  the  topmoBt  spire  of  the  moun- 
Uiin  was  lilies  in  lieu  of  snow, 

And  the  lilies  like  glaciers  winded 
down,  running  out  below 

Thro'  the  flro  of  the  tulip  and  poppy, 
the  blazeof  gorse,  and  the  blmh 

Of  millions  of  roses  that  sprang  with- 
out leaf  or  a  thorn   from   the 

And  the  whole  isle -side  flashing  down 
from  the  peak  without  ever  a 

Swept  like  n  torrent  of  gems  from  the 

aky  to  the  blue  of  the  sea. 
And  we  roll'd   upon  vapea  of  crocus 

and  vaunted  our  kith  and  our 

kin, 
And  wewnllow'd  in  bods  of  lilies,  and 

chanted  the  triumph  o(  Finn, 
Till  each  like  a  golden  image  was  pol- 

len'd  from  head  U)  feet 
And  each  was  as  dry  as  a  cricket,  with 

thlrat  in  tlie  middle-day  Kent,  (n 
Blossom  and  blossom,  and  promise  of 

blossom,  but  nerer  u  fruit ! 
Kad  we  hated  the  Flowering  Isif,  n* 

we  hated  theialetliat  iviiB  niiitc. 


And  wo  tore  up  the  fluff*t> 
million  and  (lung  Uivn 
and  iHiy. 

And  we  left  but  a  naked  rocl 
anger  we  suil'd  away. 

VI 
And  we  came  to  the  Iste  at  V 
round  from  the  rlilla 

Purple  (ir  amber,  dangled  ■ 

fathom  of  grapoa. 
And  the  warm  melon  lay  IB 

HUD  on  tJie  tawDj  mei 
Aud  the  fig  raa  up  from  ihil 

rioial  oTer  the  lamt. 
Aud  the  mountain  orase  like  I 

throiie  thro'  the  fragn 
Uluwing  with   Hll-coJoT'd  pi 

with  golden  miMra  of 
And  the  crimson  and  wailrt 

that  ll^iiued  ii|ioii  b!u« 
But  in  evt-ry  iK-rrv  aud  frui 

\iid  the  peak  of  Uie  muui 
apples,    the   hugesl 

And  they  prcat.  as  they  grei 
owor,  witli  h&talf  a  1 

And  ull  of  them  redder  th 

liealth  or  than  atteTM 
And  Betting,    when   Etitd  li 

the  very  sunset  nfUmi 
And  we  stay'd  Uirc«  dayi 

gorged   and  n«   bM 

every  one  drew 
His  HWord  ou  Ins  fellow  to 

and  ever  lliey  alrack 

Blew  ; 
And  myself.  I  had  eaUnbii 

and  fought  till  I  mv 

Then  1  bade  them  Rnneml: 
ther's  death,  and  wc  m 


And  we  camo  to  thr  Iiil<^  of 
were  lun^d   by   tlie  I 

For  the  peak  Rent  up  mn-  tn 
Ut  the  Northern  Star : 

Luriii  by  the  i^lan:  and  tJir 
Riarcely  couM  stacd  i 

Fur  the  whtdoldo  shiiiUtrd 
like  a  man  In  a  murta 
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were  fdddj  besides  with  the  fruits 

we  had  gorged,  and  so  crazed 

that  at  last 
i-re  were  some  leap'd  into  the  fire ; 

and  away  we  sail'd,  and  we  past 
cr  that  undersea  isle,   where  the 

water  is  clearer  than  air. 
«  Q  we  look'd  —  what  a  garden !  O 

bliss,  what  a  Paradise  there  ! 
wers  of  a  happier  time,  low  down 

in  a  rainbow  deep 
ent  pnliU'Cii.  (^uiet  lields  of  eternal 

sleep !  80 

(i  thrw  of  the  gentlest  and  best  of 

my  people,  whate'er  I  could  say, 
ioged*  beau-down  in  the  sea,  and 

the  Paradise  trembled  away. 

VIII 

1  wc  canie  to  the  Bounteous  Isle, 

wherc^  the  hAivens  lean  low  on 

the  laiHl, 
I  cvt*r  at  dawn  from  theeloud  >;Iit- 

ter'd  o'er  us  a  sun-bright  hand, 
Vi  it  (iiM'u'd  and  dn>pt  at  the  side  of 

t-arh  mMi.  as  he  rose  from  liis 

rest, 
:ui(*uoui;h  for  lus  need  till  the  labor- 

IfSrt  <lav  dipt  urulrr  th<'  west  ; 
1  w«>  wun(l«;r*d  about  it  and  thro'  it. 

(),  nevrr  whs  time  so  «ro<Ml  I 
1  wc  %*intr  of  the  triumphs  of  Finn. 

and   the   Inmsi  of  our  ancient 

bloofl. 
I  we  ga7.(il  at  the  wandcrinir  wave 

as   we   Silt    by   tin*    mirirh*   of 

i&prings,  .K; 

I  wrehantLHl  thffsonirsof  the  lianls 

ami  the  glories  of  fairy  kin  us. 
at   lenirtli  wi*  bcfran  to  be  wcarv. 

t/>si(rli.  and  tostrcti'hand  \a\vn. 
we  hatc<l  the  Bountmiis  Islr  and 

thi*sun-bri;rlithaii<lot'th<<]awn, 
thf'n*  was  not  an  mcniy  ixar.  txit 

the  whole   green    i^U:  was   our 

own, 
1  wtr  t«K>k  to  playin;:  at   ball,  and 

w«'  took  to  throwihir  tin*  ^tonr.    ! 
1  Wf  tcH>k  to  playiiiir  at  l»atilr,  hut  ' 

that  was  a  iMriloit*;  play,  ; 

thepaHsionof  bat  tic  wa^  in  u^,  wr 

nlew  and  we  saild  away.  ' 

IX 

1  wo  came  to  tin*  I-*!**  ''f  Witrhrs 
and  heard  their  mM>i(-al  cry  -  - 


*  Come  to  us,  O,  come,  come  I '  in  the 

stormy  red  of  a  sky 
Dashing  the  fires  and  the  shadows  of 

dawn  on  the  beautiful  shapes, 
For  a  wild  witeh  naked  as  heaven 

stood  on  each  of   the  loftiest 

capes,  lao 

And  a  hundred  ranged  on  the  rock  like 

white,  sea-binls  in  a  row. 
And  a  hundnxl  gaml)oirdand  pranced 

on  the  wrecks  in  the  siind  below. 
And  a  himdre<l   splush'd    fn)m    the 

ledgi's,  and  bosom'd  the  burst 

of  the  spray ; 
But  I  knew  we  should  fall  on  each 

other,  and  hastily  siul'd  away. 

X 

And  we  came  in  an  evil  time  to  the 

Isle  of  the  I)oub1(>  Towers, 
One   was  of  smooth  eut    stone,   one 

carved  all  over  with  flowers. 
But  an  earthquake  always  niovnl  in 

the  hollows  under  the  dells. 
And  they  shoek'd  on  eaeli  other  and 

butted  each  otlKT  with  clashing 

of  bells, 
And  the  daws  flew  out  of  the  towers 

and   janirled   and  wrangled   in 

vain. 
And  the  clash  and  iHxini  of  the  bellM 

nini^    into   the   heart   and    the 

brain.  no 

Till  the  {Kission  of  battle  was  on  us, 

and    all    to^ik    sides   with    the 

towers. 
Then*    were   .Mune   for   the   eleaneut 

stone,  then*  Were  m«>re  for  the 

carven  tlowers. 
And    the    wrathful     tliinid<T   of   (to<l 

pealii  ovrr  u^i  all  the  day. 
For  the  (MM-  half  '^hw  the  other,  and 

after  we  sailM  awav. 

\i 

And  \\t'  canw  t'»  flu-  Kh'  nf  a  Saint 
whi»h;.<l  «-ail  •!  with  >aiiit  Hn-n 

lb-  had  livi«l  i\'r  >"n:<'-  nu  the  isle 
aii'l     hi-    wii!t-r-<    wm-     tiflern 

Ai;il  hi-*  \  ■■:»•■  w  J",  l-iw  a-*  fri»iu  nther 

W  iHi<U.  all'i  hi-*  t\  »"s  \N  rTi-  ^W'l-i't, 

And  hi-^whiti-  h:iit  -mk  tn  hi>  lu'eN, 
and  hi^  white  b*  ard  fell  to  his 
feet, 


Gio 
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And  he  spake  to  me ; 

let  be  this  purpoae  of  thiiw  t 
Remember  the  wozm  of    the  Lwd 

when  he  told  us,  "Vea^esDce 

is  taiav ! "  i» 

Hto  taUum  tok-n  slain  thr  htbers  in 

war  or  In  single  strife, 
1117  ffttben  bave  diin  Us  fathen, 

eoeb  taken  a  life  for  a  life, 
Thj  (kther  had  sUn  his  father,  how 

k»g  shall  the  mmder  lastt 
Go  back  to  the  Ue  of  Finn  and  Bnffer 

the  Past  to  be  Past' 
And  we  Uaa'd  the  frinBc  of  bb  beaid, 

and   we   pray'a  as  we   hewd 

hlmpiBj', 
And  the  holy  man  he  aaxdl'd  as,  and 

Mdlf  we  sail'd  away. 

zn 
And  we  came  to  the  Isle  we  were 

blown  from,  and  there  on  the 

shore  was  be, 
The  man  that  bad  slain  my  father.     I 

saw  him  and  let  him  be. 
O,   weary   was  I  ot  the  travel,  the 

trouble,  tbe  strifi-.  and  the  sin. 
When  I  landed  agsin  with  a  tithe  of 

my  mi'n,  on  the  Isle  ot  Pino  I  tjo 


DE  PR0FUNDI9: 

TBE  TWO  (i 


OlJT  of  Ihe  deep,  my  child,  out  of  the 

Where  all  that  was  to  be,  in  all  that 

s  thro'  the 

Waste  dawn  of  multitudinous  eddy- 
ing lipht— 
Out  of  the  deep,  my  child,  out  of  the 

Thro'   all    this   changing    world    of 

changeless  law. 
And  every  phase  of  ever- heightening 

life. 
And   nine  long  months  o{  antenatal 

With  this  last  moon,  this  crescent  — 

her  dark  orb 
fouch'd    with    earth's    light — thou 

comest,  darling  boy ; 


Out  own:  a 

Umb 
Perfect,  and  prc^ihet  Ot  Otfyirii 

Whose  face  and  fonn  m  h^  ■ 

mlnelncne^ 
lodisMdaUT  married  U»  o«rlavL 
live,  and  he  taappj  In  Ifejirit  1 

Tbit-mortal  noe  thyUn  wviBI 

Vfmj  blms  thee  1 

young  life 
Breakmg    with „ 

du4c;aod  IBM 

ited  ch •    -• 

Uves 
Be   prosperooriT  *hi4>ed,  and  gM 

thycoune  ^ 

Along  the  reais  ot  huta  end  nribl 

youth         • 
Undiatter*d;  then  fan-omnBt  4feB 

full  man; 
And  last  Id  kindly  curvea,  with  ge 

tiest  faU, 
By  quiet  flelds,  a  slowly-dying  powe 
To  that  last  deep  where  we  uu  Ibo 

arestilL 

II 


Out  of  the  deep,  my  cUld,  out  of  ll 

From  ttiat  f;T««t  deep,    before  01 

world  begins, 
^Vhcrcon  the  Spirit  ot  Ood  moves : 

he  wfll  — 
Out  ot  the  deep,  my  child,  out  of  ll 

Prom   that   true   worid    within   U 

world  we  see. 
Whereof  our  world  is  but  the  bouni 

inEEh< 
Out  0 

With  this  ninth  moon,  that  sends  tl 

hidden  ann 
Down  yon  dark  sea,  thou  oomest,  d« 

ling  boy. 


In  tbe  worid  which  is  not  ou: 
Tbeys^, 

us  make  man,'  and  that  wbk 
should  be  man. 
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ram  that  one  light  no  man  can  look 

upon, 
rew  to  thU  shore  lit  by  the  suns  and 

moons 
Bd  all  the  shadows.    O  dear  Spirit, 

half-lost 
I  till  DC  own  shadow  and  this  fleshly 

sign 
hat  thou  art  thou  —  who  wailest  bc< 

ing  bom 
nd  iMinish'd  into  mystery,  and  the 

pain 
f  this  diTisiblc-indivisible  world 
i&onir  the  numerable-innumerable 
iti.  Htm.  and  sun,  thro'  flniteinfinite 

spare 
I    flniti>inflnitc   Time — our  mortal 

veil 
tkd  shattered  phantom  of  that  infinite 

One, 
"ho  made  thee  unconceivably  Thy- 

»*lf 
It  of  His  whole  World-self  and  all 

in  all  — 
ve  th'Hi !  and  of  the  grain  and  husk, 

tJif  irnip*' 
nd  ivv-Urrv,  choose;  and  still  dr- 

I  art 
nrii   tltiitli   to  df'ath   tliro*  life  and 

lift*,  and  find 
•Mr«-r   and   ever   nearer   Him.    who 

wrouirht 
'»T  in:itt*T.  nor  the  finite  infinite. 
'.:   this  iniiin  niiruele,  timt  thou  art 

ih'iii. 
'ith  jiower  on  thine  own  act  and  on 

I  hi.'  wiirhl. 

THE    IIT'MAN    CUV 


Ki.iowKi)  b<'  Thv  name  — Hallrhi 
i:ili  :  — 

Ici:i!iitc  Id<'alitv! 

liiitn*-a<iunible  H«*alit y  I 

lufinitf  personality  I ' 
UlbjWMl  be  Thy  iianu-  —  Hallt  luiuh! 

II 

^p  ft't]  we  are  nothinL'— f«»r  ;ill    i'^ 

Thou  and  in  Thi-i- ; 
V»'  f.-el  wear«»  jwmiethiiii:  — //i.//  i,U,, 

has  come  from  'I'h»  i- ; 
^eknow  we  are  iiothinir  —  l»nt  Tli«»ii 

milt  help  uh  to  U*. 
SftUowed  be  Thy  uame--Hal1<'liiiah: 
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PREFATORY  SONNET 
TO   *TIIK   NINETEENTH   lENTIJUV* 

Those  that  of  late  had  fleet eil  far  and 

fast 
To  touch  all  shores,  now  leavinj:^  tn 

the  skill 
Of  others  their  old  craft  seaworthv 

still, 
Have  charter'd  this;  where,  mindful 

of  the  past. 
Our  true  co-mates  n'l^ather  round  the 

mast; 
Of  diverse  tonpjue,   but  with  a  rom- 

inon  will 
Here,  in  this  roaring  m(X>n  of  datTtNlil 
And  cnjcus,  to  put  forth  and  brave 

the  blast. 
For  some,  descending  from  th«*  s:i<Ted 

peak 
Of    hoar    high-templed    Faith,    have 

leagued  again 
Their  lot  with  ours  to  rove  thr  world 

alM)ut ; 
And  si>in('  an*  wild<T  romrades.  swurn 

to  seirk 
If  any  gohien  harl»or  be  for  nun 
In  seas  of  Death  and  suiiIi-hm  Lnilfs  of 

Doubt. 


TO  Tin:   KKV.  W.  II.    IlKnnKI  IKI.I) 

HitooKH,   for  they  e:iird   xmi  so  that 

knrw  y«ni  brnt. 
Old    Hriiuks.    \\  ho   luviil    mi    wrll    t4) 

innuth  m\  rh>  iiie^. 
How    oft    wr    tw.t    h:i\r    In  .ml    S:iiiit 

.Mar\  's  rhiiin'^! 
ll«>w  <»tt    lln-  Cmiiali  «^n|ip.  r.  lin»t  urnl 

WiUlJii  rr|i»»    lii]|i]<  -.>  ];ii|_'lil«  r  t«t  vmir 

J.M ' 

Ilnw  <»ti  with  hi  III  \\f  p  11 1  •!  lliit  u  ,ilU 

nf  liii:'  —  . 
Him.    th«'    !'-t    li:'l.:    ..:    rh.,,.    ij.iwi, 

•j> '!■!•  u  tii?i«  - 
\\  h«i  ]it\  1 1|   \  II  1  wrll '     N"W  ]>  >:\i  :iri 

■J.  .;;i      f  ■  .    j-i   ^t 

^'lMl     III  in     1-1     )iiiiii<>iiii:o  III*  ::iri(-Ii>ily 

ni:trk. 
Dt  ;iil  III"  SI iMii-  iiiw  :ii.l  :i:;(ir>\  —  i'.  it  «.ii7 
Our    Ixiriilli-r.    tniHtur    .laiiin-i,    p:ist 

aw  av  '. 


BALLADS    AND   OTHER    POEMS 


t   lauil   this   life,  il   looks  so 

XnSt  twap  —  drtoin  of  a  sbaiHow,  go  — 
Uod  Itle^  jmf    I  sliall  join  j'oii  in  a 

MOSTKNEORO 
!  to  whem  their  sovrnn  englc 

ykcpt  thrif  fdlh,  iheir  trctdoin. 
on  tlio  height. 
Chikslr.  fnigiil.  saVBge.  ann'd  by  tliy 

and  Digjit 
Against  Uie  Turk ;  whose  fnroad  no- 

whrrc  scales 
Tbcir  heRdlrnij;  pnsaRs,  liut  Us  font- 

siep  fails. 
And  red  with  Wood  the  Cresrcnt  rrols 
'  •  from  flglit 

-*"-)  their  (lumittess  hwoiitwU.  lu 
e  flight 


By  thouaatulsdovti  the  crags  kad 

the  vales. 
O    ainallcst   anioiif-    peoples  1  i 

nxJE-Uinuic 
or  Frcnlom  I  warriore  Usting 

the  swum 
or  Turkish   lalom  for  fire  ho 

Oreut  T*<--niogora  t  never  sEnw 

Blnck  ridgv^drvw  thr  cloud  and 

thp  storm 
Has  fannthed  tt  race  of  mlghtief  i 

tauieen. 

TO  TICTOB  HDGO 

VicTOK  ill  Pnitna,  VictotlnRoB 

Clmt(i-w<-jivcr    of    -■- ' 

and  foars, 


BATTLE  OF  BRUNANBURH 
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Bard     whose    Camc-lit 

glance 

9    wreaths  of  all  tlmt 

dvance, 

tiait,  their  claim  to  be 

•■; 

y  thy  winter  weight  of 

oken,  stormy  voice  of 

love  our  England  —  so 

r  • 
t 

-England,  France,  all 
be 
people  ere  man's  race 

z  that  diviner  day, 

11  thanks  for  tliv  full 

ngland  in  tlie  boy  my 


LATIONS.  ETC. 
3F   Hia-NANHriill 


TAN  Kinff. 
lon^  Karis, 

h«*sto\vrr  and 
r  ISanjiiM. 

his  1>r«>tlHT. 
1  Atlidin;;. 

u  lifi'loii;; 
I  batllf, 

til  thf  swnnl  nip* 
V  HruMaiitiurli, 
if  shicM  wall. 

Ill"  lilHi«'n^\ni«i.- 

thf  battle  ^hiil'l. 
Iwith  liaiMMM-i 'd  brands. 


II 

VaS  a  LTfUtlirs*. 

a  tbtir  u'raini-^in  -    - 
bar  VI)  ofti'ii  in 
itb  tb«ir  fin  iiii<  » 
lifir    boanls    an'l    tlirir 
IV  ;tnd  rbi-ir  hcin<-^. 

•  »r  ^■-^  a\aili  •!  ti.\  -•  li  "f 
r:iii>I:irii-ri  «>f  iln-  |..>>  ;n  ::i 
wry    l.'i  \  ii  w  •    i  N-*.  .:■.'•■  i, 

IllfllWlKlil. 


Ill 

Bow*d  the  spdler, 

Bent  the  Scotsman, 

Fell  the  ship-crews 

Doom'd  to  the  death. 
All  the  field  with  blood  of  the  flgliters 

Flow'd,    from    when  first  the 
great 

Sun-star  of  morning-tide, 

I  Jimp  of  the  lionl  God 

Ijord  everlasting, 
Glode  over  earth  till  tlie  glorious  crea- 
ture 

Sank  to  his  setting. 

IV 

There  lay  manv  a  man 
Marr'd  bv  the  Javelin, 
Men  of  the  Northland 
Shot  over  shield. 
There  was  tlie  Scotsman 
Weary  of  war. 


Wo  the  Wfst-Sax«ms, 
Lnn;;  as  tbf  daylight 
Lasti'd,  in  i-oniimnif.s 
Tiniiblftl  tbi*  track  of  the  host  that  wo 

Iiatttl ; 
( Trimly  with  swonls  that  wrrr  .sbarp 

frum  tb(*  irrindstonf. 
Ficrrflv  wc;  back'd  at  t  hell  vers  Ix'ftin* 
us. 

VI 

Mitrlitv  tlif  Mfnian, 
Hani  was  his  hand-play, 
Spariuir  nut  any  <>f 
ThiiM'  that  with  .Vnlaf, 
Warriors  fiVfp  thf 
Wiltirini:  waters 
I^>rni-  in  tin*  hark'.s  bi»M)in, 
Drew  tn  ihi-i  ivlund 
MiMiiii'ii  to  the  di-ath. 

\  It 

Ki\i-  V'tuni;  Uini:'.  put   a^li-rp  by  thf 

<u»»rilvtrt»ki'. 
S»  \  I  n    •^ipMiL'   'aiN   "f   tin-    arinv    of 

Aniat 
!•'.  !!  i.n  th«-  WAV  ti'  )«l.  nuiiibiTlf s-*  nnin 

Ihts. 
.'shipini  II  and  Smtsnu'ii. 
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TbcD  Ihe  Norae  leader  — 
Dire  naa  his  iieeil  of  it, 
Few  were  his  tollowing^ 
Fted  to  h\»  wut-Mp  ; 

Fleeted  hifi  tmmI  to  wa  nllli  the  king 
to  It. 

Saving  Ills  life  mi  the  fsllow  flosd. 


I 


Also  tbe  cr»(iy  one. 

Constantinus. 

Crept  to  itia  Nortli  ngain, 

Uuu-iioodcd  liero ! 


Blender  wttmiut  liwl 

I/f  to  br  pmixl  of 

The  welcome  o(  warluiivea — 

lie  tluu  wiian-rt  >if  hU 

Folk  oud  his  friends  Ihut  hnd 

Fallen  In  erxiHki. 

Li^uving  his  wm  ii-o 

Lost  Id  i\ui  cuTLiuge, 

Handled  to  luuiwls. 

A  youngster  in  wbt  ! 


Sliapiui;   Ibeir    way   townnl   1 
i^huiued  in  Uh^  bouIa 


Also  tbp  brethren, 
Kiuc  luid  ALIu-Udf, 
FaiJi  in  hi*  gioty. 
Went  lo  his  own  ta  bis  « 

Olod  of  tho  war. 


^CnnT  n  rarcuo  tbvy  left  U>  b«  a 
Man}'  a  llild  one.  manr  «  ailhi*' 

Left  tor  tliE^  wbi(«-bdlM  csgk  I 

It.  nn<[ 
I^tt  for  ilio  horay-nlbb'd  ni 

n-od  it,  itnu 
Gavc  to  the  giu-lMgfaic  wartu 

goecc  H.  and 
That  gTBv   tt«ist,  tie    wolf    i 


Slender  reiison  had 

lit  to  be  glad  of 

The  clash  of  the  wargluiTe  — 

Trailar  and  tric-ki^ter 

And  spuraer  of  treaties  — 

He  nor  bad  Aulat 

With  nrmiM  so  broken 

A  reason  for  bragging 

Tliat  they  bad  the  better 

In  perils  of  buttle 

On  plaees  of  sl&ughlcr — 

The  Ntruggle  of  gtandudE, 

The  riish  of  the  Javelins. 

Thf  crash  of  the  charges.' 

The  wieMing  ot  weajions — 

Ttie  plav  tliat  tbey  play'il  with 

The  children  of  Edwaid, 


Never  had  huger 
Slaughter  of  herooa 
81aiu  by  the  Bwonl-edgr  - 
Stieh  Its  old  nrlCm 
Have  writ  of  in  histories 
Hapt  in  this  isle,  since 
ITp  from  Ihe  East  hither 
Saxon  and  Angle  from 
Over  the  broad  billow 
Broke  into  Britain  with 
Haughty  war-workers  wl 
Hamtd  the  Welshman,  v 
Earls  that  wore  lured  by 
Hunger  of  glnry  gat 
Hold  of  the  land. 

ACUIL1.es  over  the  TBE! 


Then  with  their  naii'd  prows 
Parl«d  Iho  Norsemen,  a 
Blood -reddcn'd  relic  of 
Javelinij  over 
The  jarriag  breaker.  Ilie  deep-sea  bii- 

<  Lit,  '  ibr  jcalhtring  of  nin.' 


So  saying.  ligfat-foot  Iris  piiss'd 
Then  roH'  Audlles  dear  to  Zeiis 

The  warrior's  puEssant  shonldei 


Tbeg 


J  ttgiii 


lesswretiib'dai 


ACHIIXES  OVER  THE  TRENCH 


And    frc™   it   tiKblwl    .111   nil  -hiniii; 
At  fh-ii  u  .muki-  trtrtii  u  clly  goes  t< 


im  Ulntid  gin  by 
>Dteu<l  In  f(rlev<iiis 
fnai  llw(r  mro  dt;.  but  with  art  o( 
Tbffr  Are*  Umbo  tliicktj.  iumI  tlotl  Hit 
FUm  Mmailoit,  If  p«Tr)iiinv<?  tliir 
lUj  (re,  ud  tall  la  Imlp  ilM-tii  In  tlu- 
Cb  (ram  Ur  IwhI  Itu  ipltrudur  Wi-iil  lu 


[■■fi.rii  «all  1..  ilvkf  bi'  Btept,  he  «( 

nnr  Jolii'i) 
The  A''liK.-nim  —  hnnorins  hit  vitm ' 

tlu-l'll  Wrml  — 

Ttu-rc  Haniliue,  alunitcil.  wad   A 

tar  iiw«y 
C«ll'i) ;  uiil  »  bouDilliM  |wDle  rit 

Uic  fot. 
F'lr  likc^  tlK  drur  viilL-e  wlm  «  in 

p<<l  KhrillK. 
Qb'Wii  by  tbp  Itercc  beleo^Uimmi 

Si.  nuiR  the  rWr  volir  nt  XMit 
Ami  wLi-Ji  tltu  licaxf^it  rry  of  tfiBkl 
Wo*   brurtl   inuolif;   Liu)  Trnjaam, 

tlirir  biskrtt 
V/ttn  iniiiblul,  «i(l    tito  fuO'M 

iuinwa  wlilrf  il 


:j 


Tbe     cliariola     Ixirkwftiil,     kiioHint' 

griefs  at  baud  ; 
Aod  ^ecr-aitDumliil  were  ihv  chair- 

To  see  the  dreoil,  uawttarfable  lire 
That  alvcays  o'vj'  Uiv  grrut  E'l-tcbn'i 

Buni'd.  fur  tli«   bH^lit'eyGiI  ^oitiliuM 

nitidc  it  bum. 
Tliri(?c   from    the  d;ke    hn  KOt   bis 

niiglity  shout, 
ThritN;  backward  reeld  Ihu  Trojnns 

Hod  allies : 
JLnd  there  and  then  Iwelre  of  ibdr 

uoblest  died 
AmoQg  thdr  spews  and  chtiriols. 


Silt  JOHN  FRAMKUS 

TIIK  CK^OTAi-H  IK    WKTNa^ 


Not  Iieiv!  thei  wliltv  Kurtb  ha*  t^ 
iHinca ;  nnd  tJuti;!, 

Art  luiffiiug  un  Uune  IniipuT  fnjifl 


Ton  ard  no  ewiUj  P«i)l'. 


0  TOP  tlidt  were  eyes  and  ligbt  to  Ibo 
King  till  he  pusl  nway 
Prom  the  diirknefls  uf  life  — 

Ele  saw  nut  lila  daue-tiler —  be  blest 
her :  the  Hind 

He  blesses  the  wife. 


Kiag  s 


KiNu.  tJut  iBrt  nri^'il  nix  tmOitt 

In  puwKT,  aul    uw  jfroirtsl,  (tta 

Pair  Fliirenw-  honoring  Uit  nati'ritT, 
Tliy  Florence  now  the  croWu  of  IWy 
Uatb  smiglit  the  tribute  of  a  ven 

from  me. 
I,  wutring  but  the  garland  of  a  dsT. 
Cast  at  thy  feet  one  Hower  tlul  fade 

away. 
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WbatoTBT  mOTed  in  Uut  full  atieet 

Letdown  lo  Peter  at  lais  pnpen ; 
Vho  Utb  en  milk  and  meal  ud  0Mi ; 

And  once  tat  tea  long  weul  Med 
Your  table  of  Prthagam^ 

And  Kiem'd  at  flnl '  ■  tUnsoiAiad,' 
As  Bhakespnre  liaalt,  alry^fght 

To  float  abore  the  w^b  of  men. 
Then    fell   from    that   half-^rlttul 
height 

Chjll'd,  till  I  tarted  fleah  again 
One  nl^t  when  earth   wu  wtoter- 
black. 

And  all  the  hcHTeiia  flaah'd  Id  froat ; 
And  on  me,  half-asleep,  came  imtsk 

That  wholeaome  heat  the  blood  had 
loat. 
And  aet  me  cUntUng  k^  cnea 

And   gladDni,    ora    whUi    there 
nU'd 
To  meet  me  loog-ann'd  vtoca  with 

Of  ^hcol  hugenesa ;  for  the  cfM 
Without,   and    wannth  withia    me, 
wrought 
To  mould  the  dmun ;  but  nooe  can 

That    Lenten     fare    makes    Leoten 
tliought 
Who    reads    your    golden    Eastern 


Your  Omar  :  and  your  Dinar  drew 

Full-handed  plaudits  from  our  best 
In  modem  letters,  and  from  two. 

Old  frieods  outvaluiQ);  all  the  rest. 
Two  voices  heard  on  wkrth  no  more  ; 

But  we  old  friends  tire  still  alive, 
And  I  nm  neariog  sereuty-four, 

Wbilc  rou  have  toucb'd  at  sevcntj- 
flv'e. 
And  so  I  flcnd  a  birtbday  line 

Of  greeting;  and  mv  aon,  who  dipt 
Id  Bome  forgotten  book  of  mine 

Wilh  sallow  scraps  of  manuacripl, 
And  dating  many  u  year  ago. 

HasLitouthia'wliith  you  will  take, 
Hj  Fitz,  and  wi'leonie.  as  1  know. 

ijeisA  for  its  own  than  for  the  sake 
Of  one  recnlllui!  granuus  liuies. 

When,  In  our  younger  London  days. 
You  found  some  merit  in  my  rhymes, 

And  I  more  pleasure  in  jour  praise. 


I  wiBB  I  were  as  In  Uw  dm  aTdl 
While  yet  tbo  bleaaed  dajdMt  tl 

ftaeU 
Ruddy  Qmf  botii  the  loob  ef  4| 

■ndwcka 
TheMeye^  now  doll,  bat  Omai 


My  aoB.  the  God^  deafdta  ol 

An  idoiw  to  bnhra  I 

Mngs. 
The  gvMU  God  AtM  bona  Ism 

atffl 
Ag^nst  the  guilUess  beir«  of  him  iH 

Tyre, 
Our  Cadmus,  out  of  whom  thou  * 

who  found 
Beside  the  springs  of  Blrrt,  smote,  i 

flUird 
Thro'  all  Its  folds  the  raaltitwDoi 

The  dragon,  which  o'ir  trembling 

there  call'd 
The  God's  own  son. 

A  tale,  that  told  to  i 
When  but  thine  age,  by  age  ai  < 

ter-white 
As  mine  is  now,  amazed,  but  made 

For  larger  glimpses  of  that  more  II 

Which  rolls  the  heavens,  and  lifts  i 

lays  the  deep. 
Yet  loves  and  hates  with  mortal  hi 

and  loves, 
And  moves  unseen  among  the  w 

Then,  in  my  wanderings  all 

lands  that  lie 
Subjected  to  the  Beliconisn  ridge 
Have  heard   this  footstep  fall,  ati 

my  wont 
Was  more  to  scale  the  highest  of 

heights 
With  some  Btnnge  hope  to  see 

nearer  OooT 
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pvak  —  tbo  rister  of  tbo 

from  out  the  dark,  and 

tbcru  ,c 

tlio  valleys  vrltb  bcr 

ut  long  ago,  flvc-fold  thy 

y :  the  wioda  were  dead 

cnig  made    the  huud 
tnd  sick 
-  not  one  bush  van  near 


3crut  olivc-glade  I  saw 
cliuibiag  from  the  bath 

one  glittering  foot  dia- 

I ;  one  snowy  knee  was 
argin  flowers ;  a  dread- 
gnldcn  htiir,  her  golden 


n  tlie 


virgin  brcuHt,  and  vir- 
on  mine,  till  mine  grew 
I  heard  a  voice  tliat 
'  blind,  for  thou  haat 
riitli  that  [10  nuin  mHy 
lidden  world  of  SMglit 
rkiieN,  I  behold  her 
k  of  tho*e  who  carve 
ns  of  Oodlike  woninn- 
',  out  of  whom,  at  a 
:,  perforce,  upun  nic 
irophcsying^but  lo 
irhnin'd  ami  ['i)ii|i]i-rl 
1  their  unbelief  wlui 


And  heanl  not,  when  I  q>ake  of  fa- 
mine, plague, 

Shrine- Bhattoring  earthquake,  Arc, 
flood,  thunderbolt.  ts 

And  angera  of  tlie  Gods  for  evil  done 

And  expiation  lack'd^no  power  on 
Pate 

Theirs,  or  mine  own  I  for  when  the 
crowd  would  roar 

For  blood,  for  war,  whoHo  issue  was 
their  doom. 

To  cast  wise  words  among  the  muld- 

Was  flinging  fruit  to  lions;  nor.  In 
Of  civil  outbreak,  when  I  knew  Uio 

Would  each  waste  each,  and  bring  on 

both  the  yoke 
Of  stronger  states,  was  mine  the  voice 

to  curb 
The  madness  of  our  cities  and  their 

kings.  TO 

Who  ever  turu'd  upon  his  heel  to 

My  warning  that  ttie  tyranny  of  one 
Wiis  prelude  to  the  tyraiiuy  of  all  t 
JVIy  ciiunscl  that  the  tyranny  of  all 
r>>it  ba(;kward  to  the  tyranny  of  one  1 
This  power  hutli  work'd  no  good  to 
aught  lliat  lives. 
And  these  blind  hands  were  useless  in 

U,  therefore,  tliat  tlie  unfulfill'd  de- 

The  grief  for  ever  bom  from  griefs  to 
be. 

The  iHiunillexs  yearning  of  the  pro- 
phet's heart —  Bo 

Could  t/iat  stand   forth,   and   like  a 


ks  he  r 


In  V 


nl 


weakness  or    necessity  luivc 
-         -   1,  immcrging,  each. 


Virtue  must  shape  it!«lf  in  deed,  and 

thow: 
Whom 

Within  them 

In  bis  own  well,  draws  solace  na  I 

Mi'Tioiceus,  thou  hiist eyes,  andlci: 
hear 
Too  plainly  what  full  Lidesof  onset  Si 


^o 
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Out  seven  high  gstca,  and  what  a 
weight  of  war  90 

iUdea  OD  Uioae  liogiag  axlea  t  Jingle 
of  bits, 

fibouta,  arrows,  tramp  of  the  horn- 
footed  lume 

ItotgilndtheglfibetopowdeTlStaoy 


low, 
6ho<A    ftfter    flioc^,   Ihc    song-built 

towers  and  gates 
Reel,    bruised   uid   bnttcd   with    the 

shuddering 
'Ww-thuader  of  Iron  tarns ;  and  from 

TTie  dt?  comes  a  murmur  Told  of  joy, 
Leal  ebB  be  taken  captiro — maideos, 

And  mothers  with  thdr  babblen  of 

Uie  dawn, 
And  oldest  age  in  shadow  from   the 

night, 
FUIingaboat  their efariiies  before  their 

Oods, 
And  wailing,  '  Bave  us.' 

And  they  wail  to  thee  1 
These  eyeless  eyes,  that  cannot   see 

Bee  this,  that  only  in  thy  virtue  lies 
The  saving  of  our  Thebes ;  for,  yea- 


Ton 


Wilb  stormy  light  as  on  a  mast  at 

Stood  out  before  n  darkness,  crying, 

■  Thebes, 
Thy  Thebes  shall  fall  and  perish,  for  I 

The  seed  of  Cadmus  —  yet  if  one  of 

Bt  bis  own  band  —  if  one  of  these  — ' 

My  m. 

No  sound  Is  breathed  so  potent  to  co- 

And  to  conciliate,  as  their  names  who 

dare 
For  that  sweet  mother  land  which 

gave  them  birth 
Nobly  to  do,   nobly    to  die.    Their 


memofial   coltmuu.  arc 


Heaid  in  the  future ;  few,  faot  ik 

than  wall 
And  rampart,  Ibelr  examplei  reM^ 

Far  thro'  all  yean,  and  everywbi 


And  kindle  generous  purpoio,  and  0 

strength 
To  mould  it  bio  action  pure  as  Uieir 
Fairer  thy  fate  thsji  mtoc.  If  life' 

best  end 
Be   to  end  well  I  and   thou  reftuill 

this, 
Uovenerable  will  thy  memory  bt 
While  mcD  sbnll  move  the  tipe;  Mi 

thou  dare — 
Thou,  one  of  these,  the  race  of  Qi 

inuB — then  ■) 

No  stone  is  fitted  in  yon  marble  giitk 
Wtkose  echo  shall  not  tongue  thy  gk 

Nor  in  this  pavement  but  shall  riu, 

thy  name 
To  every  hoof  that  clangs  it,  and  lb 

springs 
Of  Din^  ta'ring  yonder  battle-plain. 
Heard  from  the  roofo  by  mght,  wi 

murmur  thee 
To  thine  own  Thebes,  while  Thebi 

thro'  thee  shall  stand 
Finn-based  with  all  ber  Ooda. 

Tbe  I>ngOD's  cai 
Half  bid,  tbey  tell  me,  dow  m  flowin 

Wboe  OBce  he  dwelt  and  whence  I 

rdl'd  himself  l 

At  dead  of  night— thou  knowest,  an 

that  smooth  rock 
Before  it.  altar- faabion'd,  where  i 

late 
The   woman-breBsted    Sphinx,    wit 

wings  drawn  bade. 
Folded  her  lion  paws,  and  look*!)  I 

Thebes. 
There  blanch  the  bones  of  whom  ft 

slew,  and  these 
Milt  with  her  own,  because  the  flen 

beast  found 
A  wiser  than  beiseU,  and  dash'd  he 

self 
Dead  in  her  rage;  but  thou  ait  vii 
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^ar,  and  tho'  I  speak  the 

ISO 

ak  it,  let  thine  own  hand 

il   pulses  into  rest  and 

*8  anger,  fearing  not  to 

'  life  in  darkness,  rather 

t  the  sun,  the  moon,  the 

light  upon  the  ways  of 

iced. 

ither,  my  son,  and  there 

ist  never  known  the  em- 

f  love. 

len  life. 

This  useless  hand  I 
urn  tear  fall  upon  it. 

•  i6o 

e  his  greatness. 

But  for  me, 
I  were  gather'd  to  my 

with  the  famous  kings 

t  their  ocean-islets  flash 
the    Gods — the   wise 
ord, 
by  the  populace  under- 

l    with   worship — and 

»  will  And 

^,  and  watch  the  char- 

J  again,   and  hunters 

ion,  and  the  warrior- 

170 
prowess  more  than  hu- 
ve 

,  while  the  golden  lyre 
5  in  heroic  ears 
and   every  way  the 

with  the  grateful  in- 

le 

X  all  odor  to  tho  Gods 

ht  in  one  far-shiuing 


one  far-shining  fire ! ' 
incied  that  my  friend 


180 


For  this  brief  idyll  would  require 

A  less  diffuse  and  opulent  end. 
And  would  defend  his  judgment  well. 

If  I  should  deem  it  over  nice — 
The  tolling  of  his  funeral  bell 

Broke  on  my  Pagan  Paradise, 
And  mixt  the  dream  of  classic  times, 

And  all  the  phantoms  of  the  dream, 
With  present    grief,   and  made   the 
rhymes, 

That  miss'd  his  living  welcome,  seem 
Like  would-be  guests  an  hour  too  late, 

Who   down  the  highway  moving 
on 
With  easy  laughter  find  the  gate     193 

Is  bolted,  and  the  master  gone. 
Gone  into  darkness,  that  full  light 

Of  friendship !  past,  in  sleep,  away 
By  night,  into  the  deeper  night  1 

The  deeper  night  ?    A  clearer  day 
Than   our   poor   twilight   dawn   on 
earth  — 

If  night,  what  barren  toil  to  be  I 
What  fife,  so  maim'd  by  night,  were 
worth  200 

Our  living  out  ?    Not  mine  to  me 
Remembering  all  the  golden  hours 

Now  silent,  and  so  many  drad, 
And  him  the  last ;  and  laying  flow  ere, 

This  wreath,  above  his  honor'd  head, 
And  praying  that,  when  I  from  hence 

Hhall  fade  with  him  into  the  un- 
known, 
My  close  of  earth's  experience 

May  prove  as  peaceful  as  his  own. 
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Hide  mo,  mother!  my  fathers  be 
long'd  to  the  church  of  old, 

I  am  driven  by  storm  and  sin  and 
death  to  tho  jinciont  fold, 

I  cling  to  the  Catholic  Cross  once 
more,  to  tho  Fnith  that  sjivos. 

My  brain  is  full  of  the  crash  of  wrecks, 
and  the  roar  of  waves, 

My  life  itself  is  a  wreck,  I  have  sul- 
lied a  noble  name, 

I  am  flung  from  th(^  rushing  tide  of 
the  world  as  a  waif  of  slianie, 

I  am  roused  by  the  wail  of  a  child, 
and  awake  to  a  livid  light. 

And  a  ghastlier  face  than  over  has 
haunted  a  grave  by  night. 
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I  would  btde  from  the  Htorm  niibout, 
I  would  flee  from  tbe  rtorm 
witUn. 

I  woald  make  m;  life  ona  pnjer  for 
k  ■Old  that  died  in  bia  sin,       w 

I  was  Um  tempter,  mother,  and  mlno 


boe,  IwUltoUyouaU. 


t  never  have  wrong*d  his  heart,  I 

have  tmlr  wounded  his  pride— 
fkMla  b  hta  blood  and  Ou  Jew— daric- 

'riactd.  iMdj  ud  laU— 
A  pAaaatrlmUag  bub  never  atmt 

Oniraprtne^BliBlL 
Aid  wIul  whb  bto  anger  wa*  Un- 

dlsd,  voold  ventui*  to  give 

hfaBthanaf  T 
And  a  man  men  fear  is  a  man  to  be 


blossom  can  dote  on  the  blight, 
Or  the  joung  green  leaf  rejoice  in  the 

frost  that  sears  it  at  night :      » 
Hewouldopcnthcbooks  that  I  prized, 

aodtossthemanay  irithayawn, 
Repell'd  by  the  mngnet  of  Art  to  the 

which  mr  nature  was  drawn, 
The  word  of  tbe  Poet  by  whom  the 

deeps  of  the  world  are  atjrr'd. 
The  music  that  robes  it  in  language 

beneath  and  beyond  tbe  word! 
,  My  Shelley  would  fall  from  my  hands 

when  he  cast  a  contemptuous 

From  where  he  was  poring  over  h'j 

Tables  of  Trade  and  Finance ; 
My  hands,  when  I  beard  him  coming. 

would  drop  from  the  chords  or 

the  keys, 
But  ever  I  fail'd  to  please  him,  how- 
All  day  long  far-off  in  the  cloud  of  the 

city,  and  there  19 

Lost,  head  and  heart,  in  the  chances 

of  dividend,  conaol,  and  ahnre  — 
And  at  home  if  1  sought  for  a  kindly 

caress,  being-  woman  and  wealf. 
Bia  formal  kiss  fell  chill  as  a  llakc  of 

snow  on  tbe  cheek. 
A.ml  so,  when  1  bore  bim  a  girl,  w] 

I  held  it  aloft  in  m;  jo;. 


glanced  al  in  noift' 
The  child  that  I  fell  I  roukl  dtc  tat- 

na  if  she  were  b&sclj  bora? 
I  had  lived  a  wild-Bower  life  1  n 

planted  now  in  a  tomb ; 
The  daisy  will  sliut  to  %lu-  shadow. 

closed  my  heart  to  the  aliMin; 
I  threw  myaelf  all  abroad— I  wont 

play  my  part  with  ilm  jwmr 
By  the  low  foot-lights  of  thir  world- 

and  I  caught  tbe  WR«tlt  Hi 

wsa  Sung.  i 


Sinn'd  thro'  an  animal  TilenBM.  feri 

but  a  dwarf  was  he, 
Aud  all  Init  a  hunchback  too;  aad 

look'd  at  bim,  first,  askance, 
Withplty— not  he  the  knight  fori 

amorous  girl's  romance! 
Tho' wealthy  enough  to  have  bask 

in  tbe   light   of    a   dowotc 

smDe, 
Having  lands  at  home  and  abroad  in 

rich  Weat-Indian  iale ; 
But  I  came  on  him  once  at  a  baD,  t 

heart  of  a  listeidog  crowd— 
Why,  what  a  brow  was  there  1  he« 

seated — apeakiiiK  'aloud 
To  women,  tbe  Bower  irf  the  time,  a 

men  at  the  behn  of  state— 
Flowing   with    tarn   greatneas    a 

touching  on  all  things  ^reat. 
Sdence,  phUoat^y,  song —  till  1 1 

myaelf  ready  to  weep 
For  I  knew  not  what,  when  I  hei 

that  voice, — aa  mellow  and  d( 
As  a  pnlm  bv  a  mighty  maater  ■ 

peal'd  from  an  organ,  — roll 
Rising  and  falling  —  for,  mother,  1 

voice  was  the  vwce  of  the  soi 
And  the  sun  of  the  soul  made  day 

the  dark  of  his  wonderful  ey( 
Here  was  tbe  band  that  would  b> 

me.  would  heal  me —  the  hn 

that  was  wise  1 
And  )ie,  poor  man,  when  he  learnt  U 

I  hated  the  ring  I  wore. 
He  helpt  me  with  death,  and  he  hea 

me  with  aorrow  for  evenoote 
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IV 

I  broke  the  bond.  That  day  my 
nurae  had  brought  me  the  child. 

i  small  sweet  face  was  fluah'd,  'but 
it  coo'd  to  the  mother  and 
smiled.  60 

lything  ailing/  I  ask'd  her,  '  with 
baby  ?'  She  shook  her  head, 

1  the  motherless  mother  kiss'd  it, 
and  tum'd  in  her  haste  and  fled. 


r  warm  winds  had  gently  breathed 

us  away  from  the  land  — 
I  long  sweet  summer  days  upon 

deck,  sitting  hand  in  hand  — 
4*n  he  clothed  a  naked  mind  with 

the  wisdom  and  wealth  of  his 

own, 
1  I  bow'd  mjTself  down  as  a  slave 

to  his  intellectual  throne, 
ten   he  coin*d    into   English  gold 

some  tn^asuro  of  chiRsical  wmt^, 
ten  be  flouted  a  stntrnman's  error, 

or  flunicd  at  a  public  wrong. 
ii*n  he  rose  as  it  wi.*re  on  the  win^s 

of  an   eagle   beyond   me,  and 

past 
.T  the  range  and  tho  change  of  the 

world    from    the    first    to    the 

l&^t.  70 

ten  he  s|>oke  of  his  tropical  home  in 

the  canes  by  the  purple  tide. 
1  tlip  high  star-crowns  of  his  palms 

on  the  deep-woodcnl  mountiiin- 

siile, 
1  cliffs  all    rob<'<l   in  lianas  that 

dropt  to  the  brink  of  his  luiy, 
i  tri-es  like  tlie  towers  of  a  minster, 

the  sons  of  a  winttTk'ss  day. 
Lrailise  there!'  so  he   said,   but    I 

weniM  in  Panulise  then 
ih  the  first  great  lovo  I  ha<l  fflt  for 

the  first  and  great«'si  of  men  ; 
I  long  days  of  summer  and  sin  —  if 

it  must  1k»  ST)  — 
t  days  of  a  lari^cr  lijirht  than  I  ever 

again  sliall  know  — 
rs  that  will  glimmer,  I  fear,  thro' 

life  to  my  latest  bnatli : 
0  frost  then*,'  so  hf  said,  'as  in  tru- 
est love  no  death.' 


'4  1 


VI 


)tber,   one  morninir  a  bird  with  a 
warble  plaintively  swet-t 


Perch*d  on  the  shrouds,  and  then  fell 

fluttering  down  at  my  feet ; 
I  took    it.  he    made    it    a    cage,  we 

fondled  it,  Stephen  and  I, 
But  it  died,  and  I  thought  of  the  child 

for  a  moment,  1  scarce  know 

why. 

VII 

But  if  sin  be  sin,  not  inherited  fate,  aa 

many  will  say. 
My  sin  to  my  d (isolate  little  one  foimd 

me  at  sea  on  a  day. 
When  her  orphan  wail  camo  borne  in 

tlie  shriek  of  a  growing  wind, 
And  a  voice  rang  out  In  the  thunders 

of  ocean  and    heaven,   *Thou 

hast  sinn'd.' 
And  down  in  the  cabin  were  we,  for 

the  towering  crest  of  the  tides 
Plungetl  on  the  v(;sh<*1  and  swept  in  a 

cataract  off  fn)m  li<*r  8id<*s,      90 
And  ever  the  gr(»nt  storm  gn?w  with  a 

howl  and  a  hoot  of  the  blitst 
In  the  rigging,  voices  of  hfll  —  then 

came  the  crash  of  the  mast. 
i  'The  wages  of  sin  is  death,'  and  there 

I  bepin  to  wiM'p, 
*  I  am  the  Jonah,  the  crew  should  cast 

me  into  the  deep. 
For,  ah,  (tod  1  what  a  heart  was  mine 

to  forsake  her  even  for  vou  !  * 

m 

'  Never  the  heart  anion ir  wom«'n.*  he 

said,  *  more  teniler  and  tnu».' 
'The  h<*Jirt  I    not   a    mother's    heart, 

when  I  left  my  darling  alone.* 
'Comfort   vourself.  for   thf   heart   of 

the  fatlier  will  <'are  for  his  own.' 
'  The   heart   of  the  father  will  spurn 

her,*  I  eried,  *  f<ir  the  sin  of  the 

wifi', 
The  eloud  f>f  the  m<>th»T's  sliann*  will 

enfold     her    and     darken     her 

life.'  ... 

Then  his  pjili- fa<i' twitth'd.     •(»  Ste 

plieil,   I    love   yiMi.  I    luve    V«»U, 

and  yet '  -- 
As  I    liaii'd   awav   fnun    lii'i   anns  — 

'  wniiUl  i]\A.  weli:ul  u»  v«r  rm-t  I* 
!  .Villi  ln'  sr>i»ke  m»t  —  <tnlv  tin*  si4»rm  : 

till  after  a  little,  I  viMiri'd 
y  nr  lii«»  Voire  ai:ain,  an<l  In-  rjilld  ti: 

iWf.  'Kis-imel*  and  tin  re  -  a?« 

1  tJirn'd   - 
'ThflHurt.  the  heart  •'  1   ki-*- M  hjni 

1  clung  lo  Uvv:  su\Wu\^\v^\\\\, 
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And  the  storm  went  roaring  abore  ua, 
and  be— was  out  of  the  storm. 

Yni 

And  then,  then,  mother,  the  ship  stag- 
gered under  a  thunderous  shock, 
That  shook  us  asunder,  as  if  she  had 

struck  and  crash'd  on  a  rock; 
For  a  huge  sea  smote  every  soul  from 

the  decks  of  the  Falcon  but  one ; 
All  of  them,  all  but  the  man  that  was 

lash'd  to  the  helm  had  gone ;  iio 
And  I  fell — and  the  storm  and  the 

days  went  by,  but  I  knew  no 

more — 
Lost  myself — lay  like  the  dead  by  the 

dead  on  the  cabin  floor. 
Dead  to  the  death  beside  me,  and  lost 

to  the  loss  that  was  mine. 
With  a  dim  dream,  now  and  then,  of  a 

hand  giving  bread  and  wine. 
Till  I  woke  from  the  trance,  and  the 
ship  stood  still,  and  the  skies 

were  blue, 
But  tlie  face  I  had  known,  O  mother, 

was  not  the  face  that  I  knew. 

IX 

The  strange  misfeaturing  mask  that  I 
sitw  so  amazed  me  that  I 

Stumbled  ou  deck,  half  mad.  I  would 
tiiug  myself  over  and  die  I 

But  one  —  lie  was  waving  a  flag — the 
one  man  left  on  the  wreck  — 

*  Woman,*  —  he  grasp t  at  my  arm,  — 

•  stay  there  I'  —  I  crouch'd  upon 
deck  —  1 20 

*  AVe  are  sinking,  and  yet  there's  hope: 

look  y()iul«T,'  he  cried,  '  a  sail ! ' 
In  a  tone  so  rough  that  I  broke  into 

passionate  tears,  and  the  wail 
Of  ji  iK'atcn  ])abe,  till  I  sjiw  that  a  boat 

was  nrariug  us  —  then 
All  on  a  sudden  I  thought,  I  shall  look 

on  the  child  again. 

X 

Thev  lower'd  me  down  the  side,  and 
there  in  the  boat  I  lay 

With  sad  eyes  li.vt  on  the  lost  sea- 
home,  as  v^v.  glide*!  away. 

And  I  sigliM  as  the  low  dark  hull  dipt 

under  the  smiliiiir  main. 
Had  I  st:iy"d  with  ht'hi,  I  had  now  — 
with    /ii'm  —  been    out    of   my 
pain.' 


ZI 

They  took  us  aboard.    Thecrew 

gentle,  the  captain  kind. 
But  /  was  the  lonely  daTeof  anc 

wandering  nund ; 
For  whenever  a  rouxlier  gott  i 

tumble  a  Bfeonmr  wsve, 
'O  Stephen,'  I  moan'd,  '  I  am  00 

to  thee  hi  thine  ooean-giav 
And  again,  when  ft  balmier  b 

curi'd  over  a  peaoef  oiler  si 
I  found  myself   moaning  acaii 

chUd,  I  am  ooming  to  tnee 


The  broad  white  brow  of  the  i 

that  bay  with  the  ooloi^dsi 
Bich  was  the  rose  of  snnaet  the 

we  drew  to  the  land ; 
All  so  quiet  the  ripple  would  h 

blanch  into  spny 
At  the  feet  of  the  dilF;  and  I  t 

—  •  My  child.' —for  I  stilf 

pray.  — 
'  3Iay  her  life  be  as  blissfully  cal 

never  gloom*d  by  the  cura 
Of  a  sin,  not  hers !  * 

Was  it  well  with  the  child  1 

I  wrote  to  the 

Who  had  borne  my  flower  on  hei 

ling  heart ;  and  an  answer 
Not  from  the  nurse — nor  yet  1 

wife  —  to  her  maiden  nan 
I  shook  as  I  open'd  the  letter  —  I 

that  hand  too  well  — 
And  from  it  a  scrap,  dipt  out  < 

*  deaths '  in  a  paper,  felL 
'Ten  long    sweet   summer  da^ 

fever,  and  want  of  care  1 
And  gone  —  that  day  of  the  sto 

()    mother,  ^e   came    t 

there ! 


DESPAIR 


Is  it  you,  that  preach'd  in  the  c 

'  there  looking  over  the  san 

Follow 'd  us  too  that  night,  Mid  d 

us,  and  drew  me  to  land  ? 

II 

What  (iid  I  feel  that  night  t    Yo 

curious.     How  should  I  U 

Does  it  matter  so  much  what  I 


Von  roKiwiil  mo—  yi^t  — wtu  it 

well 
jroacaitteuiKTfiih'il  for.  uiirnll'it. 

lMtw«an  me  Mid  tliu  (Imp  uii<l 

mjduum. 
«•  dkja  BtDcr.  Ihriur  mom  ilitrk  dnyn 

of  ihn  Oodli-m  gloom 
ft  Ute  without  nin.  without  heullU. 

wllfanut  bone,  without  any  <lc- 

r  ■'I'-urth  T  bill,  sh. 
'ht,  ihui  niglit 
.<•«  of  thi-  llR^l^ 
<  Uic  futnl  nvcic 
ji  into  nx'k— f.boy 
4V0I  miuiy  hnnilrDdii  train 


Anil  the  siini  nf  thu  llmHIpH*  u 

sparkled  a:id  8lioni>  Iti  tJia  al 

FlaahJtiK  with  fires  aa  of  God,  but  IK 
knewthnt  thdr  light  wua  llo  — 

Ilrlght  OS  with  dcatlilcM  hop»— but, 
howi'vot    they     eiurkli'd    on  J 

The  tlnrk  littln  worlds  runiiln);  round 
tlicm   wi-K  wurldH  of  woe  like 


No  wnl  in  Ihc  hnarcn  abov^t,  no 
on  ttiii  earUi  ht'low, 

A  lli'fy  scroll  wrttliii  over  wit* 
tntiun  Duil  woo 


BO  aosL 

1 


ini  were  numxl  In  thn  linv 
niiclitfold  of  yuiiT  fatalist  cri^Ml. 

n«  tum'd  to  the  nowiiiit  iIkwd, 
wc  luld  bripnl  for  n  ilnwn  In- 
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When  the  light  of  a  sun  that  was  com- 
ing would  scatter  the  ghosts  of 
the  past, 

And  the  cramping  creeds  that  had 
madden'd  tibe  peoples  would 
yanish  at  last. 

And  we  broke  away  from  the  Christ, 
our  human  brother  ajsd  friend, 

For  He  spoke,  or  it  seem'd  that  He 
spoke,  of  a  hell  without  help, 
without  end. 


Hoped  for  a  dawn,  and  it  came,  but 
the  promise  had  faded  awav ; 

We  had  past  from  a  cheerless  night  to 
the  glare  of  a  drearier  day ; 

He  is  only  a  cloud  and  a  smoke  who 
was  once  a  pillar  of  fire. 

The  guess  of  a  worm  in  the  dust  and 
the  shadow  of  its  desire —      so 

Of  a  worm  as  it  writhes  in  a  world  of 
the  weak  trodden  down  by  the 
strong, 

Of  a  dying  worm  in  a  world,  all  mas- 
sacre, murder,  aud  wrong. 

VI 

O,  we  poor   orphans   of  nothing  — 

alone  on  that  lonely  shore  — 
Bom  of  the  brainless  Nature  who  knew 

not  that  which  she  bore  I 
Trusting  no  longer  that  earthly  flower 

would  be  heavenly  fruit  — 
Come  from  the  brute,  poor  souls  —  no 

souls  —  and    to    die  with   the 

brute  — 

VII 

Nay,  but  I  am  not  claiming  your  pity ; 

I  know  you  of  old  — 
Small  pity  for  those  that  have  ranged 

from  the    narrow    warmth  of 

your  fold, 
Where  you  bawl'd  tiie  dark  side   of 

your  faith  and  a  God  of  eternal 

rage. 
Till  you  flung  us  back  on  ourselves, 

and  the  human  heart,  and  the 

Age.  40 

vin 

But  pity  —  the  Pagan  held  it  a  vice 
—  was  in  her  and  in  me. 

Helpless,  tjiking  the  place  of  the  pity- 
ing God  that  should  be  i 


Pity  for  all  that  adietlatti 

an  idiot  power, 
And  pity  for  our  own  id«i 

earth  that  bore  ikAaI 
Pity  for  all  that  saffen  Oil 

idr  or  the  deep, 
And  pity  for  our  own  aN 

Icmg'd  f or  eteml  in 


'U^tly  step  over  ibft  1 

waters — you  lietr  ft 
life  with  its  anguish,  and  k 

errors  —  away  withi 
And  she  laid  her  hand  in 

she    was    always 

s^Rreet^'^ 
Till   the   points  of  the  i 

dusk  came  playing 

feet 
There  was  a  strong  scarcm 

sweep  us  out  to  the 

•  Ah,  God ! '   tho'  I  felt  & 

was  taking  the  nam 

•  All,  God  !  •    and  we  tun 

other,  wo  kiss'd,  we 

she  and  I, 
Knowing  the  love  we  were 

lieve  everlasting  wo 
We   had    read    their   knr 

books,    and   we   lea 

darker  side  — 
Ah,  God,  sliould  we  find 

haps,  perhaps,  if  we 

died  ; 
We  never  had    found  Hin 

this  earth  is  a  father 
*Dear  love,   for  ever  aw 

ever  and  ever  farcwi 
Never  a  cry  so  desolate,  w 

world  lx*gan. 
Never  a  kiss  so  sad,  no,  m 

coming  of  man ! 


But  the  blind  wave  cast 

and  you  saved  mr. 

life. 
Not  a  grain  of  gratitude  m 

have  parted  the  nu 

wife. 
T  am  left  alone  on  the  tan 

alone  in  the  sea ; 
If   n    curse    meant   augb 

curse  you   for  not 

me  be. 
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XI 

it  HIS  of  youth  —  for  my  bniiu  wns 

drunk  withUic  water,  it  seems; 
ill  pust  into  perfect  quiet  at  length 

out  of  pleasimt  dn^ams. 
i   iIk?  transient  trouble  of  drown- 

iirp:  —  what  was  it  when  match'd 

with  the  pains 
the  hellish  heat  of  a  wretched  life 

rushing  back  thro'  the  veins  ? 

XII 

,y   should    I  live?    one    son    had 

forgeti  on  his  father  and  tleil. 
1  if  I  l)eli<'V<><l  in  a  G(x1,  I  would 

thank  Hint,  the  other  is  d(>ml,  70 
1  there  was  a  Imby-girl,  that  hud 

never  look'd  on  the  light ; 
:>pi(>st  she  of  us  all,  for  she  past 

fnmi  the  night  to  the  night. 

XIII 

the  crime,  if  a    crime,   of    her 
f*hicHt  -  bom,    her     glory,    her 

iMMi-Jt. 

iick  li:inl  at  the  tender  heart  of  tin* 

inttther.  and  broke  it  almost  ; 
»*.  irlory  and  shame  dyiiiir  (Hit  for 

••ver  in  endless  time. 
•H    it    matter    so    much    whether 

rn»wn'd  for  a  virtue,  or  liaiiir*** 

for  a  crime  If 

XIV 

1  niin'd  by  him,  by  /thn.  I  stiH)d 

then*,  naketl.  uma/ed 
I  worlii  «)f  arro:;!iiit  opulent'*',  feard 

myself  turning  cm/ed. 
1  I  wi>idd  not  be  nifN'k'd  in  a  mad 

biMise !    and    she.    the  dflieate 

wife, 
th  a  tfrief  that  :*ould  only  be  eured. 

if     eun'd,     by     ihr     snr::»'oMs 

knife.  —  v. 

XV  I 

IV  ^houId  we  bejir  with  an  Ii«nir  i»f 

torture,  a  m<mieiit  of"  p:iin. 
f:verv  man  die  f<»r  t-v.-r.   it  .ill  lii*» 

griffs  are  in  vain. 
'Ithf  honwdess  planet  at  I'liL-fh  will 

Ixf  whei'l'd  tbn»*  tli«'  sil«rn«'  <»! 

space*. 
lherb'*w  evermore  of  an  eMr  vaiii-'ii 

intr  rac**. 
leo  the  wonn  shall  have  writh<'d  its  . 


last,  and  its  last  brother-worm 
will  have  fled 
From  the  d(*ad  fossil  skull  that  is  left 
in  the  nxiks  of  an  earth  that  is 
dead? 

XVI 

Have  I  crazed  my«df  over  their  hor 

rible  infidel  writings  ?  ().  yes. 
For  these  are  the  new  dark  ages,  you 

sets  of  the  popidar  press. 
When  the  bjit  comes  out  of  his  cave. 

and  the  owls  are  whooping  at 

niMm, 
And  Doubt  is  the  lord  of  this  dunghill 

and  crows  to  the  sun  and   the 

Till  the  sun  and  the  moon  of  our  sci- 
ence are  both  of  them  turn'd 
into  bloiKl, 

And  HojM*  will  have  broken  her  heart, 
running  after  a  slnulow  of  g<M>d  ; 

For  their  knowing  and  know  nothing 
lMM)ks  are  scatter'd  from  hand  to 
hand  — 

]\'f  have  knelt  in  your  know-all  <-ha- 
pel  t(H>,  looking  over  the  sand. 

XVII 

What  !  I  should  call  on  that  Infinite 
|j)ve  that  hassrrvi'tl  us  so  well  ? 

Infinite  crui'lty  rather  that  made  ever- 
lasting hell. 

Ma«le  us,  fop-knew  us.  foreibMnuM  us, 
and  d(»es  what  he  will  with  his 
own  ; 

Better  our  dead  bruN-  iiiotIht  who 
never  has  lirard  u>  i:roanI 

XVIII 

llrll  V  if  tin*  s«)uls  nf  null  \v«Ti'  inimof 
tal.  :is  inei)  ha\«-  Ixni  told. 

TIm-  IimImt  wiiuiti  iliavi-  to  his  hists. 
and  tht*  miser  wn'il'l   Vf-arn  for 

« 

And  s.iilii'p-  wt'Tf  li»*ll  f<»rrv«'r!  but 
\v«  n-  ;!i<  ?■•■  i  <i'»'l.  :i»>«Mi  sa\ . 

His  li.\.-  uimlij  liav«'  |»  -^n-  i  ovi-r  bell 
till  it   w'u  riy  \  ani-li'l  aw  ay. 

\i\ 

Ah    y«  t        I   l.i\  I    Ii:ii|   s  .?i|.    irliiuiner. 

at  tiiiM  -    i;i  in\  i:li». .mi*  st  wo*-. 
<  )f  .1  (;<n1    b.  Iiti:<l   all'       at!'  r  all       tlir 

LM«  a'    <i'Ml.    l«»r    aUL'lil    that     1 

kn«)W  ; 


TIB.KSIAS   AND   OTHRR   POEUS 


Bat   tin  God  irf   1 


tbou^t. 
If  Umr  bo  ludi «  Odd,  mi?  the  Onat 
God  omB  him  uid  briiiff  ^tirn  to 


Blaaphanjl  wIxmc  la  the  &iiU  T  bit 
■nine  T  for  why  would  yoa  mn 

A  madnMn  to  vex  jon  with  wTMdwd 
woida,  who  U  beat  In  hla  gnve  T 


0,  would  I  wen  rcnderwiai  lur.  and 
aw»  frcm  yoac  (alth  and  jour 


r my  I  true  1  I  have  acarad  jou 

pale  wltii  my  vandalou  talk. 
But  tbe  UaspbemT  to  M|r  ><»ti>d  Ilea  all 
In  the  waf  that  joo  walk. 


You  needs  must  hare  good  lynx-eyes 
If  I  do  Dot  escape  you  at  last. 

Our  orthodox  coroner  doubtless  will 
flod  it  a  felo-de-se, 

And  the  stakeaud  the  crass-road,  fool, 
if  you  will,  docs  it  matter  to 


THE  ANCIENT  SAGE 

A  THOUSAND  Bummera  ere  the  time  of 

Christ, 
Prom  out  his  ancient  city  came  a  Soer 
Whom   oue   that    loved   and  hoaur'd 

him.  and  yet 
Waa  no  disciple,  richly  garb'd,  but 

From  wasteful  living,   follow'd  —  in 

his  hand 
A  scroll  of  Terse  —  till  that  old  man 

A  caTern  whence  an  affluent  fountain 

poui'd 
From  darkness  Into  daylight,  tum'd 

and  spoke : 

'This  wealth  of  waters  might  but 
seem  to  draw 
Prom  yon  dark  cave,  but,  son,   the 
source  Is  higher,  lo 


TonnuuBrit  hidf-*laBSMfnrf*-fl 
•ma  dmia  that  Udaa  II— U^Hri| 


"null  fii  Hull- ill  ifciiiiiiiaiwuij 


How  Mauaer4«Mt  an  na 
AndaafthMffirlahMl 

And  tM  iriiat  rin  •(  ai^  Ik 
Bcbbkd  tiM  gnoi  and  Bh  t 


Were 


.  to-day  i«  Etncy'a 
~ihMh  creibMn. 
leaa  Power,  or  Powen,  that  nl 


If  thou  wouldst  hear  the  Namek 

and  wilt  dive 
Into  the  temple-cave  of  tUne  own  v 
There,  brooding  by  the  central  alt 

Hayst  haply  learn  the  Nameless  hi 

By  which  thou  wUt  aUde,  if  thou 

wise. 
As  if  thou  knewcat,  tho'  thou  ca 

not  know  ; 
For  Knowledge  is  the  swallow  on  1 

lake 
That  sees  and  stirs  the  surface-shad 

But    never  yet  hath  dipt    into  I 

The  abysm  of  all  abysms,  benea 

within 
The  blue  of  sky  and  Ma,  tiie  green 

And  in  the  milllon'mlUionth  of  a  gn 
Which  cleft  and  deft  again  for  ev 

And  ever  vanishing,  never  vaniahei 
To  me,  my  son,  laon  myttic  than  n 

Or  even  than  the  Nameleaa  Is  to  me 
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en  thou  aendest  thj  free 

.hro*  heaven, 

tandest  bound  nor  bound- 

.^88, 

the  Nameless  of  the  hun- 

names. 

the  Nameless  should  with- 
from  all  50 

counts  most  real,  all  thy 

I 

\h  like  thy  shadow  in  the 


—  from  when  this  earth  be- 

eM  never  came 
iver  spake  with  man, 
named  the  Name  "  — 

not  prove  the  Nameless, 
'  son, 

hou  prove  the  world  tliou 
«t  in, 

not  prove  that  thou  art 
alone. 

thou  prove  that  thou  art 
alone,  60 

thou  prove  that  thou  art 
in  on(>. 

not  prove   thou  art  im- 
il.  no, 

it  thou  art  mortal  —  niiy, 
>n. 

,   not  prove   that   I,    ^%llo 
:  with  thee, 
Helf  in  converse*  witli  thv- 

m 

Z  worthy  proving  can   be 

•n, 

'proven.     When'foro  tliou 

ise, 

r  to  the  sunnier  8i(i<»  of 

t. 

x>  FaiUi  boyond  the  fornm 

iithl 

H  in  the  storm  of  warrinir 

S,  ;.« 

•ns  at  the  clash  of  **  Yvh" 

•No," 

B  best  that  /glimmers  tliro' 

rorst, 

esun  iKhid  but  foraniL'lit. 

le  summer  thro'  the  wintt  r 

be  fruit  before  the  ])lossotn 


She  hears  the  lark  within  the  songless 

egg. 
She  finds  the  fountain  where    they 

wail'd  ••  Mirage  r 


t> 


*  "  What  Power  ?  aoght  akin  to  Mind, 

The  mind  in  me  and  you  ? 
Or  power  as  of  the  GodH  gone  blind 

Who  see  not  what  they  do  ?  '* 


80 


But  some  in  yonder  city  hold,  my 

son. 
That  none  but  go<ls  could  build  this 

house  of  ours. 
Bo  beautiful,  vast,  various,  so  l>eyond 
All  work  of  man,  yet,  like  all  work 

of  man, 
Abcauty  with  defect — till  That  which 

knows, 
And  is  not  known,  but  felt  thro*  wliat 

we  feel 
Within  ourselves  is  highest,  shall  de- 
scend 
On  thin  half-ileed,  and  shape  it  at  the 

last 
Accortling  to  the  Highest  in  the  lliLrh- 

est.  </> 

'  •'  What  Powor  imt  thi*  Yi-ars  that  make 

Ami  l)rcak  th«*  vasi'  of  «-lay, 
AikI  ^ti^  tho  slcopiii^  <>arth.  and  wake 

Thf  himnn  that  fa«i«*^  away? 
What  rtiltT!*  but  the  I>ay!«  and  IIoup« 

That  cancel  weal  with  w<h», 
An<i  wimi  ihc  front  of  ymitli  with  tiowern, 

And  rap  our  a^e  witli  ^now  ?" 

Tlie  days  and  bourn  are  ever  gbmcing 
by. 

And   s<'eni   to  llieker   past   thro*  sun 

and  sbiuie.  tro 

Or  short,  or  l<)nir,  us  Pleasure  b-ad**. 

or  Pain. 
Hut  with  the  Nameless  is  ni>r  dav  nor 

bnur; 
Tbo*  wr,  thin  nn'n<l>i.  ^^bo^T^•^•p  frop'. 

tbnuL'bt  to  tinMiirbi. 
■  Break   lnt«»   "TlMns"   :in<l    "Wbi-n** 

I  tbr  ICttTMul   N«>W  — 

!  Thi*i    (lnul>l«'   MMiniiiL:    <>f    tin*    >iii::lc 
j  worl.l!  — 

I  My  \v<»nls  an'  likr  tbc  b:»b!»liiJL:N  in  a 
<lr«:iin 
Of    nivriitmarr.    wluji    tb«'    b;il»l»liiiir'i 
j  l»rr:ik  tb«'  dri  am. 

.  But  tbou  \u'  wist*  in  tbiN<lr*ani  wnrld 
I  of  ours. 


I  Ibe  (tripUng  iriie 
inlt,      d  oiicF  would  dam 


ir  bb  rhfsl, 
^     ,bt»ul; 
■)«=,  who  Iov»  him  btsl 
]ut  b*  wtpa  dud; 
tL  _j  *hii:h  he  oii«  wis  wning 
.  1»i»r  woTlfa  the  while  "  — 

1  kuDwsT  or  whetber  this  enrth- 


'  "Tfac  shaft  of  KOia  Ihst  once  had  elung 
But  Hkkcs  B  doijird  fiuile." 

The  placid  gleam  of  sunset  after  storm ! 

"'The  ititMnun'e  bntin  thtt  gwiy'd  the 

U  Feebler  than  hi>  knees; 
The  pasaive  tailor  wrecki  at  lait 

lD^r-«l«itaesa: 
The  warrior  hath  tor^  his  anns, 

The  learned  all  blslore; 
The  changing'  market  frets  or  channs       140 

The  merchant'a  hope  no  inure: 
Hie  prophet's  beacon  biim'd  in  vain. 

And  now  it  losi  in  cloud; 
The  plowman  passes,  bent  with  piin, 

To  mix  with  what  be  plow'd; 
like  poet  whom  his  ige  woold  quote 

As  heir  of  endless  W«  — 
He  knows  not  even  the  Ixiok  he  wrote, 

Kol  pTvn  hi*  own  name. 
For  man  bat  fivsr1in>d  his  day.  150 

And,  darken inf;  in  the  lif;hl, 
Scarrv  feeli  the  tenses  break  awt; 

To  mix  wilh  ancient  Night." 


"The  yearf  (hat  when  my  yonlb  began 


ilv  lllr  of  trulh  and  inut  — 
They  made  her  lily  and  tvat  in  oo^ 

And  changed  br-  '-'  -  -■  -  -' 

roie-trco  plantt 

And  growmg  01 
tier  dun  is  crcBtin^  in  your  leaf, 

Her  binoa  is  in  viiur  blnnm. 
O  slender  lUy  waviue  there. 

And  laughins  back  Ihc  li(;ht. 
In  vain  vou  telline  -Eisrth  ii  fair' 

Wheu  atl  is  dark  a*  iiigtil."  4 

>ii,  the  world  is  dark  witb  pM 

tuid  greves, 
80     xk  thai  men  C17  out  againtf  a 

lieaveiu. 
U     I  knows  but  that  tlie  daikoMl 

Th(    loors  of  Night  may  be  tbr  gW 

of  Ligbt ; 
Fi     rert  tbou  born  or  blind  or  dnl 

and  then 
8u      Enly  be&I'd.   Low  woDld!l  Uw 


No  pliantoics.  watcblog  from  a  phi 

torn  shore 
Await  tlic  last  and  largest  sense 

The  pliantom  walls  of  this  UluS' 

And  show  OS  that  tbe  world  is  who) 

'  "But  Tain  the  tears  for  darlceQ'd  yean 

And  vain  the  laugbler  as  (he  iear<, 

O  higher,  mine  m  thine, 
Fur  all  thai  laugh,  and  all  thai  werp 
And  all  thai  brsithe  are  one 

lie  on  (he  boundI»)  deep 
vcs,  and  all  is  gone." 

But  that  one  ripple  oa  the  boundlc 

Feel«  that  tbe  deep  is  boundless,  w 

itself 
For  ever  changing  form,  but  eTenao 
One  with  the  bouadless  motion  of  U 

'"Tel  wine  and  laughter,  friendi!  and  » 

T)ic  lamps  alight,  and  vtdi 
For  colden  music,  and  forget 

The  darkness  of  the  palL" 
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itter  darkness  closed  the  day,  my 

son  — 
;    earth's    dark    forehead    flings 

athwart  the  heavens  aoo 

'  shadow  crowu'd  with  stars — and 

yonder — out 
Doithw^ard  —  some  that  never  set, 

but  pass 
m  sight  and  night  to  lose  them- 
selves in  day. 
iie  the  black  negation  of  the  bier, 
I  wish  the  dead,  as  happier  than 

ourselves 
I  higher,  having  climb'd  one  step 

beyond 
'  village  miseries,  might  be  borne 

in  white 
burial  or  to  burning,  hymn'd  from 

heuc:e 
:h  songs  in  praise  of  death,  and 

crown'd  with  flowers! 

/ 

>  worm.*  and  maggotn  of  to-day  a  10 

'ithuut  their  hope  of  wingat  " 

loudtT  than  thy  rliymc  the  silont 
Wonl 
that  world -prophet  in  the  heart  of 
man. 

ho*  *<nn«'  have  gleam!*,  or  !*o  thoy  jtay, 
(  more  than  mortal  things." 

•lav  ?  but  what  of  yestenlay  ?  for 
'oft 

Hit*,  when  bov,  there  came  what 
then  I  caird. 

lO  knew  no  books  and  no  philoso- 
phies, 

niv  lH>y-phra8e,  "The  PaRsion  of 
'  the  Past." 

.'  tirnt  gray  streak  of  earliest  sum- 
mer-dawn, 220 

.'  la«t  long  strife  of  waning  crimson 
gloom, 

if  the  late  and  early  were  but  one  — 

beiirht.  a  broken  grange,  a  grove, 
a  flower 

i  murmurH.  "Ix)st  and  gone,  and 
lost  and  gone  I " 

breath,  a  whisper — some  divine 
farewell  — 

ifilste  sweetness  —  far  and  fjir 
away  — 

lat  IumI  he  loved,  what  had  Ik;  lost. 
tbeboyT 


I  know  not,  and  I  speak  of  what  has 

been. 
'  And  more,  my  son  !  for  more  than 

once  when  I 
Sat  all  alone,  revolving  in  myself    ajo 
The  word  that  is  the  symbol  of  my- 

The  mortal    limit   of  the   Self  was 

loosed. 
And  past  into  the  Nameless,  as  a  cloud 
Melts   into    heaven.     I    touch'd    my 

limbs,  the  limbs 
Were  strange,  not  mine  —  and  yet  no 

shade  of  doubt, 
But  utter  clearness,  and  thro*  loss  of 

self 
The  gain  of  such  large  life  as  mateh'd 

with  ours 
Were  sun  to  spark  —  unshadowable  in 

words, 
Themselves  but  shadows  of  a  shadow- 
world. 

'  "  And  idle  gleams  will  come  and  go,      240 
But  Dtill  the  cloudit  remain;" 

The  clouds  ttiemselves  are  children  of 
tlie  Sun, 

'"And  Night  and  Shadow  rule  below 
When  only  l>ay  should  reign." 

And  Day  and  Night  are  children  of 

the  Sun. 
And  idle  gleams  to  thee  are  light  to 

me. 
Some  say,  the  Light  was  father  of  the 

Night. 
And  some,   the  Night  was  father   of 

the  Liirht. 
No  night,    no    day!— I    touch    thy 

world  airain  — 
No  ill,  nogiMKl  I  — sui'h  eounter-terms, 

my  son,  aw 

Are    bonier  -  race.s,    holdini:   each   its 

own 
By  endless  war.     Hut   niirht  enoutrh 

is  there 
In  yon  dark  city.    Grt  thee  ]nuk  ;  and 

since 
The  kev  to  that   weinl  ca^kit,  which 

for  ther 

But  holds  a  skull,  is  ncithi  r  thine  nor 

mine, 
lint  in  the  hand  of  what  is  more  ilnui 

man. 


! 


i 


moo, 
A  dying  echo  from  a  falling  wall ; 
Nor  care  — for  Hunger  hath  the  evii 

eye 
To  vex  the  noon  with  fiery  gems,  or 

fold 
Thy  presence  in  the  silk  of  sumptuous 

looms; 
Nor  roll  thy  viands   on  a  luscious 

tongue. 
Nor  drown  thyself  with  flies  in  hon- 
eyed wine ; 
Nor  thou  be  rageful,  like  a  handled 

bee. 
And  lose  thy  life  by  usage  of  thy 

ating ;  370 

Nor  ham^  an  adder  thro'  the  lust  for 

hann, 
Nor  make  a  snairs  horn  shrink  for 

wantonness. 
And  more  —  think  well  I  Do- well  will 

follow  thought, 
And  in  the  fatal   sequence  of  this 

worki 
An  evil  thought  may  soil  thy  children's 

blood ; 
But  curb  the  beast  would  cast  thee  in 

the  mire. 
And  leave  the  hot  swamp  of  voluptu- 
ousness, 
A  cloud  between  the  Nameless  and 

thyself, 
And  lay  thine  uphill  shouUlcr  to  \ho 


n 
n 


THE  FLIGHT 


633 


en  I  had  fallen  from  off  the  crag 

we  clamber' (1  up  in  plaj. 
md,  fear'd  me  dead,  and  groan'd, 

and  took  and  kias'd  me,  and 

again 
kln'd  me ;  and  I  loved  him  then ; 

he  wu  mj  father  then. 

vn 

father  now,  the  tyrant  yasaal  of  a 

tyrant  vice  I 
(  godless  Jephtha  vows  his  child 

...  to  one  cast  of  the  dice. 
sae   ancient  woods,  this  Hall   at 

hist   win    go  —  perhaps   have 

gone, 
«pt  his  own  meek  daughter  yield 

her  life,  heart,  soul  to  one  — 

vin 

one  who  knows  I  scorn  him.  O, 
the  formal  mocking  bow, 

*  cruel  smile,  the  courtly   phrase 

that  masks  his  malice  now  —  30 
;  oft4>n  in  the  sidelong  eyes  a  gleam 

of  all  things  ill  — 
is  not  Love  but  Hate  that  weds  a 

bride  against  her  will  ; 

IX 

jc,  that  would  pluck  from  this 
true  breast  the  locket  that  I 
wear, 

;  precious  crystal  into  which  I 
bnddiKl  Edwin's  hair  1 

*  love  that  keeps  this  heart  alive 

bciits  on  it  night  and  day  — 
t  golden  curl,  his  golden  gift,  be- 
fore he  past  away. 


left  us  weeping  In  the  woods  ;  his 

boat  was  on  the  sand  ; 
w  slowly  down  the  nn'ks  he  went, 

bow  loth  to  quit  the  Itin<l  ! 
d  all  my  life  was  dHrken'd,  as  1 

MW  the  white  sail  run. 
d  darken,  up  that  lane  of  light  into 

the  setting  sun.  ^o 

XI 

'''often  have  we  wat**h'd  the  sun 
fade  from  us  thrr)'  the  West, 

id  follow  Edwin  to  th(>s<>  isles,  thuse 
lilaods  of  the  Blest ! 


Is  he  not  there  ?  would  I  were  there, 
the  friend,  the  bride,  the  wife. 

With  him,  where  summer  never  dies, 
with  Love,  the  sun  of  life  I 

XII 

O,  would  I  were  in  Edwin's  arms — 

once  more — to  feel  his  breath 
Upon  mv  cheek  —  on  Edwin's  ship, 

with  Edwin,  even  in  death, 
Tho'  all  about  the  shuddering  wreck 

the  death- white  sea  should  rave. 
Or  if  lip  were  laid  to  lip  on  the  pillows 

of  the  wave  1 

xni 

Shall  I  take  himf    I  kneel  with  him  f 

I  swear  and  swear  forsworn 
To  love  him  most  whom  most  I  loathe, 

to  honor  whom  I  scorn  ?         y> 
The  Fiend  would  yell,  the  grave  would 

yawn,  my  motlier's  ghost  would 

rise  — 
To  lie,  to  lie  —  in  (Jod's  own  house  - 

the  blackest  of  all  lies  I 

XIV 

Why  —  rather  than  that  hand  in  mine, 

tho'  every  pulsw?  would  freeze, 
I  'd  sooner  fold  an  icy  corp.se  dead  of 

some  foul  disease. 
Wed  him  If    I  will  not  wed  him,  let 

them  spurn  me  from  tlie  doors. 
And  I  will  wander  till  I  die  about  the 

barren  moors. 

XV 

The   dear,   mad    bride  who   stabb'd 

her  bridegnxHU  on   her  bridal 

night  — 
If  mad,  then  I  am  mnd,  but  sane  if  she 

were  in  the  right. 
My  father's  nuwlness  makes  me  mad  — 

,        but  words  an;  only  wonls  ! 
I  am  not  mad.  not  yet,  not  cjuite — 

There!  listen  how  the  binls    60 

XVI 

Begin  to  warble  yonder  in  the  budding 

orchani  tn*es  I 
Tlie  lark  has  past  from  earth  to  heaven 

u|K»n  thr  momiiii;  bn'«'Ze  ! 
How  gladly,  wtTe  1  oni-  of  tho^',  how 

early  would  I  wakr  ! 
An»l  v«'t  the  sorrow  that  1  Ix-ar  is  sor 

row  for  hi$  sake. 


[RESIAS  AND  OTHER  POEMS 

□t'vor  chHii|:<^il  a.  hiUii  *or 

Oiir  dying  molJir^r  Jniii'd  inir  k 
bIil-  kui^n  Uiis  fnliii.-r  wdl 

She  bade  us  lovt.  likf  aouU  in  hr 
and  now  1  fly  from  h*M, 


en  vena  btc  Ju8t, 
Bi  i^d  biima  lue  feet 
_B)ple  it  to  dusl. 

ve~  house— 

who  .  ^j  r  aleops ! 

>t  upon  L.  ir  1  he  — 
.o  uiie  —  iliis  y-af  i-reeps!  70 
at,  he — lurks,  listens,  fears 
'ictim  maj-  liave  fled  -^ 
i  is  some  slmrp-poioted 
;  ?  be  comes,  nod  finds  me 


Not  he,  not  yet!  nnd  time  to  act  — 

but  how  my  Wrapks  bum  I 
And  idle  fancies  Butter  mc.  I  know 

not  where  to  turn  : 
Speak  l«  me,  sister,  couns.  1  me :  this 

marriage  niust  not  be. 
Toil  only  know  the  love  that  makes 

the  world  a  world  to  me  1 


Our  ^ntle  moUier,  had  the  lived  — 
but  we  were  left  nlone. 

That  other  left  us  to  ouiselvea,  he 
.  cared  not  tor  his  own  ; 

Bo  all  the  summer  long  we  roam'd  in 
these  wild  woods  of  ours, 

Mj  Edwin  loved  to  eall  \is  then  '  bis 
two  wild  woodland  flowers.'    to 


Wild  flowers  blowing  aide  by  aide^in 
God's  free  b'ght  and  ab-. 
.   Wild    flowers    of   the  secret   woods, 
when  Edwin  fdund  us  there. 

Wild  woods  in  which  wc  roved  wilh 
him.   and   heurd  his  passionate 


And  you  wiib  mn  -.  aiid  we  Aall 
uDOn  some  lunely  shore. 

Some  loa^  witliin  the  W3jiIcsM-< 
and  liear  the  waters  rflar, 

And  see  the  ships  frgm  out  Ibe 
go  dipping  thriy  the  foam 
auushineODUialsailat  bin 


irEdw 


and  lights  the  old  ^tirch-l 
And  lights  Uie  clock  \  the  band  ] 

five— 0,  mcl— a  BUgn 

hour— 
I  bide  no  more,  T  meet  my  fale. 

ever  ills  betide  I 
Arise,  my  own  true  sister,  come 

the  world  is  wide. 


And  yet  my  heart  is  ill  at  eaa 

eyes  are  dim  wilh  dew, 
T   seem  to  see  a  new-dug  gra 

yonder  by  tlie  yew  I 
It  we  should  never  more  retur 

wander  hand  in  band 
lYitfa     breuktug     hearts,    with 

friend,  and  in  a  distant  lai 


O  sweet,  they  tell  me  tlial  the  w 

hard,  and  harsh  of  mind. 
But  can   it  be  HO  hard,  so  liar 

those  that  shoukl  be  kind 
That  matters  not.  Let  come  wha 

at  last  the  end  is  sure. 
And  every  heart  Uiat  loves  wiUi 

is  equal  to  endure. 


Ukr,  that  ycr  Honor  was  spak' 
Whin,  yer  Honor  t  lost  y 

Standin'  here  "be  the  bridge,  whi 
yer  Hnnqr  wm  llCKl 
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"  ye  gev  her  the  top  of 
rnin',    *To-moiTa/  says 

v  call  her,  yer  Honor? 
.ll'd  licr  3Iolly  Magee. 
's  the  thriie  ould  blood 
ays  munes  to  be  kind, 
xson  in  all  things,  yer 
'or  Molly  was  out  of  her 


II 

If  rcmimbcrs  wan  night 

own  be  the  sthramc, 

o  me  now  like  a  bit  of 

ly  in  a  dhrame  — 

or  Honor  seen  her  — 

9  but  a  slip  of  a  moon, 

n  —  Molly  Magee  wid 

ilor,  Danny  O'ltoon — 10 

takin'  a  dhrop  o'  the 

an'     Danny     says, 

.n'  I  been 

health    wid    Shamus  ! 

:  Katty's  shebeen  ;  ^ 

be    lavin'    ye    soon.' 

are  je  goin'  away  ? ' 

;he  Sassenach  whatc,' 

over  the  say '  — 

ye  meet  me  agin  ?'  an' 

n,  *  Molly  astliore, 

;in  to-morra,'  says  he, 

lapel-door.' 

e  goin'  to  lave  me  ?' 

ay  mornin','  says  he  ; 

I  ye '11    meet  me  to- 

'  To-morra,   to-morra, 
> 

d  mother,  yer  Honor, 

0  likin'  for  Dan, 
?abin  an'  tould  her  to 
7  from  the  man,       20 

1  kemflyin'  acrass  me, 
a  lark, 

lere  for  a  minute,  an' 

into  the  dark. 

'■  storm  that  night  — 

T,  an*  rain  tliat  fell, 
runnin'  down  at  tlu^ 
glin  'ud  'a  dhrowndod 


III 

;  pace  nixt  mornin', 
n  its  glory  smiled, 
-og-«h()p. 


As  the  Holy  Mother  o*  Qlory  that 

smiles  at  her  sleepiu'  child  — 
Ethcn  —  she  stept  an  the  chapel-green 

an'  she  tum'd  herself  roun' 
Wid  a  diamond  dhrop  in  her  eye,  foi 

Danny  was  not  to  be  foun*, 
An*  many 's  the  time  that  I  watch'd 

her  at  mass  lettin'  down  the 

tear, 
For  tlie  divil  a  Danny  was  there,  yer 

Honor,  for  forty  year.  3c 

IV 

Och.  Molly  Magee,  wid  the  red  o'  the 

rose  an'  tlie  white  o'  the  may. 
An*  yer  hair  as  black  as  the  night,  an' 

yer  eyes  as  bright  as  the  day  ! 
Achora,  yer  laste  little  whishper  was 

sweet  as  the  lilt  of  a  binl ! 
Acushla,  ye  set  me  heart  batin'  to 

music  wid  ivery  word  I 
An'  sorra  the  Queen  wid  her  sceptre 

in  sich  an  illigant  han'. 
An'  tlie  fall  of  yer  foot  in  the  dance 

was  as  light  as  snow  an  the  Ian', 
An'  the  sun  kem  out  of  a  cloud  whin- 

iver  ye  walkt  in  the  shtreet, 
An*  Shamus  O'Shea  was  yer  shadda, 

an*  laid  himself  undlior  yer  feet. 
An*  I  loved  ye  mes(;lf  wid  a  heart  an' 

a  half,  me  darlin',  and  he 
'Ud  'a  shot  liis  own  sowl  dead  for  a 

kiss  of  ye,  Molly  Magee.  4c 


But  shure  we  wor  betther  f rinds  whin 

I  (Tack'd  his  skull  for  her  sjik<!. 
An'  he  ped  me  back  wid  the  best  ho 

could   give  at  ould  Donovan's 

wake  — 
For  the  boys  wor  about  her  agin  whin 

Dan  didn't  conic  to  the  fore. 
An'  Shamus  aloni;  wid  the  rest,  but 

she  put  thiin  all  lo  the  door. 
An',  afther,  1  thrini  Ikt  niesolf  av  the 

bird  'ud  conic  to  me  call. 
But  Mollv,  bcurornih.  'ud   listheii    to 

naither  at  all,  at  all. 

VF 

An'  her  nabors  an'  fiinds  *ud  consowl 

an'  condowl  wid  her,  airlv  an' 

late, 
'  Your  Danny,'  they  says,  *  nivercrasst 

(Acr    say    to     the    Sassenach 

whate ; 


TIRESIAS  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


Re's  gone  to  the  Stntt^s.  uroon.  an' 

he '8  married  another  wife. 
An'  ye  '11  niver  st'l  eyes  an  Om  fat*  of 

tlie  iliraitliur  ugiii  ia  life  1       jn 
An'  lo  dbraiue  of  a  married  man.  death 

alive,  is  a  mortlal  ain.' 
Rut  Molly  says,  'I'd  Lis  liand-pro- 

miso.  an'  shure  he  '\\  meet  me 


An*  aflhcr  ber   paftrints  liad   inter'd 

glory,  an'  both  in  wau  day. 
She   begun   lo  spake  to  liemdf,  thu 

I'rslliiir.  au'  whisl)per.  an'  say, 
'Tomorra,  to-mDrro!'  an'  Fatliw  Mo- 

lowny  lie  tuk  her  in  ban', 
•Molly,  you're  mania',' be  aaye,  'me 

duir.  av  I  undherBtan*. 
Tbfit  ye '11   meet   your  paarints  agfai 

an'  yer  Danny  O'Ruou  afore  Ood 
Vfd  bis  blessed  Hartbyrs  ui'  Saints ; ' 

an'  she  gev  liim  a  frindly  nod. 
'To-morra,  tODiorni.'slie  snys,  an'  abc 

did  n't  intind  tp  dnavc, 
But  ber  nits  wur  dead,  an'  her  hair 

was  ae  while  as  tbe  snow  an  a 


Arrah  now,  here  last  month  they  wor 
diggin'  the  bo;;,  an'  they  foun' 

Dbrownded  inblnckbogwatboracorp 
lyin'  undher  groun'. 

Yer  Honor's  own  agint,  he  says  to  me 
iranst,  at  Kate's  shebeen, 

"Thedivil  talieall  the  black  Ian',  for 
a    blcssin'  'ud  corae  wid    the 

An'  where  'ud  the  poor  man,  tliin,  cut 

his  bit  o'  turf  for  the  lire  ? 
But  och  t  bad  Bcnin  to  the  boga  whin 

tliey  swallies  the  man  iniire  \ 
An'  aorra  the  bog  that 's  !n  hiven  wid 

all  the  light  an'  Oif  g-low, 
An'  there  's  hate  enough,  ahure.  wid- 

out  Ifiim  in  thedivil's  kitchen 


Tliim  ould  blind  nagera  in  Agrypt,  1 
hard  his  Uivercnee  say, 

Could  keep  their  h^tben  kin^  hi  the 
flesh  for  tbc  JIdgiuint  day. 


An',  fail,  be  tlie  pipw  o'  Moa 
ben'  the  cat  an'  the  doc 

But  it  'ud  'a  been  uiwet  work 
lived  be  an  Iri^  boj. 


How-an-iver  they  laid  Utht  b< 

foun'  An  the  givM. 
Be  Ilie  ehaiiel-door,  an'  Uie  pe 

see  it  that  wint  in  to  mi 
But  a  fHsh  ginemtion  bnd  tiz. 

of  the  ould  was  few. 
An'  I  didn't  know   him   me 

nOne  of  the  parisli  knct 


But  Holly  kcm  Umpfn'  up 
slick,  —  ^e  was    lami 

Thin  a  aifp  of  a  goesnon  chV 

ye  know  him,  Molly  M 
An'  she  stood  up  strait  si  the  i 

the     world  —  she      lif  1 

head  — 
'  He  said  tie  would  meet  me  to- 

an'  dhropt  down  dead 


Och,  Molly,   we    tbought.   i 

ve  would  Blarl  fack  a 

life, 
Whio  we  lahl  yei,  aich  be  uc 

wake  like  husban'  an'  i 
Sorra  the  dluy  eye  thin  but 

for  the  frinds  that  was 
Sorra  ihe  silent  throat,  but  w 

cn'iu',  'Ochone  I' 
An'  Bhamus  O'Shea  that  has 

childer,  hansome  an'  ta 
Him  an'  hia  chitdcr  wot  kcei 

he  bad  lost  thim  alL 


Hay  all  the  floweis  o'  Jerooal 
som  an'  spring  from  lh< 

Imbrashin'  an'  kfasin'  aich  ot 
ye  did  —  over  yer  Cnw 
■  Eldtr^rc*. 
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the  lark  fly  out  o*  the  flowers  wid 

his  soDg  to  the  sun  an'  the  moon. 
tell  thim  in  biven  about  Molly 

Magee  an'  her  Danny  O'Roon, 
Iloly  Saint  Pother  gets  up  wid  his 

kays  an'  opens  the  gate  I 
ahure,  be  the  Crass,  tlmt  's  betther 

nor  cuttin'  the  Sassenach  whatc, 
be  there  wid  the  Blessed  Mother 

an'  Saints  an'  Marthyrs  galore, 
singin'  yer  'Aves'  an'  'Fathers' 

for  iver  an'  Ivermore. 

XVI 

now  that  I  tould  yer  Honor  what- 

iver  I  hard  an'  seen, 
Honor  'ill  give  me  a  thrifle  to 
dhrink  yer  health  in  potheen. 


E  SPINSTER'S  SWEET-ARTS 


.K  for  my  sweet-arts,  Bess !  fur  it 
mun  be  the  time  about  now 

en  Molly  cooms  in  fro'  the  far-ond 
rIoiM;  wl'  her  pafiils  fro'  \\iv.  cow. 

!  tha  Ik;  new  to  the  plafice  — 
thou'rt  gaflpin'— doesn't    tha 

alls  *em  arter  the  fellers  es  once 
was  sweet  upo'  me  ? 

11 

ly.  to  be  sewer,  it  be  past  'er  time. 

What  maftkes  *er  sa  I)Ult(>  ? 
I  to   the   laftne  at   the   bn<*k.   an' 

louOk  thruf  Maddison's  piate! 

Ill 

fret  arts!     Mollv    Ix'like    may    'a 

lighted  to-nfght  upo*  one.  * 
eetarts!  thanks  to  th(>  I  Ami  that  I 

niver  not  listen'd  to  noAn  ! 
I  sits  1*  mv  oftn  armcliair  wi'  my 

oAn  kettle  tlieere  o*  the  hob, 
'  Tommy  the  fust,  an'  Toiiuny  the 

second,  an'  Steevie  an'  Rob.    10 

IV 

b.  coom  oop  'ere  o*  my  knee.  Tliou 
sees  that  i'  spite  <>'  the  men 

ikep' thruf  thick  an'  thin  my  tuo 
'oondenl  n-year  to  mywn  : 

1!  thaw  tha  call'd  me  es  pretty  es 
uoy  lass  i'  the  Shere ; 


An'  thou  be  es  pretty  a  tabby,  but 
Robby  I  seed  thnif  ya  thee  re. 


Feyther  'ud  saAy  I  wur  ugly  es  sin, 

an'  I  beftnt  not  vafiin. 
But  I  niver  wur  downright  hugly, 

thaw  soom  'ud  'a  thowt    ma 

plaAin, 
An'  I  wasn't  sa  pla&ln  i'  pink  ribbons 

—  ye  said  I  wur  pretty  i*  pinks. 
An'  I  liked  to 'ear  it  I  did,  but  I  beftnt 

sich  a  fool  as  ye  tliinks ; 
Ye  was  stroftkin'  ma  down  wi'  tlie'air, 

as  I  be  a-stroftkin'  o'  you. 
But  whiniver  I  looOkinl  i'  the  glass  I 

wur  sewer  that  it  couldn't  be 

true ;  20 

Niver  wur    pretty,   not    I,   but    ye 

knaw'd  it  wur  pleasant  to  'ear. 
Thaw  it  wam't  not  me  es  wur  pretty, 

but  my  two  'oondenl  a-year. 

VI 

D*  ya  mind  the  mumin'  when  we  was 

a-walkin'  to^jither,  an'  stoo*! 
By   the   elaftv'd-oop   pond,    that     the 

foftlk  \)e  .sa  scareil   at,   i'  (»i^- 

glesby  wo<¥i, 
Whi*er  the  poor  wench  dn)wnilid  Iht- 

sen,  black  Sal,  es  'e<l  U-en  dis- 

^railced  ? 
An*  I  feel'd  thv  arm  <*s  I  st^Mxl  wur 

a-creeilpin*  alxuit  my  waili.'it ; 
An'  me  es  wur  alius  afear'd  of  a  man's 

^jittin'  ower  fond. 
I  sidled  awafty  an' awaHy  till  1  plunipt 

foot  fust  i*  the  poiul  : 
And,   Kohhy.   I  niver  'a  \\ki^\  tha  s;i 

well,  as  I  did  that  daily. 
Fur  tha  j<H)nipt   in   thysm.    an'   tha 

hoiekt    my  f«i"t  wi*   a  tinp  fro' 

the  riafly.  30 

Ay.  sti<*k  o«»p   thy  bmk.  an*  srt  o«)p 

thv  tailil.  tha  niav  irlo  ma  a  ki— i. 
Fur  I  walk'd  wi'  tha  all  lli«'  u:iy  liM-iin 

an*  wur  nivj  r  s;i    ni^'li  s;i;ivin' 

Yis. 
Hut    W!i  ImHth    ^^a•*    i*   '•icli  a  <]:jt    \\r 

ua*i  »h:i"nui'd  t'Mrn*;^  <  iii:L:lt>l»\ 

(Jne'lii. 
Fur  a  cat   may  l.Hink  at  a  kini:.  thnu 

knaws,    but     llir   r.it     mini    In- 

<'le:ln. 
Sa  we  lM>ath  ^n  u»*  krp"  nut  «»'  •iiirht  o' 

the  winders  o'(iig'jle*il»^"  lliuvv  — 


i 


oopo' tlielliftck; 

-v^  ,'auil  i'lho  shf-O, 

Ji«eiB  we  was  tovced   lo 


',  v/hat  art  'b  mewia'  at. 
JeTforowl  lean  tell—  41 
ir  [ust.  to  be  sewer,  or  1 
r/t  'a  Liked  Iha  as  well. 


Robbj.  I  thowt  o'  th>  nil  tlit 

while  I  wurehnaiigiii'my  guwu, 
An'    I    thowl,   simll    I    i-haftnj^    my 

BlaSle?    but.     O     Lcmi,     upo' 

ooomia'  down — 
My  btsD-oew  carpet  es  fresh  es  a 

miJdor  o'  Bowers  i'  MaSy  — 
Why  'edn't  tha  wiped  thy  shoes  J  it 

wur  clatted  all  ower  wi"  cJafly, 
An'  I  could  'a  cried  ainniost,   fur  I 

seed  tlint  it  couldn't  be. 
An',  Kobby,  1  gied  tha  a  raltiu'  that 

satlkd  ihy  eoortin'  o'  me. 
An'  Holly  an'  me  vra»  aereed.  ac  we 

was  a-cleAnin'  the  floor. 
That  a  man  be  a  durty  thiair  an'  a 

trouble  an'  plague  wi'  iiidtior.  so 
But  I  rued  it  srter  a  bit,  fur  I  stiieli 

to  tha  moor  na  the  rest. 
But  J  could  D't  'a  lived  wi*  a  maii.  au' 

1  kuaws  it  be  all  fur  the  besL 


Nady— let  ma  strouk  Iha  down  till  I 

maflkes  tha  es  smooth  cs  »lk, 
Butitl'tdmarrirdtha,  Hobby,  thou 'd 

not  'a  been  worth  thy  milk, 
Thou  'd  niver  'a  colch'd  ony  mice  but 

'a  left  me  tlie  work  h>  do. 
And  'a  tailen  10  the  bottle  beside,  ko 

es  all  tbiit  1  '(^an  be  true : 
But  I  lonvs  tha  to  niankc  thysen  'appy, 

an'  so^  purr  avrafly,  my  dear. 
Thou  'ed  wellnigii  purr'd  ma  awaSy 

fro'  my  oEu  two  'uouderd  n-year. 


SweUrin'  ageAn.  you  Toms,  as  ye  tmi 

lo  do  twelve  yew  sin'  1 
Te  niver  card  Steevie  awetr  "tep"  I 

wur  at  a  dog  oaomin'  in,       • 
An'  boath  o'  ye  mun  be  foob  to  h 

hallua  a  shawin'  your  ekw*. 
Fur  I  niver  cftred  nothlnk  [or  nd 

ther— an'  one  o'  ye  deli.  « 

rvuun^  give  liolver  then,  weXnt  j» 

I  warrant  ye  sooni  fine  dalf — 
Theeie,  lig  down  —  I  shall  hev  tan 

ana  or  lottaer  anraSy. 
C^n't  yo  laltke  pattern  by  Steeiirt  n 

gban't  her  a  drop  W  tiic  |«lil 
Stuu  ie  be  right  good  mi 

thruf  to  the  lip  o'  L 


Robb;r.  git  down  wf  iha.  wilt  tt« 
let  Steeviecoomoopo^myknci 

Steevie,  ray  lad,  Ihou  'eA  very  nl? 

been  the  Stccvie  fur  ine ! 
Hobby  wur  lust,  to  be  Ecwer,  'c  wi 

bum  an'  brtd  i'  the  'ouse. 
But  thou  be  es  'aosom  a  tabby  es  ivt 


Ad'  I  beBnt  not  vaSin,  but  I  knaws 

'ed  led  tha  a  quieter  life 
Nor  ber  wi'  the  hepiiaph  yonder !    ' . 

faJlilhful  an'  loovln'  wife!' 
An'  'coa  o'  thy  faim  by  the  beck,  m 

thy  windmill  oop  o'  the  croft 
Tha  thowt  tha  would  many  nia,  di 

Uia  ?  but  that  wur  a  bit  owi 

soft. 
Thaw  thou  was  ea  sotther  es  daSr.  " 

a  niced  red  faice,  an'  es  clefln 
¥.fi  a  shillin'  fresh  fro'  the  mint  wi' 

bran-new  'eSd  o*  the  QueeAn. 
An'  thy  farmin'  ca  cleSn  ee  ihytn 

fur,  Sloevic,  tha  kep'  it  sa  nel 
That  I  niver  not  spied  sa  much  es 

poppy  aJoog  wl'  the  wheat. 
An'  the  wool  of  a  thistle  a-Qjin'  ai 

secKdiii'  Iha  hasted  to  aee ; 
■T  wur  es  bad  es  a  batlle-lwig '  'ere 

my  oHn  blue  chaumber  to  me. 
Ay,  rool)  thy  whiskerB  ageftn  mo,  U 

I  could  a  taBen  to  tha  well,    ' 
Bui  fur  tliy  baima,  poor  Steevie, 

bounciu'  boy  an'  a  geU. 
»  Ewwig. 
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XIII 

cs  fond  o'  thy  bairns  es 
sen  o'  my  cats, 
ot  wish'd  fur  childcr,  I 
law  likin'  fur  brats ; 
hen  ya  dresses  'em  oop, 
gofts  fur  a  walk, 
?ir  'ands  afoor  'em,  an* 
not  Mnder  the  talk  I 
ties  o'   pap,   an'   their 
bibs,  an'  Uie  clats  an' 

in'  their  toys  to  pieaces 
iin'  ma  deaf  wi'  their 

ompin*  about  ma  as  if 

\  set  upo'  springs, 

la  hawkard  questions, 

n'  ondccent  things,     90 

*  hugly  *  mayhap  to  my 

a-tearin'  my  gown  — 

arl  I  mun  part  them 

—  Steevie,  git  down. 

XIV 

the  men-tommies,  you. 
L,  na  moor  o'  that ! 
3  o'  the  cushion,  an* 
m  'ere  o'  the  mat. 

XV 

lastor'd  them!    lied  I 

le  Tonmiics  —  O  Lord, 

)aay  the  Tommies!  I 

a  stuck  by  my  word. 

about,   an'   wail  Red, 

y  'd  put  out  the  light, 

in'  in  wi*  a  hiccup  at 

y  the  night! 

aflin'd  wi'  'is  aUle,  an' 

'is  boots  o'  the  stiiirs, 

s  pipe  i'  the  'ousc,  an' 

/'is'ead  o'  tlio  chairs! 

^our  sweet-arts  'ud  'a 

ed  my  oiln  waUv,    loi 

)est  wi'  tnilils  when 

t  a  word  to  sailv. 

xvr 

oiln  little?  parlor,  an* 
ny  oiln  little  lass, 
ganlen  outside,  an' 
1  o'  sparrow- irniss. 
poorch  wi'  the  wcxxl- 
issmine   a  drcssiu'   it 


An'  my  can  fine  Jackman  i'  purple  a 
roabin'  the  'ouse  like  a  quecan. 

XVII 

An'  the  little  gells  bobs  to  ma  hoffens 

es  I  be  abroad  i'  the  laanes. 
When  I  goas  fur  to  coomfurt  the  poor 

es  be  down  wi'  their  haaches 

an'  their  paains: 
An'  a  haaf-pot  o*  jam,  or  a  mossel  o* 

meat  when  ft  beant  too  dear. 
They  maakes  ma  a  graater  lady  nor 

'er  i'  the  mansion  theer,  no 

Hes  'es  hall  us  to  hax  of  a  man  how 

much  to  spare  or  to  spend ; 
An'  a  spinster  1  be  an*  I  will  be,  if 

soa  please  God,  to  the  hend. 

XVIII 

Mew  !  mew  !  —  Bess  wi'  the  milk  I  wliat 
ha  maade  our  Molly  sa  laate  ? 

It  should  'a  been  'ere  by^  seven,  an' 
theere  —  it  be  strikm'  height  — 

'  Cushie  wur  crail«ed  fur  'er  cauf ,'  well 

—  I  'eilrd  'er  a-maakin'  *er  moUn, 
An'  I  thowt  to  mysen,  '  thank  God  that 

I  hev  n't  naw  cauf  o'  my  oiln.' 
Theere ! 

Set  it  down ! 

Now,  liobby ! 

You  Tommies  shall  wailit  to-niglit 

Till  Hobby  an*  Steevie 'es 'ed  their  lap 

—  an'  it  siirves  ye  right. 


PROLOGUE 
TO  GENKRAL  IIAMLEY 

Oru  birches  yellowing  and  from  each 

The  liij:lit  leaf  fallint::  fjist, 
While  sjpiirrels  from  our  tiery  beech 

Were  bearniir  oH'  the  mast, 
You  came,  and  look'd  and  loved  the 

Lotiir-known  and  loved  by  me, 
Green  Sussex  fa<liii.!i:  into  l>iue 

With  one  .t^ray  ,irlimi)se  of  sea  ; 
And.  «razinir  from  this  liei;i:ht  alon(% 

We  sjjoke  of  wliat  had  ])een 
Most  marvellous  in  the  wars  your  own 

Crimean  eyes  ha<l  seen  ; 
And — now  like   old-world   inns  that 
take 

Some  warrior  for  a  sign 
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TIRESIAS  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


Ttut  Uuirewitllin  a  ga«tt  ma^  make 
True  dieer  witb  IwneBt  wine— 

BecMiM  jon  beard  tha  Unea  I  read 
ITor  vtter'd  wwd  of  blama^ 

I  dan  wiaout  jour  leave  to  bead 


Tat  koow  Ton,  aa  jroarfii^aiid  knoi 

Tbat  you  and  aU  yoor  men 
Were  ■oldlen  to  her  heart's  dotfre, 


When,  in  the  TanUi'd  jtm 
You  Mw  the  leacue-loDC  tampan'iire 

Flan  frcm  Tu-etEeUr 
Thro'    darknaaa.    and    the    foe    was 

And  Wolaeky  orerthrew 

ArAU,  and  the  stsn  in  huTea 

lUed,  and  the  glorj  grew. 


OCTOBER  36,  ISM 


TnE  cfaarze  of  tho  gallant  tbree  bun- 

drca,  the  Heavy  Brig&de  1 
Down  the  bill,  down  the  hill,  thou- 

Bands  of  Russia  us, 
Thousaada  of  borstmeu,  drew  tu  the 

Tallcy  —  and  stay'd ; 
For  Scarlett  and  Scarlett's  three  hun- 
dred were  ridinp  by 
Wbcn  tliL-  points  of  the  Rusaian  laucce 

nroxe  in  the  skj ; 
Aod  be  call'd,  '  Left  wheel  toto  line  '. ' 

anil  they  wheel'd  and  obey'd. 
Then  be  look'd  at  the  host  that  bad 

balt«d  be  knew  not  -nbv. 
And  bo  turn'd  hnlf  round,  auif  bu  bade 

bis  trumpeter  sound 
To  Ilic  cbar^.'e,  and  be  rode  on  ahead, 

OS  be  waved  bis  blade 
To  the  gallant  three  hundred  nhoac 

glory  will  never  dio  — 
'Follow.' and  up  the  hill,  up  the  lull, 

up  the  bill, 
Follow'd  the  Ueavy  Brigade. 


The  tniniput,  the  f^llop.  the  charge. 

and  the  mipht  of  the  fight  I 
Thousands  of  honcmen  bad  gather'd 

there  on  the  hoigbt, 


With  a  wlag  push'd  out  (u  theWfi  M 
a  wing  10  the  right,  1 

And  who  shall  eacspe  if  lluf  dPK 
but  be  dasb'd  up  aloni:  * 

Thro'  the  great  gray  alope  of  men. 
Sway 'd  bia  eabre,  and  held  hiaoaa 
Like  an  Englishman  there  and  ibi» 
All  in  a  momenl  tollotr'd  with  fane 
Three   Oiat   were  next  ijt  thdr  hc 

Wedged  tfaemaelves  in  betwBoa  lea 

and  horse. 
Fou^t  for  Ibcir  Uvea  in  Ike  MM 

gap  they  bad  made  — 
Four  ainSdtbausandal  aoduBttiM 

up  the  hill,        ji^"^IZ.'r, 
Oallopt  the  gaUBBfeliiWilliM* 

Heavy  BiigiA,  ^ 


Cradi'd  Ukn  «  hBntonai  1 

Broke  thrt^  the  maaa  from  below, 
Drove  thro'  the  midat  of  the  foe. 
Plunged  up  and  down,  to  and  fn. 
Rode  Oaahing  blow  upon  blow. 
Brave  InniakUlena  and  Greya 
Whirling  their   nbns  In  circles  ( 

light  1 
And  some  of  tia,  all  In  amaze, 
Who  were  held  for  a  while  from  tl 

flgbt. 


Folded  its  wlnga  from  the  left  and  tl 

right, 
And  rall'd  them  around  like  a  cloud. ' 
O,  mad  for  the  charge  and  the  bnti 

When  our  own  good  redcoata  ni 

from  siriit. 
Like  drops  of  Uood  in  a  dark-gray  le 
And  we  tum'd  to  eadi  other,  whispt 

ing,  all  dismay 'd. 
'  Lost  are  the  gallant  three  hundced  1 

ScarletTa  Brigade  I' 


'  Lest  one  and  all'  were  the  woids 
Mutter'd  in  onr  dismay  ; 
But  they  rode  like  vicjtns  and  lords 
Thro'  the  forest  of  lancea  and  swoidi 
In  the  heart  of  the  Rnaeian  hordes, 
They  rode,  or  they  stood  at  bay 
Struck  wi^  the  awoid-hand  and  sle* 


■»•--, 

^^^M'''^ 


.uLiiuitli  till' IirMIr  fiiirxl  .It 
i-f.'-  rr.>tiiilii'Miil<ll<'i,ii,l  I 
>lTf<-t  tlirf  iiiili"  rr.iy- 
n^A  lik*-ii«iiini)<irMiiiii>llil 
•>  WHV.. flint  oriiiv 'lav  : 
l:  .<iiM«-rilvsl).«-kii|»>ii -.))>- 
a.-L-T<lt)l(!lmissrr..iii  .uti, 
A.  it  thuiMlli^.-■^^:lv. 
-r.iuriiH-ii  l:!i11<'I>I  ii[>'  »i:li 

:ill.l».t I. 

r'li)i.-f"'Nian  *nT^,:\.  :iti-l 

nii-l  n-i  1 .1 
I'  1l>.'  hill.  ii|<  til.'  I.ill.  ii|> 

<-iii  .>r  iIk'  th'M. 
:.l..r.rtl,.'  !.r..«  luul  !.»  n 


Those  eyes  tht-  blue  to  iliir. 
Yoinvronffme,  pusisicinalvlutli'frim 
I  wouMtbu  wan  sliould  cease. 


oki. 

...  I'-tniin  Uw  Towi-rs 

Prom  wnr  witb  kinill}'  link*  al  gold, 

Or  Lovo  with  wrmllw  of  11owi>r8. 
tiliiv,  Teutuu.  Kdt.  I  wimt  Uiom  all 

TAy  (ricnfls  nod  bn>Uiirr  soiiU, 
WItb  nil  till-  iHToplna,  gnM  fuiil  small, 

Thttt  wbt-i-l  twtwwn  Uie  jiok-s. 
Bill  bIdcl-  iitir  nuirUil  sliadaw,  III. 

To  waste  tbla  cailh  btgiui  — 
Pc^rdinuce  from  Knue  abuM  uf  Will 

In  worUta  before  tbr  nuw 
lurolviDKoors— tai>  noeds  must  flght 

To  make  Irue  powe  bis  own. 
Ho   needs  niiist   coiiitiiil   migiit   nilh 

Or  HigDt  W(irl<l  nilo  alntin: 
And  wbo  loTi-s  war  for  war's  own  eake 

la  fool,  or  croKul,  or  worst- ; 
But  {at  the  patriot-soldier  take 

His  weed  ot  tamu  in  verse ; 
Nay — tho'  that  realm   were  in  the 

Pot  which  ber  warriors  bleeJ, 
It  Mill  WW*  right  to  LTdwu  with  soug 

The  warrior'B  noble  docd  — 
A  crown  the  Singer  hopes  mnj  last. 

For  eo  the  d'td  endures : 
But  Song  will  vanish  in  the  Vast  ; 

And  that  lurge  piirase  of  j'ours 
*  A  star  ami.<nK  the  stars.'  in;  diur, 

1b  cirlish  talk  at  best : 
For  dare  we  dally  with  the  sphere 

As  he  did  half  in  Imt. 
Old  Horace  T     '  I  will  strike.'  add  he. 

'The  stars  with  lasad  sublime.' 
But  w^ree  could  see,  ss  now  we  sec. 

The  man  in  space  and  time. 
So  drew  perchance  a  happier  lot 

Than  ours,  wbo  rhyme  to-day. 
The  fires  that  arch  this  dusky  <ioi  ~ 

Yon  niTriiid  worldud  way  — 
The  vast 'suu -clusters'  pilhi'r'd  blaxc. 

World -isles  in  lom'ly  skies. 
Whola    heavens    wiUiin   themselves. 

Our  brief  taumuiitics. 


All.!  «jd™-s  KmIIi;  f.wH-HiuTS 
Tho'  carvtd  ia  h^irder  sLuiie  — 

The  falling  drop  will  makt'  EiU  i 
As  mortal  aa  my  own. 


Let  tt  live  then —ay.  UU  wl 
Eanli  paMTO,  aU  b  lost 
In    what  they    prophen-,    our 

t^uu-Hauie  or  luiiileas  fiuel, 
AdJ  di-nl  and  »mg  altkr  are  nrr 

Away,  and  all  in  vain 
Ah  fur  aa  imui  can  oue,  elo-pl 

The  man  himself  remain  ; 
And  tlio'.  In  this  lena  a^r'  f<vlar 

Too  oiauy  a  voice  may  tiy 
Tbsl  man  can  Iwve  no  after-mo) 

Not  yet  of  Ihoae  am  I. 
The  mun  rcmniiin.  and  whatww'i 

He  wroiisht  of  s:<»a  or  brave 
Will  mould  hira  thro'  the  cycle-; 

1*tmt  dawns  behind  the  gntve. 


And  here  the  Singer  for  his  art 
Not  all  in  vwn  way  pleail 

•The  Bong  thai  nerves  a  ualion'i 
Is  in  Itself  a  deed.' 


WRITTES  AT  THE  SEQl'Ef 
TUB  MANTPANS  FOR  THK 
TEESTH  CENTENAUY  OF 
UIL'S  HEATH 


ItoMAH  VmoiL,  thou  that  sinp 
Uion's  lofty  temples  robed  i 

Dion  falling,  ifome  arising, 
wan.  and  filial  faith,  and 


Landscape- lover,  lord  of  lan^if 
more    than    he    that    sad 
■  Works  and  Days,' 

All  tlte  cho«en  coin  of  fancy 
Ihubing  out  from  many  a 
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in 
U  singest  wheat  and  wood- 
id. 

and  vineyard,  hive  and  horse 
d  herd ; 

harm  of  all  the  Muses 
1  flowering  in  a  lonely  word  ; 

IV 

he  happy  Titynis 

ig    undemeaUi    his  beech  en 

wers; 

he  poet-satyr 

01     the    laughing    shepherd 

und  with  flowers ; 


[>f  the  Pollio,  glorying 
e  blissful  years  again  to  be, 
( r>f  the  snakeless  meadow, 
t>orious  earth  and  oarless  sea ; 

VI 

it  Boost  Universal 

iri'  ujov<'<l  bv  Universal  Mind  ; 

jostir  in  thy  siulm-ss 

10  doubtful  doom  of  hunmn 

id; 

vir 

lonff  the  vanish'd  ages ; 
that  gildfst  yet  this  phantom 
}Tv  ; 

ranch  amid  the  shadows, 
4  and  realms  that  puss  to  risi' 
more ; 

vm 

Fonim  roars  no  lonircr, 
aeverypuri)leUats;irs(lonie  — 
le  o<.i*an-roll  of  rhvtlim 
d  forever  of  ImiH-Tiiil  Uonii — 

IX 

Rome  of  slaves  hath  |)<ri^ir«l. 

tho  Home  of   fn*«'inrii  h<»l«l^ 

r  place. 

ut  tlK»  Northern  Nl.irul 

«'r'd  once  from  all  t)i<-  Innnan 

X 

hee,  Mantovano, 

ut   loved  thee  sinco   my  day 

gan, 

of  tl«*  stateliest  nn-a^un' 

moulded  by  tlie  lips  ut  man. 
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182- 

I 
Dead  t 
And  the  Muses  cried  with  a  stormy 

.Send't^e^nnomorcforevennora 
Let  the  people  die.' 

II 

Dead! 

*l»iihe  then  brought  so  low  ?  * 
And  a  careless  people  flock'd  from  the 
fields 

With-  a  purse  to  pay  for  the  sliow. 

Ill 

Dead,  who  had  servetl  his  time, 

"Was  one  of  th<?  iwople's  kings. 
Had  lal)or*d  in   lifting  them  (mt  of 
slime, 
And    showing    them,   souls    have 
wings  ! 

IV 

Dumb  on  tho  wintor  hoath  ho  lay. 

His  friends  had  stript  him  ban*. 
An<l  roU'd  his  nakodno>s  ovory  way 

That  all  tho  crowd  might  sfaro. 

V 

A  storm -worn  signpost  not  to  bo  roa<l 
And  a  tro«?  with  a  mouKh'r'd  n<'st 

On   its    barkloss    bonos.    st<MHl    stark 
by  tho  (U'ud  ; 
And  behind  him,  low  in  tho  W«*st, 

VI 

With  shiftintr  ladthTS  of  shadow  and 
liirht. 

And  bliirr'd  in  color  and  f<jrm. 
Tho  sunhiiMi:  ovrr  tin*  ;;at<'s  of  iii::l:t 

And  irlaritl  at  a  <ornini:  >*i<>rni. 

VII 

TIk'Ii  L'lidid  a  vnltur«>ii».  b«ld;t!n  fm  tl. 

That  «»ii  dinid)  •!«  :ith  had  lhii\«  11  ; 
Tin  y  <;ill'd  h«T  "  II«  \  I  rriu  «  ■  h«  n-  upon 
tarth. 
And  'Tin   ('uTNi-  ..f  th«'  rn>]ih«  t  '  ii» 
ln'aN  <  II. 

VIM 

She  kiH-lt  -       Wr  uor>hiphim'  —  all 
but  w«pt  — 
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■  So  great,  so    iblf ,  whs  be  ! " 
Slie  cli^ar'tl  Lit    Jglil,  8li^  tirose,  si: 

The  dust  n[  euiU  (ram  hn  knee. 


atl  for  he  ^pokc  ntui  tlic  p(M>plB 

And   his  t-Ioquyuoe  cauglil  like   a 

From  zone  to  itone  of  the  world,  till 
his  morJ 
Had  won  him  n  no)ilc  immr. 


'  Nnblc  I  hi!  sung,  luiil  the  sweet  soiioil 

1'hru'  paliid<  Am)  («tlAgc  diior. 
F(ir  be  Unii'Ji'd  »□  Uio  whoh-  awl  planet 
ot  mtu). 
The  kluga  and  the  rich  and  th»  pcrar ; 


But  Ghe  —  she  puah'd  them 
'  Tbo'  a.  nanie  luay  last  (ui  m  t 

Yet  B  truth  19  a  tnith,'  ehe  < 

Am!  she  that  had  hauntn!  I 

way  still, 

Jlad  often  truckled  am)  cn« 

Wlwn  he  roee  iu  hi^wralli, 

yi  el  lied  her  will 

To  the  maalcr,  as  ovcrpowr 


She    turn  hied    bia    helpless 

'Small  blemish  upon  the  sk 
Bill   I   think  we   know  what 
without 
Is  olteu  as  foul  wiUuB.' 


But  a.  sun  coming  tip  in  hi«  }rmith  1 
Great  and  noble — O,  yes  —  but  yet- 
For  man  is  a  lover  of  truth, 


Hhc  cnmc-h'd,  she  tore  him  pi 

And  out  of  his  bod;  slie  dn 
The  red  'blood -eagle' '  of  li 

She  held  them  up  to  the  Ti( 


'  And  bound  to  follow,  wherever  she 


Or  the  foulest  sewer  ot  the  t( 


She  gabbled, 

And  1.11  the  people  wep 
See.  what  »  little  heart'  s 
■  And  the  liver  is  balf-dia 


she   groped 
pie 


She  tore  the  prophet  after  del 


Was  lie  uohlrcr-fashioird  than  other 
men? 
Shall  we  sec  t<i  it,  I  and  yoti  1 


EARLY  SPRING 


Were  it  but  for  a  wart  or  a  mol( 
nis  wife  and  his  child  stood  by  hiiu  in 


(>(JCK  more  the  Heavenly  P 

Afahes  all  things  new. 
And  domes  the  red-plon'd  1 

With  loving-  blue ; 
The  blackbirds  have  their  i 

Tiie  throstles  loo. 
1  Old  VihrnK  term  for  lDn|^,  li 

whrn  torn  b.v  The  a "  "' 

of  tbe  conquertd. 
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n 

PREFATORY  POEM  TO  MY 

in  heaven ; 

BROTHER'S  SONNETS 

of  glass 

Ider  falls 
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g  grass, 

mountain-walls 

I 

lelspass. 

Mtdkioht — in  no  midsummer  tune 

The  breakers  lash  the  shores ; 

Ill 

The  cuckoo  of  a  Joyless  June 
Is  calling  out  of  doors. 

fleets  the  shower, 

the  buds, 

e  level  lands, 

And  thou  hast  vanished  from  thine  own 

he  floods: 

To  that  which  looks  like  rest, 

from  their  hands 

True  brother,  only  to  be  known 

*  the  woods. 

By  those  who  love  thee  best. 

IV 

ith  living  airs 

II 

Midnight —  and  ioyless  June  gone  by, 
And  from  the  deluged  park 

'  fann'd. 

>m  where  the  deep, 

The  cuckoo  of  a  worse  July 

he  sand, 

Is  calling  thro'  the  dark ; 

in  his  sleep. 

he  land. 

But  thou  art  silent  underground. 

And  o'er  thee  streams  the  rain. 

v 

True  poet,  surelv  to  be  found 
When  Truth  is  found  again. 

iping  blood, 

's  lure  I 

down  and  up 

HI 

ure, 

And,  now  to  these  unsummer'd  skies 

crociLs  cup, 

The  summer  bird  is  still. 

irops,  pure ! 

Far  off  a  phantom  cuckoo  cric»s 

VI 

From  out  a  phantom  hill ; 

glimpse  and  fade 

And  thro'  this  midnight  breaks  the  sun 

•  slight  8p<*11. 

Of  sixty  years  away. 

n  yonder  vale, 

The  light  of  days  when  life  begun, 

lue  fell. 

The  days  that  seem  to-day, 

lies,  how  frail, 

od  smell ! 

AVhen  all  my  griefs  were  shared  with 

VII 

luckled  note, 
kling  binl. 
icies  range, 
ly  stirr'd, 
mIs  of  change 
I  to  word. 

VIII 

Heavenly  Power 

things  new, 

le  cold,  and  fills 

•  with  dew ; 

dshave  tlieir  wills, 

tea 


thee. 

As  all  my  hopes  wen*  thine  — 
As  all  thou  wert  was  one  witli  me, 
Mav  all  thou  art  be  mine  I 


•FKATEH  AVE   ATQUE   VALK 

How  ns  out  from  Dem-nzaiio,  to  v«>u! 

Sinuioiie  row ! 
80  they  row'd,  and  thrn*  we  landttl  -  - 

*  0  venustJi  Sinnio  I* 
There  to   me   thro'  all   tin*  proves  of 

olive  in  the  summer  glow, 
Then*  iM'neath  tlir  Uomaii  ruin  where 

the  piiq)le  flowers  grow. 


a  Ihat  'Ave  atque  Vale'  of   llie 

Port's  hopeless  woo, 
Tenderest  of   Koman   iioeta  ninetten 

hundred  ycBn*  ago. 
'Prater    Ave    atque    vale" — Bs  we 

wiuidtT'd  to  and  fro 
Gating  Ett  the  Lydiiui  laugliter  (if  the 

Oitrda  Lake  below 
Sweet  CatulIuB'i  all-but  island,  olivfv 

ailveiy  Sirmio  1 


HELEN-B  TOWETl 


IIki.kk's  Towbh,  hdro  I  slutid, 
Dominant  met  am  and  lanil 
Son'B  love  built  mn.  and  I  bold 
Hotber's  love  in  letter'd  gold. 
Love  la  in  and  out  of  time, 
1  am  mortjil  stoui;  imd  lime. 
Would  my  granite  girlli  wcrp  strong 
As  either  love,  to  last  aa  longt 
I  sliould  wear  my  crown  entire 
To  ftod  from  the  Doomsday  Are, 
Aud  be  ffnmd  of  nn^-1  eyes 
In  earth's  recurring  Parailise. 


IN  WESTMINBTKIt  ABBBT 

Tiiou    third    grciit    Canntug,    stand 
among  our  best 
And  noblest,   now  thf  long  day's 
worli  hath  ceaaed. 
Here  Hilcnt  fn  our   Minster   of   the 
West 
Who  wcrt  the  voice  of  England  in 
the  East. 


(VAnRiHK  of  God,  man's  friend,  and 
tyrant's  foe. 
Now   somewhere  dead    fur   in 

waste  Soudan, 


Thou  livcst  in  all  farait^l 
This  curti)  lius  never  h 


EPITAPH  ON  C^ 

IN    BT.    MARQARET'e.   » 

Fiat  Lvz  {hli  m 

Tuv  prayer  wn«  '  lJght-~ 

—  while  Time  elMQ 

Thou   saweal   »  e\oT  i| 


But  not  the  siiadovra 


■i 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  i 

O  Patriot  Statesman,  be 

The  limits  of  resistaace,  and 
Dctermiuiag  coQCCSsiuo:  n 
Not  only  to  aligbt  pnlae 

And  be  tby  heart  a  foKrtw  I 
The  day  against  the  mtmie 

year 
Against  the  day ;  Oty  vdr 


And  faction,  and  thy  vUL 

This  ever-changing  world 

stance. 
In  chaugin^,  chimb  wiih  c 

gingXn'ff. 

iiajhds  all  Bor 

FiKST  pledge  our  Qurrn  I 

Then  drink  to  Engtand.  r' 
That  man  's  the  bctt  Own 

Who  loves  bia  native  ton 
Mav  freedom's  oak  forrra 

Willi  stronger  lif«  troni 

1  Writleo  aftFr  ttw  QoMa't 
atiMiination,  188:1. 
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n  '8  the  true  Conservative 

lops    the   moulder'd    branch 

vay. 

Hands  all  round  I 

tie  traitor's  hope  confound  I 

i^rat  cause  of  Freedom  drink, 

y  friends, 

the  i^rcat  name  of  England, 

»uiid  and  round. 

IV  loyal  hearts  who  long 

i*p  our  Englinh  Empire  whole ! 

11  r  noble  sons,  the  strong 

'Ingland  of  the  Southern  Pole ! 

and  under  Indian  skies, 

yee  dark  millions  of  her  realm  ! 

da  whom  we  love  and  prize, 

>ver  statesman  hold  the  helm. 

HaiHis  all  round  I 

IV  traitors  hope  ronfoimd! 

3Teat  name  of  England  drink, 

y  friends, 

ill  her  glorious  empire,  round 

id  round. 

ir  st'itc'smcn  so  thoy  be 
widiTS  of  till'  hmd's  drsin* ! 
r»ur  Hrmsfs,  nmv  ihrv  si'c 
d  th<*  l)oro\jgh  and  the  sliire  ! 
1  wherever  ship  couM  sjiil, 
uiidrd  niuiiv  a  iiiiglity  state  : 
d  our  greatness  may  not  full 
craven  fears  of  U'ing  great  I 
Han<i8  all  round  ! 
le  traitor's  hope  eon f (Mind  I 
rn*at  t-auseof  Freeiloni  <Irink, 
y  frieiKls, 

.he   great  name  of   England, 
und  and  round. 


FREEDOM 


so  fair  in  summers  ir«>ne, 
vet     tliv    fresh    and    virLnn 

I  the  pillar'd  Part  lien.  »n, 
tittering  Capitol ; 

II 

n  southern  sun-^hine  Tt.ttli'i!. 
■arre  of  sueh  ma  jest  ir  mi.  n 
with  fori'head  vap'»r  «-\s:i'li.   i 
idows  ever  green ; 


III 

For  thou — when  Athens  reign'd  and 
Rome, 
Thy  glorious  eyes  weredimm'd  with 
pain 
To  mark  in  many  a  freeman*8  home 
The  slave,  the  scourge,  the  cliain  : 

IV 

0  follower  of  the  Vision,  still 

In  motion  to  the  dist^int  gleam, 

1  low  e'er    blind    force    and    brainlosL 

will 
May  jar  thy  golden  dream 


Of    Knowledge    fusing    class    with 
class. 

Of  civic  IlaU*  no  more  to  be. 
Of  I^ve  to. leaven  all  the  mass, 

Till  every  soul  be  free; 

VI 

Who  yet,   like  Nature,   wouldst  not 
mar 

By  elianges  all  t4">o  llerre  and  fast 
This  onler  of  lier  Human  Star, 

This  heritag<^  of  the  past ; 

vn 

0  seorner  of  the  party  ctv 

That  wanders  from  the  puMie  «:<mhI, 
Thou  —  when  the  nations  n*ar  <tn 
high 

Their  idol  smear'd  with  1>1<hm1, 

VIII 

And  when  they  roll  their  id<>l  d.»wn  — 
Of  waller  wikr'^hip  sanely  prou<l ; 

TInMi  l«»atlier  <»t'  tiie  la\N  leN«s  < mw  n 
As  of  tin-  law  levs  en»\\»l ; 

Mow  Inni:  thini"  ev«T  LT<»NNiiii:  iniii'I 
Math    Milld    ihi-    Ma^f    aii-l    '^tn-xM 
the  \s  :i\  •'. 

Th' >'  «.! iiin-  (if  l.i!«-  \N  ii'il'l  r.ii-«'-  .1  \N  iii'l 
'I'm  -ill::  tie  !■  I' »  l!i\    iTiv  i-, 


\I<Ii  jiiijil  ;r.'ii'i-^f   .jH   !'i|  Ml'-  "t"  Ji'«\\  rr      ■ 
I    'I  t  lirili^li  il        lir..\\«.         !•  !li[t<  ■,!  \itMi«; 

r,  \  I"  I  •  1M  >    ill  flii'i .'-   ill    111  limir     ■ 
1*1. i^-  mmlli-^  .umI  iron  liinjs! 
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r  frieDdlifr 


Old   poeU   fostet'd 

Old  Virgil  who  would   write  teu 

\lat-B.  thtv  s&j. 
At  dnwi).  and  lavish  alt  the  golden 

To  miitw  tbcm  we&ltbivr  in  bis  reftdecV 

And  ymi,  oiil  popular  Horace,  jou 
the  wise 
Adviaer  of  tJ»p  niue-yearB-pondCT'd 

K.4nd  yon.  that  wear  a  wreath  of 

uUus,  whose  dead  mngBter  never 

If,  glancing  downwsid  on  the  kindly 
sphere 
Tbat  once  had  roll'd  you  round  and 
round  the  »ud. 
You  see  your  Art  still  ahriiicd  in  hu- 
man shelves. 
You  should  be  jubilant  t  hut  you  ftour- 
isli'd  here 
Before   the   LoTe   of   Letters,  over- 


Two  Suns  of  Love  make  day  of  hu. 


ViKTe  utter  durknesa — oik,  tl 

of  dawn 
That    briKbteus     limt   the  I 

And   warms    the    cliild'a  t/m 

world — and  one 
The  later-risiui;  Run  of  kmoi 
Whicli  from  her  houtttMM  orM 

the  cbild  ii 

To  move  fu  other  sphcnK.    1 

ther  weeps  i 

At   that  whiUt   funeni  Vt  Ot 

life.  I 

Her  luaidcn  dauglitn's  mtnM 

bor  t««r8  2 

Are  halt  of  uleaaurr.   half  of 

ibi!  child  I 

Is  bnppT  —  even  in  Irttving^  il 

True    daughter,    wboac    allf 

filial  eyes 
Hare  seen   the  loneliness  of 

th  roues. 
Wilt  ueiclier  quit  llic  widow  d 

This  later  light  of  Love  have 

But  moving  thro'  the  Mother': 

between 
Tbe  two  that  lore  thee,  lead  ■  i 

life, 
Sway'd  by  each  Love,  and  awa 

each  Love, 
Like  some  conjectured  piaoel 

heaven 
Between  two  suna,  and  dnwii^ 

from  bolh 
The  light  and  genial  warmth  ol 


EY   HALL  5IXTY   YEARS   AFTER, 

^T0  MY  WIFE 
MA 


9011 1  half  tlic  mor 
ced  Ihvat!  siitidy  Cn 
he  Itolluw  riilgvB  I 
atumcts. 


T  suit  w«8  blasted  — 
iltleM,  tliG  divine  : 
boyish  Imbbli;  —  tliia 
f  yours  with  mine, 

en  bahblfd  doubtless 

Qurolil  EnglBiid  may 
i  babble  at  IiiNt. 


JflUd  for  a  wenlthicr  I  wcnltlilcrT  yot 

pnrhnriii  shu  viae  uot  wise : 
I  remi'inbor  how  you  litas'd  tho  minln- 
liiig  ture  tvlth  iLoac  swcirt  eyes, 

lall  Uu-.K  bangs  a  pninlJng — 
ITuy's  arms  about  my  neck  — 
Happy  i;Iifldren  in  a  sunbeom  ritUng 
111  ihc  rllis  of  wreck. 

In  my  life  thei^  was  a  picture,  du 
that  claep'd  uiy  neck  had  fluwa  i 
.3  left  within  the  shadow  sitting 
oil  ibo  wreck  al<inc. 


Amy  loved  me,  Amy  faiVd  mo,  Amy 
was  a  llmid  dilld  : 

IJiit  your  .ludith  — liut  your  world- 
ling—  a/iehaii  never  driven  ine 
wild.  u 
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She  that  finds  a  winter  sunset  fairer 
tlian  a  mom  of  spring. 

She  that  in  her  heart  is  brooding  on 
his  briefer  lease  of  life, 

While  she  vows  'till  death  ahall  part 
us,'  she  the  would-be-widow 
wife. 

dhe  the  worldling  bom  of  worldlings— 
father,  mother — be  content. 

Even  the  homely  farm  can  teach  us 
there  is  something  in  descent 

Yonder  in  that  chapel,  slowly  sinking 

now  into  the  ground. 
Lies  the  warrior,  my  forefikther,  with 

his  feet  upon  the  hound. 

Crossed !  for  once  he  sail*d  the  sea  to 
crush  the  Moslem  in  his  pride ; 

Dead  tlie  warrior,  dead  liis  glory,  dead 
the  cause  iu  wliidi  he  diwl.      30 

Yet  how  often  I  aud  Amy  id  the 
mouldering  aisle  have  stood, 

Gazing  for  one  jtensive  moni(?nt  on 
that  founder  of  our  blood. 

There  again  I  stood  to-day,  and  where 
of  old  we  knelt  in  prayer, 

Close  beneath  the  easement  erinison 
with  the  shield  of  Loeksley  — 
there, 

All  in  white  Italian  marble,  looking 

still  as  if  she  smiled. 
Lies  my  Amy  dead  in  childbirth,  dead 

the  mother,  dea'd  the  child. 

Dead — and  sixty  years  ago,  and  d(*ad 
her  aged  husband  now  — 

I,  this  old  white-head(td  dreamer, 
.  stoopt  and  kissed  her  marble 
brow. 

Gone  the  rires  of  youth,  the  follies. 

furies,  curses,  pas-sionatc  tears, 
Gone  like  fires  and  Hoods  and  earth- 

(luakcs  of  the  planet's  dawning 

years.  40 

^^ins  tliat  shook  me  once,  but  now  to 
silent  .ishos  fallen  away. 

i^old  ujx.ri  Ml.'  di-ad  volcano  sleeps  tlie 
gleam  of  dying  day. 


Gone  the  tyrant  of  my  ] 
mute  oelow  the  chss 

All  hhi  virtues — I  foi^v 
Uack  in  white  abofe 

Gone  the  comrades  of  m} 
some  in  fight  againit 

Some  thro'  age  and  skm 
gone  as  all  on  earth  1 

Gone  with  whom  for  fortj 
life  in  golden  sequen 

She  with  all  Uie  charm  of  n 
with  all  the  breadth  I 

Strong  in  wlU  and  rid  I 
Edith,  yet  lo  lofi^-f 

Woman  to  her  inmcat  hwl 
man  to  her  tender  IM 


Very  woman  of  very 

ailing  body  and  mlad 

She  tlmt  linkld  again  the  Iff 
that  bound  me  to  nj 

Here  to  day  was  Amy  with 
I  wunder'd  down  the 

Near  us  Editirs  holy  shadop 
at  the  slighter  ghoiL 

Gone  our  sailor  son  thy  fadM 
early  l<>st  at  sea; 

Thou  alone,  my  boy,  of  J 
and  miue  art  left  toi 

Gone  thy  tender-natmd 
wearying  to  be  lefts 

Pining  for  1  lie  strongt-r  hrtw 
had  beat  In^sidt*  btri 

Truth,  for  truth  is  truTb.  1:. 

being  trur  a-^  hv  wa.-* 
G(K)d,    for     giHMl    is    '2^^' 

low'd,  VL't  he  lo*.«kd 

grave, 

Wiser  tlieit?  than  you,  tKi 
barren  Death  asV'p' 

Drem  this  over  tni::ic  ilnii 
curtain  is  tin-  piiii: 

Beautiful  was  death  in 
wiw  the  death,  bi. 
deck. 

Saving  women  and  tht  ir 
sinking  with  the  sinl 
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De  for  ever  I  Ever  T  no—  for  aince 

our  dying  race  began, 
er,  BTer,  ana  fur  ever  was  the  lenij- 

ing  light  of  DUUL 

lOK  that  in  barbarian  burials  klU'd 
the  slave,  and  slew  the  witu 

It  within  tbcmKlvea  the  ttacred  pas- 
•Ion  of  the  second  life. 

lUanwarriondrramof  ampler  hunt- 
iDK  ETOtiiiila  beyond  the  niglit ; 

ren  tbt-t>TackAiiHtr^ianilyingliop(» 
be  Bball  return,  a  whtk).  ;<> 
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•  Forward '  rang  the  voices  then,  and 
of  the  many  mine  wag  one. 

U-t  us  huab  this  i  rv  (if  '  Forward '  till 
ten  IhousaiiJ  years  have  gone. 

Far  aniDnp  the  yanlsb'il  ract-s.  old  Aa- 
synuu  kitif;s  woiiiil  llay 

Cupttvi-8  whom  they  cuuglit  in  battle 
—  IroQ-hearted  victors  they,    to 

Ages  after,  white  in  Asia,  be  that  led 

the  wild  Motrols, 
TiniiirbiiiltliisghiiBtly  tower  of  eighty 

thtiuaaiid  huinun  slinlls; 


■uth  for  tnilh.  and  (t"nd  f"r  Koiil 
The  gooA.  the  true,  the  pure 
Ibp  Jiut  — 

ike  the  charm 
and  they 

me  the  cry  of  ■  Forwanl.  F 

hxt  wilhiu  n  k 
HI,  <*  only  heiiril 

the  Hilence  of  a  Iciuili. 

ilf  the  marvcln  of  my  ninriituv, 
utnphs  over  lime  iiml  s|>iiri'. 

kled  by  freqtieiice.  shrunk  by  ns 
iido  commonest  commoiipbi 
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Hope  was  e*«r  on    her    mountttia. 

watching  till  tbc  day  begun  — 
Crown'd  wilJi  BunUglit  —  over  dazk- 

aeM  —  frou    Uio  atill    uuriaeu 


Hare  we  grown  at  Ifwt  beyond  Uic 
pBSdonH  of  the  primft]  dan  T 

'Kill  your  enunij,  for  yuu  hate  lilm,' 
Btill,  '  your  enemy '  was  a  man. 

Bare  we  suok  below  th<Mii  ?  i>»isant8 
maim  Uic  bel  pleas  borse.  and 

Innooent  cattle  under  thatcli,  anil  bun 
the  kindlier  brutes  alive. 


Brutes,    the    brutes   . 

wroogerg  —  burnt  a1 


not    your 
t  midnigbt, 
tountfatmom. 
Twisted  honl   in   mortal  agony  with 
their  oCsprlng.  bom-unborn, 


He  that  in  his  Catholic  wholeness  used 
lo  call  the  very  flowers 

Sisters,  brothers  —  and  the  besata  — 
whose  pains  arc  hardly  leas  than 

Chaos,  Cosmos  I  Cosmos.  Chaos!  who 
can  tell  how  all  will  end  ! 

Head  the  wide  world's  annals,  you, 
and  lake  their  wisdom  for  your 
friend. 

Hope  the  best,  but  hold  the  Present 
fatal  daughter  of  the  Past. 

Bhape  your  heart  to  front  the  hour, 
but  dream  not  that  the  hour 
will  last. 

Ay,  if  dynamite  and  revolver  leave 
you  courage  to  Ix'  wise  — 

VThen  was  age  so  ciamm'd  with  men- 
ace f  madness  f  written,  spoken 
lieaj 


J^nvy  wears  Uie  mask  of  Lore,  u<L 
laughing  sober  CaLl  tu  sixm. 

Cries  lo  wcshettt  as  to  Biroogesi.  '  Tt 
are  equals,  cqual-boriL'        » 

Equal  bom  1  O.  yes,  if  yooda-liill  M 

level  with  the  fiat. 
Charm  us,  orator,  till  tlia  lion  Irak  ni 

larger  than  tlie  cai. 

Till  the  cat  thro'  that  mirage  ol  ortr- 
hcatcd  JaoKuafe  loom 

Larger  than  the  Uoo,  ~  nc-nm  end  bb 
working  ila  own  dooOL 

Ruw  bursts  our  Indian  barrier.  ibiU 
wp  fight  bcrf  sliall  wr  yield! 

Psui  before  you  Bound  the  Iranipa, 
liMU-  iLe  voices  ftom  Uip  fidil. 

three  buidred  millions  a^tt 
;>erial  soeptrri  no 
I  them?  shall  i 

them  i  take  Ibc  suffrage  of  iti< 

plow. 

Nay,  but  these  would  feel  and  follow 
Truth  If  only  you  and  you. 

Rivals  of  realm-ruining  party,  whet 
you  speak  were  wholly  true,  n 

Plowmen,  ahepberds,  hare  I  found 
and  more  thao  once,  and  siil 
could  And, 

Sons  of  God,  and  kings  of  men  in  utte 
nobleness  of  mind. 

Truthful,  trustful,  looking  upwaid  fc 
the  practised  bustinga-liar ; 

80  the  bigner  wieWs  the  lower,  whil 
the  lower  is  the  higher. 

Here  and  there  a  cotter's  babe  is  royal 
bom  by  right  divine  ; 

Here  and  there  my  loid  Is  lower  tbsi 
his  oxen  or  his  swine. 

Chaos,  Cosmos  I  Cosmos,  Chaos!  ono 


ing  while  they  shout  ber  name 

Step  by  step  we  galn'd  a  frcedon 
known  to  Europe,  known  to  all 

Step  by  step  we  rooe  to  gicatness,  - 
thrtf  the  tonguesters  we  ma' 
tall  >} 


4iS( 
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tu  that  woo  the  Voices  —  U»U  them 
'  old  ex|>crience  is  a  fool.' 

ach  your  tlatter'd  kings  that  only 
those  who  cannot  read  can  rule. 

ii'k  the  mighty  from  their  seat,  but 
set  no  meek  ones  in  their  i)luce  -. 

llory  Wisdom  in  your  markets,  pelt 
your  offal  at  her  face. 

imhle  Nature  heel  o*er  heail,  and, 
yelling  with  the  yelling  street. 

t  the  f('<'t  alK>ve  the  brain  and  swear 
the  brain  is  in  the  feet. 

ing  the  old  dark  ages  back  without 
the  faith,  without  the  hope, 

etk  the  8tat(\  the  Church,  the 
Throne,  and  /oil  their  ruins 
down  the  slope. 

ithors  —  essayist,  atheist,  novcli.st, 
realist,  rhymester,  play  your 
part. 

int  the  mortal  shame  of  nature  with 
the  living  hues  of  art  140 

p  yt»ur  brothers*  vict'S  open,  strip 
your  own  foul  pjissions  hare? : 

»wn  with  lleticivice,  down  witli 
Itfrvi-reuce  —  forward  —  naki'd 
—  Irt  them  stare. 

m1  the  budding  rosi;  of  l)oyh(HNi  witli 
th<'  drainage  of  your  S4'\vrr  ; 

Q<i  the  drain  into  tlu'  fountain.  lest 
the  stream  should  issue  pure. 

t  thf  maiden  fancies  wallowing  in 
the  troughs  of  Zolaisrii,  — 

rwanl.  forward,  ay,  and  l)a<'kwanl.  , 
downwani  t(N)  into  the  aby>iii! 

•  your  bt^t  to  eharm  thr  wor^r.  to 
lowiT  the  rising  nicr  of  iihmi  ; 

.ve  we  ri«c;n  fn>ni  out  tlw  Ina'^t. 
then  back  into  tlic  bra^t  aLraiii  / 

ily  Must  t4)dust'  for  MM' that  >i<  km 

at  your  lawb-ss  <liii, 
lit  in  wholf'sonu'  ol<i  world  ilM'^t  li« 

fore  the  newtT  worlil  Im  L'in.    n  . 

mUtl  am  I?  you ---you    wninlir 
well,    it  scarce   beeonics   niinc 


Patience  !  let  the  dying  actor  mouth 
his  last  ui>on  the  stage. 

Cries  of  unprogressive  dotage  ere  tlic 

dotanl  fall  askrpY 
Noises  of  a  current  narrowing,  not  the 

music  of  a  deep  t 

Ay,  for  doubtless  I  am  old,  and  think 
gray  thoughts,  for  I  am  gniy  ; 

After  all  the  stonny  ehanires  shall  wc 
tiud  a  changeless  May  ? 

After  madnt^ss,  after  nuissacre,  Jaco- 
binism and  Jac<iuerie. 

Some  diviner  force  to  guide  us  thro' 
the  days  I  sluill  not  see  ? 

When  tlie  schemes  and  all  th<*  syKtcm.H, 
kingdoms  and  republirsfall, 

Something  kindli(*r,  higher,  holier  — 
all  for  each  and  each  for  all  1  itn 

All  the  full-bndn.  half  brain  nuu's.  hnl 
by  Justin*,  Love,  and  Truth  : 

All  the  minions  one  at  Icnirth  with  all 
the  visions  of  niv  vouth  Y 

All  disi'ases  qucneliM  by  ScirruT,  nt» 
man  halt,  or  deaf,  or  blind  ; 

Stnmgrr  ever  lK»rn  of  weaker,  lustier 
IxKly,  larger  mind  ? 

Karth  at  last  a  warloss  worhl.  a  sin^Mc 
nice,  a  sin;:lr  tongur  — 

I  have  sorn  her  far  away  -  -  for  is  not 
Karth  as  Vft  >.»  vmuiiltV 

KvtTV  tiirtT  inadn«*ss  inuz/hMl.  cvrrv 

s('r|M'nt  passinn  kill'd. 
KviTV    irrini    raviru*   a    i/ardrn.   <v«tv 

Ma/.inir  th-^rrt  liird, 

Kob(il     ill     universal    h:ir\«'>t    up    t« 

rillnT  \ui]r  shr  Niiiilt  >. 
I'lilvrr- il  •Mi:iii  si»til\  u.-ishiiiLT  all  h<T 

\\  arl«s<,  i«.l«'s.  17c 

Warl'-^V  wIhii  In  r  l«  ii>  iin-  th'»u 
xainU.  and  Ii»t  ili«";^;itpU  mil 
li<»n<.  tlMfi 

All  Imt  InrM-t  all  t-ni  n.irr'iw  whu 
<:iu  lain  \    wai  !•  --  in-ri  V 

Warlrs<*.'  war  Hill  die  n\it  late  then 
\V  ill  it  L'vcr  Y   lau-  v»v  s*v.a\*'. 


Dead  Uw  new  •atrouMn;  calb  ber.  — 
On  this  day  and  at  dib  hour. 

In  IUb  gap  between  the  eandliina, 
wbeDCO  joa  aae  tbe  Lockaler 

Hera  wa  met,  our  latest  meetltig — 


gieeniah  thn/  a  m^  glow, 

Juat  abora  the  gateway  tower,  and 
eTen  where  tou  see  her  dow  — 

Here  we  stood  ana  dacpt  each  other, 
awOTC    the    seeniiag  -  deathleaa 

vow. iId 

Dead,  but  bow  her  liThig  glory  lighta 
the  hall,  the  dune-,  the  grass  1 

Tet  the  moonlight  is  the  Hunlight,  aod 
the  sun  biiD.ielf  nill  pass. 

Veuua  oearher!  smiliQgilownwiinl  nt 
this  i^inlilicr  I'lkrth  of  iiiirs, 

Cluscr  on  thv  sun,  |ht1iiiim  a  worlil  of 
ni-vtr  fudiiig  llowf  rs. 

lleaper,  whom  the  jiiK't  rnll'il  the 
Bringcr     hmue     uf    uU    f:i>iKl 

All  gO(xl  things  lunr  nuivp  in  HiitpiT. 
perfect  peoplf!-,  perfit't  kincs. 

Hrsper — Venus — wen'  we  imtive  to 
that  spli-nihir  or  in  Mars, 

Wc  Hhoiilil  sot'  the  jiUilie  we  "tnwn  in. 
laircst  of  their  eveniujr  slara. 

Could  wo  dream  of  mare  and  eamnKe, 
craft  ami  niaducss.  lust  and 
spite, 

Hoaring  Lontlon.  mvine  Pari)',  in  Hint 
point  nf  peaceful  lightl  ii,^ 

Idlght  wc  nnt  in  c'nncins  hcavenwanl 
on  a  star  w.  silver  fair, 

Yearn,  ntiil  da^p  ihr  liamk  and  iiuir- 
muT.  -Woiilil  to  (iiKl  ilml  we 
were  there 't 


AUfliea 

of  

>baorll]BdttatMM» 


Wdl,  ba 


otfl 
orpaial 


iwmd*: 

Evolution  ever  ""^frhig  after  •!■ 
ideal  good. 


What  annna  ttatHa  Ao«H  bedHi 

oM  tba  Uw  of  aaaed  iow  i 

Inaecta  tt  an  boor,  tbM  toarij-Md 


Wliile  the  silent  hcaTeas  roll,  and  tuD 


is  manless  ai 


1  rorlom. 


Earth  so  huge,  and  yet  so  boumleil  - 
pfxtlsof  wit,  and  plots  of  land - 

.Shallonr  skin  of  gieen  and  aiurc- 
chains  of  mountain,   grniii.i  i 

I.)nly  That  which  made  us  meant  u$  1 
be  mightier  fay  and  by,  > 

Set  the  sphere  of  all  the 'boumlln 
heavens  within  the  human  eri 

:^ent  the  shadow  nf  Himself,  tli 
boundless,  thro'  the  humsii  gou! 

Boundless  inwaid  in  the  atom.  bounC 
lesi  outward  in  the  Whole. 


I?  i*  Lochfiler  Hall,  my  granitmc 
Ill-re  the  liun-giiantiil  jnite. 
to-atght  in   Lochxley  Hall— ti 
morrow  —  you,    you   come    I 


it.  Ulii  forWAnl.  jrim  tliot  nrmcb 
It,  to  ft  wnll  Ui  iriiili  }-oti  J<iy  T 

It  wril  lUt  whii.-  w.'  mni!"  iHtU 

Blofyintt  in  llir  Tinw, 
F  cUMrw  ■■•■k  uiJ  bl.u-k.-»   nniil 


TtiiTi'  t]i«  nuutpr  WTiimpa  bt*  haifjtanl 
•rnip*tr«M  of  hvr  ilally  bnuiil, 

TliKre  A  tinglv  wmJitt  bUIi:  ttolila  tbc 
living  bul  the  dend. 

There  tlit>  sinriiilili-riiur  fliv   uf 
cnwpj  lUTuH  Ihc 


tll«  H 


i.nimi'" 


'^ 


Nnj.    jruur  pardon,  erf  jaar   '  .    . 

wanl.'    yours   w    bopc    umI 

yoiith.  but  I  — 
Klglil;  wlnkn  l>«Tr  Uie  diiK  loo  Ua«  I 

lo  rullow  wtUt  ibc  crj ,      ^^H 


656     LOCKSLEV   HALL  SIXTY   YEARS   AFTER,  ETC. 


Lauf.  iui<l  uld.  and  ptiM  lii»  timr,  and 
passing  now  into  the  nlglil; 

Yta  I  n-oulil  the  rising  nux  wnrc  Imlf 
an  uager  for  tju>  light 

Light  the  fading  gleam  ut  cycn? 
light  tbc  gUmiiivr  of  the  dawn  I 

Aged  eyeanu^bketlio  growing  glim- 
mer for  the  gtcam  nKluIrnwu. 

Far  awuy  beji-nd  her  myriad  comlug 
cluuigixs  cortli  n-Sll  be  >ji 

Something  other  than  the  w  lldcst 
maaern  guess  of  you  and  inc. 

Earth  may  reach  her  enrthly-worsl,  OT 
it  uie  gain  hur  earlluy-bifit. 
B  find  t  -  • 


Fonranl  then,  biit  still  rumember  how 
the  cDtme  of  Time  will  swcrre. 

Crook  nnd  tiiru  upon  itself  in  many  u 
bttckwanl  strenniiiig  curve-. 


Worthier  soul  was  he  tlinn  I  am,  sound 
aud  bonest,  rustic  Squire, 

Kindly  landlord,  boon  compnntoD'^ 
jouthful  je^ousy  la  a  liar,      itn 

Cast  the  poison  from  your  bosnm.  oust 
thu  miidnes8  from  your  braiu. 

Let  the  trampled  serpent  show  you 
that  you    have   not    livfil    in 


Tauthfull  youth  aud  age  an-  scholars 
yet  but  in  tbc  lowtr  BCbool, 

Nor  is  he  the  wisest  man  who  never 
proved  himself  a  fool. 


Poor  old  Heraldry,  poor  old  H 
poor  old  Poetry,  passing^ 

In  the  common  deluge  ilirmtiui 
political  ci 


voiu's  that  Itave  n«d  I 
All  I  loved  an  vanish'd  voir™, 
steps  are  on  the  dead. 

All  the  world  Is  ghost  to  me.  j 
the  phan(4»n  diMppeara. 

Forward  far  and  far  from  htTi 
the  hope  of  eighty  ye'ors. 


In  iitii  hostol  — I  n 

it  o'er  his  grave — 
Liko  a  flown  —by  cliance  he  n 

—  I  rtfuaed  Ihe  hami  lie 

From  that  casement  where  the 
mantles    all    the    moul 

I  was  then  in  early  boyhood. 


ly  boyb 


While  1  sheltcr'd  in  this  arcbna 
a  day  of  driving  showers 

Poept  the  winsome  face  of  Kdi 
a  tiower  among  the  flowe 

Here  to-night  I  the  Hall  to-m' 
when  tliey  toll  the  chapel 

Shall  I  lienr  in  one  dark  room  > 
ing,  'I  have  loved  thee  11 

Then  a  peal  that  shakes  the  pc 
one    has    come    to    rlki 

Her  that  shrank,  and  put  mf 
her,  shriek'd.  and  startcc 
my  aide  — 

Silent  echoes  I  Tou.  my  Leonai 
aud  not  ahuw  your  day. 

Move  among  your  people,  know 
follow  iiim  who  led  iJie  •» 
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rrcd  the  poor,  and  built  the  cot- 
tage, raised  the  school,  and 
drain'd  the  fen. 

ars  he  now  the  Toice  that  wrong*d 
him  ?  who  shall  swear  it  cannot 
be? 

rth  would  never  touch  her  worst, 
were  one  in  fifty  such  as  he.  270 

e  she  gain  her  heavenly -best,  a  God 
must  mingle  with  the  game. 

.y,  there  may  be  those  about  us 
whom  we  neither  see  nor  name. 

It  within  us  as  ourselves,  the  Powers 
of  Gk)od,  the  Powers  of  111, 

-owing  balm,  or  shedding  poison  in 
the  fountains  of  the  will. 

How  you  the  star  that  lights  a 
desert  pathway,  yours  or  mine. 

rward,  till  vou  see  the  Ilighest 
Human  Nature  is  divine. 

How  Light,  and  do  the  Right  — 
for  man  can  half -control  his 
doom  — 

U  you  find  the  deathless  Angel  seated 
in  the  vacant  tomb. 

rward,  let  the  stormy  moment  fly 
and  mingle  with  the  past. 

that  loathed  have  come  to  love 
him.     Love  will  conquer  at  the 

last.  a8o 

me  at  eighty,  mine  own  age,  and  I 
ami  you  will  bear  the  pall ; 

ken  I  leave  thee  lord  ano  master, 
latest  lord  of  Lockslcy  Hull. 


THE  FLEET 


>c,  you,  if  you  shall  fail  to  uiulcr- 
stand 

OIluU  England  is,  and  Avhat  licr  all- 
in-all, 

:  you  will  come  the  curse  of  all  tlic 
land, 

Should  this  old  England  fall 

Which  Nelson  left  so  great. 


II 

His  isle,  the  mightiest  Ocean-power 
on  earth, 
Our  own  fair  isle,  the  lord  of  every 
sea — 
Her    fuller   franchise — what    would 
that  be  worth  — 
Her  ancient  fame  of  Free  — 

Were  she  ...  a  fallen  state  ? 

m 

Her  dauntless  army  scatter'd,  and  so 
small, 
Her  island-myriads  fed  from  alien 
lands — 
The  fleet  of  England  is  her  all-hi-all ; 
Her  fleet  is  in  your  hands. 

And  in  her  fleet  her  fate. 

IV 

You,  you,  that  have  the  ordering  of 
her  fleet, 
If  you  should  only  compass  her  dis- 
grace. 
When  all  men  starve,  the  wild  mob*s 
million  feet 
Will  kick  you  from  your  place. 
But  then  too  late,  too  late. 


OPENING  OF  THE  INDIAN  AND 
C()IX)NIAL  EXHIBITION  BY 
THE  QUEEN 

WRITTEN   AT    THE    REQUEST  OP    THE 
PRINCE   OF   WALEH 


Welcome,  welcome  with  one  voice  1 
In  your  welfare  we  rejoice. 
Sons  and  brothers  that  have  sent. 
From  isle  and  cape  and  continent. 
Produce  of  your  tlcM  ami  H<kx1, 
Mount  and  mine.  an«l  prininl  w<km1  ; 
Works  of  subtle  brain  and  hand. 
And  splendors  of  the  niornini:  land, 
Gifts  from  every  IJritisli  /.one; 
Britons,  hoM  vnurown! 

II 
May  we  find,  as  aires  run. 
The  mother  feature<l  in  the  son  ; 
And  mav  yours  for  ever  be 
That  ulJ  strength  and  coustuiicy 


nnaii ««  bUi  ou-  IkUki^  rin, 
Man  that  in  »  narrower  dsf — 
Unprophetic  rulers  they  — 
Druve  from  out  the  moilnr's  nest 


SlMren  of  our  glorious  pant, 
BiotheTB,  miut  wc  part  at  last  ? 
Bhall  ire  not  tbro'  good  and  il) 
CleaTB  to  one  another  sUII  T 
'  Britttln's  myriad  voices  call, 
'Sana,  t>e  wddcd  each  and  all 
Into  ate  Imperial  whole. 
One  with  Britain,  heart  and  soul  I 
One  life,    one    flag,   one    fleet,  oi 

Britooi,  bold  jour  own  1 


TER   AND   OTHER    POEMS 


Not  swift  or  msh,  when  late  she  lent 
The  accpLn;s  of  bcr  West,  her  Euat 
To  ou<!  that  ruling  has  iurrcascd 

Her  ^reatui'sa  and  l)or  Belf-conuot 


DEMETER  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


A  golden  porlal  to  my  rhyme ; 

But  more,  that  you  and  yours  Dmy 

From  we  and  mine,  bow  dear  a  dtbt 

We  owmI  too,  and  are  owing  yit 

To  you  and  yours,  and  still  would 


Beneath  a  baid  Arabian  moDo 
And  alien  stars.  To  queola 
The  sons  before  the  falhend 

Not  mine  I  and  I  may  meet  hiii 


But  while  my  life's  Iat«  ere  at 
Nor  (settles  into  huelfs  nv> 
My  memories  of  his  brieTer  d 

Will  mix  with  love  foi  you  and 


For  he  — your  India  was  hie  Fate. 
And  drew  bim  over  sea  to  you — 
He  1»ia  had  ranged  her  thro'  and 
thro', 

fo  serve  bcr  myriads  aud  theSiato, — 

vn 
A  aoul   that,    watch'd    frmn   earliest 

And  on  ijiro'  moay  a  brigbteniog 

year. 
Had  never  swerved  for  craft  or  feur, 
By  one  side-path,  from  simple  truth ; 


Who  mieht   have   chased  and  claspl 
Ilenown 

And  uiiight  her  cbiig^let  here  —  e 

In  haunts  of  Jungle- poison' d  air 
Tlie    flame    of   lifi    went   wavering 


But  ere  he  loft  your  fatal  shore. 

Aud  lay  on  that  fuDereel  boat. 

Dying.  '  Unspeakahtc.'  he  wrote, 
'Their  RJnd&ess.'  and    ho    wrote  n 


And  aaered  is  the  latest  word  ; 
And  now  the  Was,  the  Might-have- 

And  those  lonerites  I  have  not  seen, 
Lnd  one  dreat  sound  I  have  not  beaid. 


FiFTT  timfis  the  rose  has  tlowei 

faded. 
Fifty  timea  the  golden  hardest 
Since  our  Queen  assumed  the 

the  sceptre. 


She  beloved  for  a  kindliness 
Rare  in  fable  or  htstorj. 
Queen,  and  Empress  of  India 
Crown'd  so  long  with  a  diadr 
Never  worn  Ijy  a  worthier, 
Now  with  prosperous  augurii 
Comes  at  laitt  to  the  bounteou 
Crowning  year  ot  her  Jubilee 


Nothing  of  the  lawless,  of  the  6 
Nothingof  the  vulgar,  or  vajngli 
All    is   gracious,    gentle,   giva 

queenly. 

Tou  then  joyfully,  all  of  yon 
Set  the  mountain  aflame  t<i  ni 
tSboot  your  stars  to  the  flmm 
I>e<'k  your  houaes,  iUiiraicate 
All  YDiU"  towns  tor  a  festival, 
Aiitf  in  each  let  a  multitudo 
Loyal,  each,  to  the  heart  of  11 
One  full  voict'  of  allegiance, 
Hftil  the  fair  Ceremonial 
Of  this  yev  of  her  Jufaileo. 
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ic    to  womanhood    as 

KXl, 

J  glories  of  her  people, 
h  the  sorrows  of  the 


VI 

in  ton  in  affluence, 
w  to  be  lM)untif ul, 
[)r  to  resale  witli  you, 
r,  the  destitute, 
neighborhood    health- 

>ld  to  the  hospital, 

y  be  comfort^Kl, 

/  Iks  banqueted, 

i*d  in  his  heart  rejoice 

Ceremonial, 

r  of  her  Jubilee. 

VII 

cars  arc  all  in  sliadow. 
stance    Edwani's   fifty 

dsire*8  fifty  half  forgot- 


VIII 

triot  Architect, 

ipe  for  ett'rnity, 

ly  memorial, 

llv  ^or^t'ous, 

iai  Inrttitute, 

K>1,  in  ornanu'iit, 

sptrak  to  the  (•enturies, 

iric»s  afUT  us, 

;  Ccrenioiiial. 

T  of  her  Jubilet'. 

IX 

ever-broadenin;;  Coin- 

ever-bri^htcninir  Sri- 

ever-wideniii/^  Knipiri'I 


irhty,  the  Fortuiiatr, 

r<l-t«Tritori;il. 

rd-maiiufa<tunT, 

liy,  lalK>rious, 

ln*n  of  Albion. 

an,  Indian. 

,  Afri<*aii. 

rts  be  in  haniionv, 


All  your  voices  in  unison. 
Singing,  '  Hail  to  the  glorious 
€k>laen  year  of  her  Jubilee  1 ' 

XI 

Are  there  thunders  moaning  in  the 
distance  ? 

Arc  there  spectres  moving  in  the  dark- 
ness? 

Trust  the  Hand  of  Light  will  lead  her 
people. 

Till  the  thunders  pass,  tlie  spectres 
vanish. 

And  the  Light  is  Victor,  and  the  dark- 
ness 

Dawns  into  the  Jubilee  of  the  Ages. 


TO  PROFESSOR  JEBB 

WITH  THK  FOLLOWIMQ  POKM 

Fair  things  are  slow  to  fade  awav. 
Bear  witness  you,  that  yesttyrdav  * 
From  out  the  Ghost  of  Hndar  in 
you 
UoU'd  an  Olympian ;  and  they  siiy  * 

That  here  the  torpid  mummy  wheat 
Of  Egj'pt  bonj  a  ^lin  as  sweet 

As  that  which  gilds  the  glebe  of 
Knglan<l. 
Sunn'd  with  a  sunmierof  milder  heat 

So  may  this  legend  for  awhile. 
If  greet«*<l  by  your  clai*8ic  smile, 

Tlio'  (lead*  in  its  Trinarrian  Knna, 
Blossom  again  on  a  colder  isle. 


DEMKTEH  AND   PEHSEPHONK 

(IN   knna) 

Faint  a**  aelimaU'-t-hanirini:  bird  that 

Hit's 
All  iiiirht  ;uT<»Hs  the  darkness,  and  at 

(lawn 
Falls  i»M    ih«'  thn'slioM  of  h<T  native 

land, 
'  And  can  no  rnMn-,  ihou  cjiinest,  O  mv 

child. 
lA'd  iipuanl  by  the  iUn\  of  ghosts  and 

dreams. 

1  III  U<iIiiLMi:i. 

-  Thcv  ?av,  for  Uvc  (*cl  \%  dv>u\A\\3Lv. 


Saw  theo,  aiul  tiashii  "iuVo"a''fnm?'oj 

And  wclcrc.inf;  and  a  .irleam  a<  of  the 

nunju. 
Wlifu  first  s!i<'  i.M'crs  aluii-  tli.-  tn mr. 

loiis  dnp, 
Flrd    wawrin;:    o'tr     ihv    far.-     uud 

chasnl  auav 
That  shadow  ,»f  a'likrmss  tn  th.-  ki:.- 
Of    shallows,    thy   ,lark    uv.iw      l\.v. 

.scphouf  ! 
Qutvii    of    rh..   dead    no   nion.-i-.v 

fluid  ;  Thine  tvis 

Again  wt-re  hinnanVn.llikr.  and    tl,.- 
JMin 

Burst  fn»m  a  swirnniin-  ihrn'  i.f  win 

ttT  irrav. 
And  rolK'd  thrr  in  hi>  dav  from  hr-ji 

to  (vvt '— 

'Mother:'  and  1  wa-;  foldrd  in  thi- . 
arms. 

Child,  th«)stMrnp.Tia].  disin,p:,..:.,,iM 
eyes 

AwodeVcn  meat  ilrsf.  thv  nmth.r- 
eyc's 

That  oft  had  Mi-n  tIh-  s.-riM-iivu..;,.,],  ,j 

pOWlT 

Draw  d«»^^n ward  int..  Had.  <  win,  I-'. 
drift 

Of   fliekerini:   >p.etn.<.    11  ■I,-..!    *,.... 
xiiiw 

Mv    till-    n-i?    r.i r    r.     ....    In    » 
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•Where?  do  ye  make  your  moaiiiDg 

for  my  child  ?  * 
And   round   fn)iu  all  the  world  the 

voici-a  cuinc. 
*  We  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why 

we  moan.' 
•WlR»re?'  and   I  stared  from  every 

ea;rle-peak. 
I  tliriildf'd  the  block  heart  of  all  the 

wikhIh, 
I  pifcr'd  thro*  tomb  and  cave,  and  in 

the  storms 
Of  autuum  swept  across  the  city,  and 

hfani  7u 

Tbe  murmur  c»f  their  tempU»s  chanting 

ni<', 
Mp,nM».  the  desolate  mother !  *  Where?* 

—  an<l  turn'd, 
And  fled  by  many  a  waste,  forlorn  of 

man. 
Ami  grieved  for  man  thro'  all  my  ;rrief 

for  th(r,  — 
The  jungle  rootttl   in    his    shatter'd 

hearth. 
The  siTpent  coil'd  about    his  broken 

sliaft. 
The  senrpion    erawliiic:    over    naki'd 

skulls;  — 
I  saw  th(>  ti^er  in  the  ruin'd  fane 
^prinj^  from  his  fallen  G(nI,  but  trace 

of  thee 
I  !<iw  not ;  and  far  on,  and.  follow  ini: 

out  St 

A  leiiirue  of  labyrinthine    darknes*^.  : 

came  j 

On  tlm'e^ray  heads  iH'neath  a  LHcani   = 

ing  rift.  | 

'  When^  ?'  and  I  heanl  one  v(»i<'e  from 

all  the  thret*. 
'  We  know  not,  for  we  spin  the  lives 

of  men. 
And  not  of  (}o<l8,  and  know  not  why 

we  spin  ! 
Th'TO  is  a  Fate  beyond  us.*     NothiiiL' 

knew. 

I«ast   as   the    likenc-ss  of    a    dyiiiL' 

man. 
Without  his  knowledcjr.  frnni  him  tlif- 

to  warn 
A  far-ofT  fricndsliip  that  li>'  «  omi  s  im> 

more. 
So  he,  lh«'  <fOil  of  dn*anis.  wlii»  h.-.-inl 

my  <'n'. 
Drew  fn>ai  tJiyself  the  likt inssut  tli\ 


Without    thy    kiiowliHlge,   and    tl 

shadow  past 
Befoiv  me,  (Tying,  *  The  Bright  one 

th(.'  highest 
Is  brother  of  the  Dark  one  in  the  lo' 

est, 
And  Bright  and  Dark  have  sworn  th 

I,  the  child 
Of  th(*e.  the  great  Karth -Mother,  the 

tli<^  Power 
That  lifts  her  buried  life  from  gloc 

to  bloom. 
Should  Ih*  for  ever  and  for  evermon 
The  Bride  of  Darkness.* 

So  the  Shadow  wail' 
Then   T,   Karth  (Jothless.    eursi*<l    t 

Oods  of  heaven.  i 

I  wouhl  not  mingle  with  their  f»i8t 

to  me 
Their  ne<-tar  smaek'd  of  hendo<-k  i 

the  lips, 
TlH'ir  rich  ambrosia  tasted  aconite. 
The  man,  that  oidy  lives  and  loves  ; 

hour, 
Seem'd  iiubler  than  their  hanl  ettTi 

lies. 
My  (piiek  tears  killM  the  tlower,  ti 

ravhigs  hush'd 
The   binl,  and   lost    in   utter  grief 

fail'd 
To  send  inv  life  thro"  olive- van!  ai 

vim* 
And  golden  gniin,  my  gift  to  helpU 

man. 
Uain-rott«n  <liitl  the  wheat,  the  bark' 

sjM'ars 
Wc.Te  hi>llow  liii>k'<l.  the  leaf  fell,  ai 

tin-  Sun. 
Pale  at   my  L'nef,  drew  down  Ix-fc 

his  time 
Siikeniiii:.  and  .Etna  krpi  her  wini 

snow. 

Thru  llr.  thr  bintin  r  «»f  this  Dai 

!i'  «■»«.  !!•• 
Who  sti'l  i-  iii  jln  -t    L'l.iiM  :ml'  fri»?n  I 

In  ijlir 
On  ("iiMi  .1    lrir:l«--  fiili-tw.    wlnii 

mi'-  <l 
Til'-    w ■'!•;«. 1   v:<:iM   iif    »»:niif]i<*,   t 

pr  i:-' 
.\ll«l  pl.l\  'T  "}■  IIP  I:.   •!•  <  TM  .|   lii:il   tin 

For  iiirn    \\  liitf   iiuk-I;-  •■!'   imi  h    win 
v«  :ir  with  nn- 


Yet   I.  Karrh-G,,!.!,,,    am    1.,-    in 
With    tli.-iu    who    .;in    ..,,.    ,  ;   , 

»l>ilt    UK-iUlt    lllLV    |,v,|„.i,-      K-,-       I 

„         yomltl...  Far,.;-  ^•'■'    '" ' 

But.v..,,m..,r),i„.,|i,.,.^.,.,,  „^ 

Tnithyjrkl.,r,l ...,,.,  p.  ,,,,,,,,,..,,., 

ATulaUtlu."si,:..|,.,v.|f,.  ,•,..,,.,„  ,:  .. 
^M'fn    t..,„    ,,.:..t    .l-,v,    1    :,;: T"- 
,  .     ,     »>ni:l"ty,,,i-wi.l,  „..  ■' 

An.ls.m.s.,f,,,,„.v.-,...  ',;.,,  ,,,..,,..,, 
their  rac.'.  '  ^ 

Andma.lr  Thence  iv^.,  ■..<;.;. 


wl.ii'i.  ; ,  r« 
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f  they'll  walk  upo*  two, 
knaws  they  runs  upo' 

icky !  but  waAit  till  tha 
t  be  strikin'  the  hour. 

3  to  tell  tha  o'  Roft  when 
ed  i'  Howlaby  Daftle, 
'  —  Nafty  —  naay  I  tha  mun 
It  hev'  one  glass  of  aAle.  ao 

'  owd-farran'd"  the  'ouse. 
It  •  long  afoor  my  daily, 
the  chimleys  a-twizzen'd  ^ 
rined  like  a  band  o'  hally. 

as  maAkes  them  picturs, 
om  at  the  fall  o'  the  vear, 
heir  ends  upo'  stools  to 

*  the  door-poorch  thecre, 

iagle  'as  hed  two  hefids 
in'  theere  o'  the  brokken 

•er  'ed  seed  sich  ivin'*as 
d  hall  ower  the  brick  : 

the  'ouse  one  night  —  but 
awn,  an'  all  on  it  now 
mangles  an'  tonups,^  an' 
J  slick  thruf  by  the  plow  — 

tn  the  'ouse  wur  a  house, 
ight  I  wur  sittin*  alofln, 

•  athurt  my  feeftt,  an' 
»in'  still  as  a  stofln.  30 

mas  Eflve.  an'  as  cowd  as 
m'  the  raiddors'  as  white, 
es  all  on  'em  Ik^LsUt'cI  oop 
e  wiudle  *  that  night : 

wur  a-sloejlpin*  alongside 
;r,  but  I  wur  awaftkr*. 
I*  an'  thinkin' o'  things  — 
t  nuiAke  t  hyson  sick   wi' 
Ake. 

ater  supper '(*d  Htmg  their 
an*  'ed  *ed  their  Ix'cr. 

rmn*d,'  olil-fanhidiKMl. 

♦  'Twizzeii'd,' twi«»l«Ml. 
mauie.  •J  Ivv. 

aoa  turnips. 

•  Driftod  fiiKiw. 


An'  'ed  softn  their  waAys;  ther  was 
nobbut  three,  an  noAn  on  'em 
theere. 

They  was  all  on  'em  fear'd  o'  the 
GhoAst  an'  dussn't  not  deeAp  i' 
the  'ouse. 

But,  Dicky,  the  OhoAst  moAstlins* 
was  nobbut  a  rat  or  a  mouse. 

An'  I  looOkt  out  woDst*  at  the  night, 
an'  the  daAle  was  all  of  a  thaw. 

Fur  I  seed  the  beck  coomin'  down  like 
a  long  black  snaAke  i'  the  snaw. 

An'  I  heArd  greAt  heAps  o'  the  snaw 
slushin'  down  fro'  the  bank  to 
the  beck. 

An'  then  as  I  stood  i'  the  doorwaAy,  I 
feeAld  it  drip  o'  my  neck. 

Saw  I  tum'd  in  ageAn,  an'  I  thowt  o' 
the  good  owd  times  'at  was  goan. 

An'  the  munney  they  maAde  by  the 
war,  an'  the  times  'at  was 
coomin'  on ; 

Fur  I  thowt  if  the  StaAte  was  agawin' 
to  let  in  furriners'  wheAt, 

Howiver  was  British  farmers  to  stan' 
ageAn  o'  their  feeAt  t 

Howiver  was  I  fur  to  find  my  rent  an' 

to  paAy  my  men  t 
An'  all  along  o'  the  feller*  as  tum'd 

'is  back  of  hissen. 

Thou  slep  i*  the  chaumlwr  above  iw, 
we  could  n't  ha*  'eflnl  tha  call. 

Sa  moot  her  'e<l  tell'd  ma  to  bring  tha 
down,  an'  thy  crafldle  an'  all ;  50 

Fur  the  gell  o*  the  farm  'at  slcp  wi' 
tha  then  'e<l  gotten  wer  leftve. 

Fur  to  goA  that  night  to  'er  foAlk  by 
cau.se  ()*  the  Christmas  Kflvo  ; 

But  I  clcfln  forirot  tha.  my  lad.  wImmi 
nnK)thcr  'eil  gotti^n  to  lw<i. 

An*  I  hIi'P  i*  my  chair  hup  on  md.  an' 
tlir  Frcffl  Trafl<io  ruun'd  i"  mv 
'cimI, 


1  '  M<»R.»»tliii««,'  for  the  most  jwrt,  fjener 
aliv. 
•^  Once.  »  V««\. 


*  llicn  hoiit   tonijrht  th:i  sli: 
goa.' 


*Tha  '11  nivrr.'  say>  1.  'Ih-  a  turni 
Ilia  Ihiiir  11])' i"  l'lni>liiKi^  K:ivi' 

Then  1  waakci!  an'  I  fnn  ii  Ava-^  H«»:iv. 
a-tuiririn'  an'  t«:iriir  inv  slcav« 

An'  I  tliowt  a*4  '«■  M  pKin  cli-aii-wnil 
fiir  1  ni>a\vaav>  kiiawM  ';>  i: 
tnit  ;  f 

An*  1  siiys.  '(iit  awafly.  ya  iM-a^t."  ai 
1  fotchi  *im  a  kick,  an'  'v  w«nt 

Then  'o  tumnilnl  uji  >tairs.  fur  I  *«an 
'im.  us  if  '»•  (I  'a  hrokkt-n  'i 
neck. 

An'  I  'li  vh'iiT  forirot.  littl.-  Ditkv.  t1i\ 

ft  ft 

('h»unilKT(i( "  »r  wimliln't  Mnik : 

An*  I  slrp  i'  my  cliair  aL^-Jin  wi'  my 
linirm  hiiiirin' ilown  t"  tin-  lltmr. 

An'  I  thuwt  ir  wa^^  IJnavcr  a-tuj:i::M" 
an*  tfarin'  inr  wu>s  imh-  afi"'r. 

An'  I  thowt  'a I    I  kickM  'i!)i  air«  ;i:i. 

but  I  ki<k'(l  thy  ii."  M'l- i«»ii ;!'!. 
*What   arta  snnrin'    Tln<r«'    furv   tin' 

liousc  is  a  lire'  >lif  >':iiil. 

Tlivni<>ntlior  \-t\  htllr.  a  rri::_'i:r  :il»"';: 

tht'  p'll  o'  ill*-  farm. 
Slic  ofToiw   "U'i    SI IV    ».ii»' 
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m  I  MYd  out,  'Hoa.  KoA.  Koft/ 
thaw  I  did  o*t  haflfe  think  as  'c 
d  'ear. 

t  V  fvotnd  thruf  the  fire  tcf  my  bairn 
r  'if  m&uth  to  the  winder  theere! 

coom*d  like  a  han^l  o*  marcy  as 
soon  as  'e  'eilrd  'is  naftme, 

like  tothcr  hangel  i'  Scriptur  *at 
summuo  seed  i'  the  fla&me, 

ten  summun  *cd  hax'd  fur  a  son, 

an'  'e  promised  a  son  to  she, 
Ro&  was  as  good  as  the  hangel  i* 
sa&vin'  a  son  fur  me. 

[  browt  thadown,  an'  I  says. '  I  niun 
f^w  up  ageftn  fur  Roft.' 

vft  up  ageftn  fur  the  varmint  ? '  I 
teUd  'er,  '  Yefts,  I  mun  goft.' 

I  claumb'd  up  ageftn  to  the  win- 
der, an'  clemm'd  ^  owd  lioft  by 
the  'eftd. 

'is  'air  coom'd  off  i'  my  'ands  an*  I 
ta&ked  'im  at  fust  fur  deftd  ;  100 

:  *e  smell'd  like  a  herse  a-singein*. 
an*  seeftm'd  as  blind  as  a  poop, 
haflfe  on  'im  bare  as  a  bubliu'.''    I 
could  n't  wakkcn  'im  oop, 

:  I  browt  *im  down,  an'  we  i^ot  to 
the  barn,  fur  the  barn  would  n't 
bum 

the  wind  blawin'  hard  tothrr  wafty, 
an'  the  wind  wasn't  like  tu  turii. 

/  kep  a-callin'  o'  Uoft  till  'e  wag- 
gled 'is  taftil  fur  a  bit, 
;  the  cocks  kep  a-crawin*  an'  cniw 
in  all  niglit,  an'  I  'cars  'cm  yit  ; 

the  dogs  was  a-yowlin'  all  round. 

and  thou  wasa-HqncUlin'  thyscii. 
moother  wiis  naggin'  wn'  trrojlniu' 

an*  moftnin'  an'  nagirin'  a<:<';ln  : 

I  'eftrd  the  bricks  an'  the  Itaulks*^ 
rummle  down  when  the  roof 
gev  wafly, 

the  fire  was  a-raflgin'  an*  raavin' 
an'  roarin'  like  jmlLnncnt  (i:i:iy 

riatched. 

I^Babbliog/  a  young  untirdpil  liir.l. 


Warm  encw  theere  8(*wer-ly,  but  the 
bam  was  as  cow<l  as  owt,       m 

An'  we  cuddled  and  huddk*d  togither, 
an'  happt^  werscns  oop  as  we 
mowt 

An'  I  browt  Roft  round,  but  moother 
'ed  beftn  sa  softk'd  wi*  the  thaw 

'At  she  cotch'd  'er  death  o'  cowd  that 
night,  poor  soul,  i'  the  straw. 

Uaftfe  o'  tlie  parish  runn'd  oop  when 
the  rig-tree  '  was  tunimlin'  in  — 

Too  laftte  — out  it's  all  ower  now  — 
hall  hower — an'  ten  year  sin' ; 

Too  laftte,  tha  mun  git  tha  to  bed, 
but  I  '11  coom  an'  I  '11  s<|uench 
the  light. 

Fur  we  nioftnt  'ev  naw  moor  fires  — 
and  soft,  little  Dick,  giMxl-night 


VASTNESS 


Many  a  hearth  tipon  our  dark  gloln? 

sighs    after    many   a    vaiiish'd 

face. 
Many  a  planet  by  many  a  sun  may 

roll  with  the  dust  of  a  vatiish'd 

race. 

II 

liaving  politics,  never  at  n'st  — as  this 
poorrarth's  pal«*  history  runs.  — 

What  is  it  all  but  a  trouble  of  ants  iii 
tht>  glrain  of  a  million  million 
of  suns? 

Ill 

Lies  u[>on  this  side,  lie^  n|w)n  that 
side,  trnlhlfss  violcnir  innurnM 
l)y  tin-  wis<', 

Thous'Ui'ls  of  voices  drowninir  his  own 
ill  a  j)(»piiiar  torrent  of  lies  upon 

lirN  ; 

IV 

Statrly  |)ur|»o«.iv,,  v:il.>r  in   hattli-.  irlo 
rious  :mn;iU  of  luniy  ami  !ie<t. 

I)«:itli  for  iln-  riirlit  e.uis*'.  lir.ith  fur 
lli«'  uroni:  <au«-«'.  trniniMt-*  of 
\i»iory.  LrnKins  «»f  ilrf«  at  ; 

•     \Vr.'lJ»t   <'i;r*t  l\r«. 

-    Ill*    li«-;mi    that    riiti- aloiitr  ihr   ri>i,f  of 
tin-  lioiiT  ju!>l  iMiHHtli  \\\v  riM^'f, 


Cnft  with  a  baitch  of  all-heal  Id  b 
hand,  follow'd  up  bf  her  Taw 
le^OD  of  fools ; 

Tnde  ijiagaycTA  thousand  seas  wit 

hcT  spice  and  her  vintage,  he 

silk  and  her  com ; 
Desolate    offlng,     sallorless    barbore 

fsjaishing    populace,    wbarvei 

forlom; 

Till 

Star  of  the  moming,  Hope  Id  the  sun- 
rise ;  Kloom  of  the  evening.  Life 
at  a  dose; 

Fleuute  who  flaunts  on  her  wide  down- 
waj  wUb  her  flying  robe  and 
her  palson'd  rose ; 


Pdn,  that  has  crawVd  frcau  the  corpse 
of  Pleasure,  a  wonn  wbu-h 
writhes  all  lUj,  and  at  night 


Wealth  with  his  wines  and  his  wedded 
hariota;  honest  Poverty,  bore 
to  the  bone; 
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■irt  to  Ok  Vm,  %.  Elu^^cll  lowcll  I 

HIRIAM   AND   IIKIt    VATMI'',U 

MIKIAM  (n-»j;nw).  I 

Xeixow  mn. I  l.onv.ii. 

HriRlit  ill  Uu.: 
llo<>n..f  ■■■>m.-.ll..art-. 

Iti«r  ro-,  vuu  I 


(il"bin(t r  i«.-.i.- 

BdKhl » Ihi.. 
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Tliey  luude  tt  tlioiisaiKl  lione^-  j 


The  prophet  of  bia  own.  my  Hulwrt 

— hi3 
Jhe   words,  and    mine    the  aottfog. 

'  Air  and  wonla,' 
Sikid  Hubert,  when  1  aaug  the  «ong, 

And  bridegroom.'  Docs  it  ploMe  you  T 


youra, 
Slic— ,  wliy,  you  shiver  Iho'  U«3  wind 

With  all  the  warmth  of  aummor. 

UBIAU. 

Well.  I  felt 
On  a  Baddcn   1   Icnow  not  ^rhat,  n 
t)rCDth  that  past  jo 

With  all  the  cold  of  winter. 

I'ATUER  (muttei-ing  to  /liniMelf). 

Even  BO. 
The   Ghost   in   Man,   the  Ghost  that 

But  cannot  wholly  free  itself  from 

Man. 
Are  calling  lo  each  other  thro'  a  dnwii 
Stranger  than  earth  has  ever  seen ; 

the  rell 
Ib   rending,   and   the  Voices   of   the 

the  Voices  of  the 

stidden  Iiell, 


Arc   heard   i 

No  sudden  lieaTcn, 

for  man, 
But  tliro'  the  Will  of  One  who  knows 

and  rules — 
And   uiter   knowledge  is  but  utter 

.Kcnian  Evolution,  swift  or  slow. 

Thro"  nit  tin'  aphen--s —  au  ever  open- 
ing height. 

An  ever  li'Mcin'og  earth  —  and  slie 
perhaps, 

My  Mirium,  breaks  her  latest  earllily 
link 


Yoilspvalt  solow;  whattsiti  I 


Yuur  '  MiriHoi  lirmks'  — ia  a 

new  linli 
T!rcakliig  an  old  one  T 

FATBKB. 
No,  for  «*.  I 
Have  been  tilt  uuw  iwli  •*iir. 


fATUKa. 
I,  and  one  oilier  whom  ynu 


And  who  T  nlist  othtir  T 


Whither  «»•«* 
For   Naples   whidi   we   •luh 
May? 

UIJUAH. 
No,  father,  Spain,  but  Uait 

me  houie 
With  April  and  the  gwJloi 

me  joy  1 

What  need  lo  wish  when  Rul 

The  heart  of  lore,  and  yau 

of  truth 
In  Hubert  ■( 


Tbo'  joti  uscO  III  r«l 
The   lonely   maiden    jirino* 

Who  meant  to  slc^p  hi'f  han 

Before  a  kiss  should  w&kp  bi 

FATHKH. 


You 

fairy  prince  has  fonn.V 
this  ring. 

MIRIAH. 

■lo 

•Kro 

bi^ulifu! 
ni  WalU.T.' 

then? 

im)   tbMe  dii 
iuui  fgroMi 
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FATHBR. 

Well. 
Miriam. 

MIBIAIC. 

Miriam  am  I  not  ? 

FATHBB. 

queath'd   you  by  your 
child, 
en  you  —  such  her  dying 

Homing  when  you  came 

you  married.    Both  the 

Dne.   The  ring  is  doubly 

look  so  gravely  at  the 

70 

MIRIAM. 

yet  so  all  ablaze 
crimsoning  to  the  pin- 

1  8unsct  lingcr'd  there, 
too  in  the  lake  below  ! 

birds  that  circle  round 

•r 

to  each  other  of  their 

ids! 

FATHER. 

it  has  niado  you  gnive  ? 
Birds  and  brides  must 
3  nest.  78 

ppier  in  your  happiness 
)wn. 

MIRIAM. 

It  is  not  that  I 

KATUER. 

What  else  ? 

MTRIAH. 

n  the  tower. 

h-ATIIKR. 

What  chainbiT,  child  ? 
lere? 

MIRIAM. 

)th(T*s  nurse  and  mine, 
ircss  me  in  my  bridal 

83 


FATHER. 

What  did  she  say  ? 

HIRIAM. 

She  said  that  you  and  I 
Had  been  abroad  for  my  poor  health 

so  long 
She  fear'd  I  had  forgotten  her,  and  I 

ask'd 
About  m^  mother,  and  she  said. '  Thy 

hair 
Is  golden  like  thy  mother's,  not  bo 

fine.' 

FATHER. 

What  then  ?  what  more  ? 

MIRIAM. 

She  said  —  perhaps  indeed 
She  wander'd,  having  wandered  now 

so  far  90 

Beyond  the  common  date  of  death — 

that  you. 
When  I  was  smaller  than  the  statuette 
Of  my  dear  mother  on  your  bracket 

here  — 
You  took  me  to  that  chamber  in  the 

tower, 
The  topmost  —  a  chest  there,  by  which 

you  knelt  — 
And  there  were  books  and  dresses — 

left  to  me, 
A  ring  too  which  you  kiss'd,  and  I, 

slie  said, 
I  babbled,   'Mother,  mother*  —  as  I 

usi'd 
To  prattle  to  her  picture  —  streteh'd 

my  hands 
As    if    I    saw  her;    then    a  woman 

came  100 

And  caupht  me  from  my  nurse.     I 

hear  lier  yet  — 
A  sound  of  anger  like  a  distant  storm. 

FATHER. 

Garrulous  old  crone  ! 

MIUIAM. 

Poor  nurse! 

FATHER. 

I  ba<lc  her  keep, 
liike  a  se^d'd  b(X)k,  all  mention  of  the 

rini?. 
For  I  myself  would  tell  you  all  today 


! 


\ 

4 


....IM.J  wiui  your  mum, 

and  felt  no 

An  icy  breath  play  on  me,  while  I 
stoopt 

To  take  and  kiss  the  ring. 


MIBIAM, 


'lot'amo?' 


This  very  ring, 


.    was  mine 
my  married 


FATHER. 

Tea,  for  some  wild  hope 
That^  in  the  misenr  of  m^ 

life, 
Mhrlam  your  mother  might  appear  to 

me. 
She  came  to  you,  not  me.    The  storm 

you  hour 
lYu^KXff  is  Muriel  —  your  stepmother's 

Toice. 

MIRIAM. 

Vest,  that  you  thought  my  mother 

came  tome? 
Or  at  my  crying,  'Mother' T  or  to  find 
My  mother's  diamoiids  hidden  from 

her  there,  lao 

like  worldly  beauties  in  the  cell,  not 

shown 
To  dasEle  all  that  see  them  t 


FATHER. 


Yoiirtwr****^ "* 


Wait  a  wln'io 


I  f c 

For 
The 
And 
No  v« 
Then, 
On  oil 
To  th 
The  n 

« 

I 
Were  c 

This    1 

And  vc 

t 

For  all 

Thebn 

1 

And  ii 

Tho'm 
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i  world  fly  by  me  like  a 

;ommuDed  with  my  truest 

of  truest  in  myself, 
earn  of  those  midsummer 

luriel  faded,  and  the  face 
;w  upon  me,  till  I  knew ; 
.  future  mixt  in  heaven 
de  i6o 

ight  of  a  perfect  day. 

MIRIAM. 

jar  for  him  who  left  you 

I? 

FATHER. 

seen  the  man  but  once ; 
lamc,  not  me ;  and  then 

o'  Venice,  where  a  jew- 

wn,  or  so  far  up  in  life, 
laringhisown  hundred, 

oe,  then  laugh'd,   'The 

fcird.' 

I  worn  and  wizard-like 

I  ask'd  him ;  and  he 
le  souls  170 

iant   lovers  guard  the 

aid  twinkle  in  his  bleak 

■  e  the  ring  to  any  maid, 
mber  what  it  cost  them 

laid  to  love  you  by  the 

;  were  stolen  from  the 

death  or  madness  to 

ghost  lovers  hold  the 

J  their  legend  : 

'  Long  ago 
rted    by  a  scurrilous 

till  the  man  repenting 

181 
'  amo,"  to  his  best  be- 


And  sent  it  on  her  birthday.    She  in 

wrath 
Retum'd  it  on  her  birthday,  and  that 

day 
His  death-day,  when,  half -frenzied  by 

the  ring, 
He  wildly  fought  a  rival  suitor,  him 
The  causer  of  that  scandal,  fought  and 

fell; 
And  she  that  came  to  part  them  all  too 

late. 
And  found  a  corpse  and  silence,  drew 

the  rinff 
From  his  dead  finger,  wore  it  till  her 

death,  190 

Shrined  him  within  the  temple  of  her 

heart, 
Made  every  moment  of  her  after  life 
A  virgin  victim  to  his  memory. 
And  dying  rose,  and  rear'd  her  arms, 

and  cried, 
"  I  see  him,  lo  t'  amo,  lo  t'  amo." ' 

MIRIAM. 

Legend  or  true  ?  so  tender  should  be 

true! 
Did  lie  believe  it  ?  did  you  ask  him  ? 

FATHER. 

Ay  I 
But  that  half  skeleton,  like  a  barren 

ghost 
From  out  the  fleshless  world  of  spirits, 

laugh'd  — 
A  hollow  laughter ! 

MIRIAM. 

Vile,  so  near  the  ghost 
Himself,  to  laugh  at  love  in  death! 

But  you  ?  aoi 

FATHER. 

Well,  as  the  bygone  lover  thro'  this 
ring 

Had  sent  his  cry  for  her  forgiveness,  I 

Would  call  thro'  this  '  lo  f  amo'  to  the 
heart 

Of  Miriam ;  then  I  bade  the  man  en- 
grave 

'From  Walter*  on  the  ring,  and  sent  it 
—  wrote 

Name,  surname,  all  as  clear  as  noon, 
but  he  — 

Some  younger  hand  must  have  engra- 
ven the  ring  — 

His  fingers  were  so  stiffen'd  by  the  frost 


...    _w.v,  n   lUlU- 

sU*r  tlieri*. 
A  irHllericil  pnlatY'.  or  a  battle -flcld. 
Wiiere  stiMKl  ihi*  shraf  <»f  Pwioc:  Imt 

—  i-omiuLT  Imiiic  — 
And  on  your  nintluT's  birthday  —  all 

but  yours  — 
A  week  bft  wixt  —  and  wlun  tin*  towrr 

as  now 
Was  all  ablaze  with  crinisi.m   to   tlu' 

roof,  22  J 

And  all  ahla/.c  t(H>plun,<:in;rin  the  lake 
I  lead- f on-most  —  wlio  wm-  tliost-  tliat 

StOiH.1  bftWlTMl 

The  towrr  mid  that  rich  phantom  of 

thr  towrr  t 
Muriel  and  Miriam,  eadi  in  white,  and 

like 
May-bh»Nsomsin  mid  autumn  —  was  it 

thfv? 
Aliirht  shot  upwanl  on  them  fn>ni  the 

lake. 
What    sparkle*!    tliereY    wliost-    hanti 

was  that  *  they  stoo^l 
So  el«ise  ti»irether.      1  am  not  keni  .tf 

siirht. 
Hut  eominir  ni*arer  —  Murii-l  had  the 

rinir  — 
*  O  Miriam  !  have  you  Lrivi-n  your  rinir 

to  her  ? 
(»  Miriam!'  Miriam  reddru'd.   Muri«  1 

eliMiehil 
The   hand   that  wt>re   it.  till    I    <-rieil 

airain  : 


AV 

What  fb 
th 

Not  thn 

This 

rill 
bir 

Laid 
Ami 

tn 
on  li 
aftei 

And 

ani 
hub: 

.  Found   in 

Mv 

• 

<ier' 
Miria 

snii. 

As  who  SI 

Tl 

l«»se 
len  I  a 

1 

year 

1  Oni- 

vt-ar  \ 

• 

elou« 

And 

you,  11 

1 

And 

year 
she.  n 

year, 

I 

sat    Ik 

•Th. 

L'asp 
'   book 

are  I: 

My  rinir  to 

or  w 

Slir 

iiiarrii 
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i  moment  in  her  own  on 

ow,  then  with  my  latest 

closed  her  eyes,  which 

not  close, 

ir  watch  upon  the  ring 

1. 

r  was  her  death-day. 

MIRIAM. 

O  poor  mother ! 
or  desolate  father,  and 
!,  271 

leless,  worthless,  word- 
e, 
OUT  life  was  wreck*d  I 

FATHER. 

Desolate  ?  yes  I 
that   sailor   whom  the 

om  his  comrade  in  the 

f  dead  on  barren  sands, 

3  my  one  solace;  only 

ailing.      Muriel's  mo- 

t, 

I,  by  Muriel,  one  day 

shook  her  head,  and 
mrs,  280 

.  making  with  a  kindly 

2  check  a  momentary 

flx'd/  she  said ;  *  your 

re,  would  flower  into 

h 

th  and  bracken.     Ijet 

I 

d  her  with  our  moun- 

»me  to  you  rejoicing.' 

irt.     And  once,  when 

?irl. 

jlder  home  — the  tinv 

laisy  from  your  mo- 
re    2</> 

J  was  Muriel.     '  Ay,' 


'  Among  the  tombs  in  this  damp  vale 

of  yours  1 
Tou  soom  my  mother^s  warning,  but 

the  cliild 
Is  paler  than  before.    We  often  walk 
In  open  sun,   and  see   beneath   oui 

feet 
The  mist  of  autumn  gather  from  your 

lake, 
And  shroud  the  tower ;  and  once  we 

only  saw 
Your  gilded  vane,  a  light  above  tlie 

mist'  — 
Our  old  bright  bird  that  still  is  veer- 
ing there 
Above  his  four  gold  letters  —  '  and  the 

light.'  300 

She  said,  'was  like  that  light' — and 

there  she  paused, 
And  long  :  till  I,  believing  that  the 

girl's 
Lean  fancy,  groping  for  it,  could  not 

find 
One  likeness,  laugh'd  a  little  and  found 

her  two  — 

•  A  warrior's  crest  above  the  cloud  of 

war ' — 

*  A  fiery  phoenix  rising  from  the  smoke, 
The  pyre  he  burnt  in.'  —  'Nay,'  she 

said,  *  the  light 
That  glimmers  on  the  marsh  and  on 

the  grave.* 
And  spoke  no  more,  but  tum'd  and 

past  away. 
Miriam,  I  ara'not  surely  one  of  those 
Caught  by   the  flower  that  closes  on 

the  fly,  311 

But  after  ten  slow  weeks  her  flx'd  in- 
tent. 
In  aiming  at  an  all  but  hopeless  mark 
To  strike  it,  struck.      I  took,  I  left 

you  there ; 
I  came,  I  went,  was  happier  day  by 

(lay ; 
For  Muriel  nursed  you   with  a  mo- 
ther's <!are ; 
Till  on  that  clear  and  heath er- seen t(*d 

heicrht 
The  rounder  cheek  had  brighten'd  into 

bloom. 
She  always  came  to  meet  me  carrying 

vou, 
And  all  her  talk  was  of  the  babe  she 

loved ;  320 

So,  following  her  old  pastime  of  the 

brook, 


^! 


.     T 


Not  risen  to,  ahe  was  bolder.    '  Ever    And 

since 
Tou  sent  the  fatal  ring '  —  I  told  her    Not 

'sent 
To  Miriam/  *  Doubtless — ay,  but  ever    The 

since  330 

In  all  the  world  mj  dear  one  sees  but    At  t 

you — 
In  your  sweet  babe  she  finds  but  you    '  Thai 

—  she  makes 

Her  heart  a  mirror  that  r^ccts  but    "lo  \ 

you.* 
And  then  the  tear  fell,  the  voice  broke.    Again 

IGfrheartI 
I  caged  into  the  mirror,  as  a  man  Were 

Wiio  sees  his  face  in  water,  and  a 

stone.  As  fro 

That  glances  from  the  bottom  of  the    Pasto^ 

pool.  No  pli 

Strike  upward  thro'  the  shadow  ;  yet    But  sti 

at  last,  ] 

Qntitode  — loneliness — desire  to  keep    For  on* 
80  skilled  a  nurse  about  you  always  1 

—  nay!  340    Till  Ii 
Bome  half  remorseful  kind  of  pity  < 

too —  And  e^ 

Well  1  well,  you  know  I  married  Mu-  i 

rid  Erne.  Italian 

'I  take  thee  Muriel  for  my  wedded       My 

wife'—  i 

I  had  forffotten  it  was  your  birthday,    A  foot 

"iild  — 


Wli 


Chi 
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MIRIAM. 

ber  once  that  being  wakod 
the  house — and  no  one 

Qurse,  and  felt  a  gentle 

forehead,  and  a  sudden 

ton  me  like  a  gleam  and 

lieted,  and  slept  again, 
lalf  memory  of  a  dream  ? 

FATHER. 

ptember  birthday. 


MIRIAM. 


And  the  face, 


ny  mother. 

FATHER. 

Miriam,  on  that  day 
arted  by  no  scurrilous 

391 
f    gold  —  and    still    for 

years 

}  golden  cord  of  their 

^t7their  marriage,  and 

-banquet.  Muriel,  paler 

1  were  in  your  cradle, 

)r  my  bed,  or  for  my 

0  you.'    And  then  she 

e  with  such  a  hard  em- 

399 
long,  that  half-amazed 
er.  and  I  went  alone, 
bridegroom  murmur'd, 
is  ring/ 
I  could  not  find,  the 

f  her  relics,  of  her  ring. 

cred  amulet 

>ne!  and  gone  in  that 

:  home,   I  found  her 

ise 

>  the  tower  —  an  icy 

There,  the  chest  was 
I 


The  sacred  relics  tost  about  the 
floor  —  410 

Among  them  Muriel  lying  on  her 
face — 

I  raised  her,  ealFd  her,  'Muriel,  Mu- 
riel, wake  I ' 

The  fatal  ring  lay  near  her ;  the  glazed 
eye 

Glared  at  me  as  in  horror.  Dead  I  I 
took 

And  chafed  the  freezing  hand.  A  red 
mark  ran 

All  round  one  finger  pointed  straight, 
the  rest 

Were  crumpled  inwards.  Dead!  — 
and  maybe  stung 

With  some  remorse,  had  stolen,  worn 
the  ring — 

Then  torn  it  from  her  finger,  or  as 
if— 

For  never  had  I  seen  her  show  re- 
morse 430 

Asif  — 

MIRIAM. 

—  those  two  ghost  lovers — 


FATHER. 


MIRIAM. 


Lovers  yet — 


Yes,  yes! 

FATHER. 

—  but  dead  so  long,  gone  up  so  far. 
That  now  their  ever-rising  life  has 

dwarf'd 
Or  lost  the  moment  of  their  past  on 

earth, 
As  we  forget  our  wail  at  being  born  — 
Asif  — 

MIRIAM. 

—  a  dearer  ghost  had  — 

FATHER. 

—  wrench'd  it  away. 

MIRIAM. 

Had  floated  in  with  sad  reproachful 

eyes. 
Til!  from  Iier  own  hand  she  had  torn 

the  ring 
In  friirlit,   and  fallen  dead.     And  I 

myself 
Am  half  afraid  to  wear  it. 
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You  hitve  the  ring  tilie  gimrded ;  tliut 

poor  link 
WUh  earth  is  lirohnn.  and  has  ivtt  her 

free. 
Exirept  tbat,   atill   ilrawn  downward 

for  iLii  hour, 
Iler  spirit   hovering   Ijy  Uie  tlliiwli. 

where  bUi' 
Was  nmrric-d  too,  may  11ug«r.  till  she 

Her  msMini  ooming-  like  a  queen,  v^lio 

Some  coldor  province  hi  the  North  to 

gnin 
Upt  capital  ci^,  where  the  loyal  hrUt 
Cluk  velcome  —  liagor.  till  hoc  own, 

the  babe  4^ 

She  Ican'd  to  from  lier  spiritual  sphere. 
Her  lonely  mttidoti  nriiiwsH,  crownt-d 

with  floivera, 
HasenlBr'd  on  the  lurgtr  womnn-worlil 
or  wives  and  motbera, 

Butthi^Iiriilal  veil~ 
Your    niirae    is    waitiii>r.      Kiss    me. 

child,  and  go.    . 


'  He  tfl  fled  —  1  wish  him  d  cad  — 
Ho  that  wrought  mv  ruin^ 

O,  the  fliLtLery  and  the  rnift 
Whieh  were  my  undoing  — 
In  the  night,  hi  tlie  night, 
WhfU  thu  storms  are  blowing. 

'  Wlm  w«»  witness  of  the  prime  1 

Whn  -liiiil  nnwrevi«l  it  ? 
ll<' L- Ilr,l,  i.ir  he  ia  dead. 


Yoii  to  place  a  hand  in  Ui 
Like  an  honest  wnman'*. 

Yon  that  liu  wiUi  wasted  li 
Waiting  for  vour  siunnoi 
In  llie  night.'  (>,  the  at^l 
U,  the  d(«lhwal(^  benl 


There  will  oomo  a  wttDMI 
Hard  to  Iw  uunfutvd. 

All  the  worid  will  bear  a  t< 
Scn-Hin  yon  are  polliitrd 
In  the  ulghl  I  O.  tli«  nlel 
When  tfae  owla  am  waifli 


Shame  uid  ann-inpr,  tttiq 
riagc, 
Prljcht  itad  foul  dIsMinH 

Baniering  brideamaD,  leddn 
Tower  and  altar  tpemWhi 
III  the  Dlglit,  O,  lh<-  nisli 
When  the  nimii  is  failing 

VII 
Mother,  dare  you  kiU  your 
llow  your  baud  in  shakin 
Daughter  of  the  seed  of  Oil 
What  is  Ihia  vou're  lakk 
In  the  night, 'O.  thenifii 
White  the  house  1b  alerpii 

Vin 
Dreadful  1  has  It  come  to  tt 

O  unhappy  creature  t 
You  that  would  not  tread  a 
For  your  ceiitle  natmv  — 
In  the  night,  O,  the  al^t 
O.  the  night  at  weejrfugl 

Murder  would  not  vril  youf 
Marriaee  will  not  faidr  It. 

Eanb  and  Ikdl  will  braid  T 
Wretch,  you  must  Bhi<l»  ii 
In  the  uight,  U.  the  nifhl. 
Long  tiefore  the  dawniof. 

Up.  get  )ip.  and  tell  him  ^L 
Tell  him  you  wtTeltlnf! 

Do  not  die  with  n  lie  in '}'»'_ 
You  tlat  know  yoii  'rr  dyi 
In  the  night.  U,  the  i)i|U. 
While  the  grave  H  jawnli 
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XI 

L  will  not  die  before, 
m  '11  ne'er  be  stronger ; 
live  till  that  is  bom, 
little  longer  — 
light,  O,  the  night, 
Lhe  Fiend  is  prowling. 

XII 

d  marriage,  death  and  mar- 
ire! 

1  hearses  rolling  I 
.h  briilal  favors  mixt ! 
txtlls  with  tolling  I  —  70 

light.  O,  the  night, 
he  wolves  are  howling. 

XIII 

p,  the  time  is  short, 
n  now  or  never  I 
ill  before  you  die, 
u  die  for  ever  — 
light.  O.  the  night, 
there's  no  forgetting  • 

xiv 

)t.  and  wn>te  him  ull. 
tale  of  wuln(H».  h<i 

?very  wonl  with  tears, 
i4>d  her  heart  of  nuKlness  — 
liirht.  and  nigh  the  dawn, 
lile  the  moon  was  setting. 

HAPPY 
II R   lepkr's   bridk 


1   vou,  pretty   plover  ?   nn<i 
fit  Is  it  that  you  fear  ? 
i<k.  your  mate,  like  mini'  ? 
e  you  lost  him,  is  he  !1«mI  ? 
• — the  heron  ri*'s  from  his 
tch  beside  the  men*. 
ies    above  the    leper's   hut, 
ere  lives  the  livin^i dead. 

II 

k.  nor  let  m<*  know  it !  would 
live  and  die  ahun*  ? 
*  he  not  fortrivm  uu-  v«t,  liis 
r  jealous  briilr. 

and  was,  and  will  ]h>  hi^, 
own  and  only  «»wii. 
e  his  living  death  with  him.  - 
with  him  side  by  side  ? 


Ill 

Is  that  the  leper*8  hut  on  the  solitary 
moor. 
Where  noble  Ulric  dwells  forlorn, 
and  wears  the  lepcT's  weed  r    10 
The  door  is  open.    He  I  is  he  standing 
at  the  door. 
My  soldier  of  the  Cross?  it  is  he, 
and  he  indeed  I 

IV 

My  roses  —  will  he  take  tliem  fiow-- 
mine,  his  —  fn)m  ofT  Uie  tree 
We  planted  both  togetlier,  happy  in 
our  marriage  morn  ? 
O  God,    I    could    blaspheme,  for   he 
fought  Thy  fight  for  Thee, 
And  Thou  hast  maiie  him  leper  to 
compass  him  with  scorn  — 


Ilast  spared  the  flesh  of  thousan<ls,  the 
coward  and  the  liase, 
And  sea  a  crueller  mark  than  Cain's 
on  him,  the  gtxKl  and  bravt* ! 
He  sees  me,  wavers  me  from  him.     I 
will  front  him  face  to  fae«'. 
You  ne<'d  not  wave  me  from  you. 
I  wouhl  leap  into  your  gmve.  a 


VI 

Mv  warrior  of  the  Holv  Cross  and  of 
the  comiuering  swoni. 
The  rosi'S  that  vou  cjist aside  —  on<e 

• 

more  I  bring  you  these. 
No  nearer?  do   vou   s<'<»ni   me   when 
you  tell  me,  ()  my  loni, 
You  wcmhl  not  mar  th<*  beauty  of 
your  bride  with  your  disease? 

VII 

You  say  your  iMxly  is  so  foul  —  then 
hen'  I  stand  ajKirt. 
Who  vearn  t<>  lav  mv  lovimr  hrad 
upon  your  lepmus  bnast 
The  h'|MT  plairtH'  inay  s<  :il«*  luy   skin, 
i)ut  ni'V<r  taint  mv  In-art  ; 
Your  IhhIv   is  not    foul  to  nu\  and 
IhkIv  is  foul  at  Im'sI. 

\  HI 

I  lov«'<l  voii  tifst  whni  vouuLTand  fair, 
hut  intw  I  liiVr  you  most; 
The   fairest  tli'»»h  at   la.st  is  tilth  on 
which  the  worm  will  feast  .    ju 


The  bi:iiitv  Umt  imiiirrs  on  tli.-  Spirit- 
ualV-iplU, 
When  wc  sliiill  Mtanil  IriuiMlifiiircl, 
like  Christ  oD  Ilcntioii  hill. 
And  moving  each   to  music,  soul   in 
soul  and  light  la  light, 
Bhall  flaah  thro'  one  another  in  a 
re  will,  ," 


Foul  I  foul !  the  word  was  yours  not 

mine,  I  worship  that  right  hand 

Which  feli'd  the  foes  before  yoii  aa 

the  woodman  fells  lliu  wood, 

And  away'd  the  swoni  that  ligliteu'd 

batk  the  sun  of  Holy  Jjiiid, 

And    clove    the    Moslem    cruscont 

moon,  sod  changed  it  into  blood. 


And  once  I  worshipt  all  too  well  this 
creature  of  decay, 
For  age  will  chink  the  face,  and 
death  will  freeze  the  supplest 

limbs— 
Yet  you  in  yoiir  mid  mnnhood  —  O, 
the  grief  when  ycstenlay 
They  bore  the  Cross  before  you  to 
the  chant  of  funeral  hymns ' 
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jid  yet  you  kiss'd  them, 
ncc  the  trumpet  blew, 
mrr'd  your  fiery  horse, 
u    hurl'd  them  to  the 


XX 

r  the  Holy  War  without 

to  me, 

nyself  unask'd  —  not  I. 

ire  was  too  proud. 

iw  but  once  again,  and 

y  was  he, 

.  praying  in  a  storm  — 

U  was  long  and  loud  — 

XXI 

lid  ever  slant  His  bolt 
ling  on  your  head  —  8i 
1  up  my  eyes,  he  was 
lown  the  fell  — 
nds.  The  sudden  fire 
aven  had  dash'd  him 

charr'd  and  blasted  to 
less  tire  of  hell. 

XXII 

•t  for  a  moment.     I  re- 
id  repent, 

ysolf  forgiven  by  the 
horn  I  kneel. 

Yes.     I  shall  hardly 
t 

er  like  yourself,  my 
1  head  to  heel. 

XXIII 

QS,  that  you,  that  T, 
:ht  our  marriage  oath ! 
t  that  moment  even 
n  before ;  90 

ade  you  leper  in  His 
3  for  both, 

cling  together,  never 
I  other  more. 

cxiv 

»  join'd   you  to  the 
join'd  our  hands  of 

fe  be  but  one  flesh, 
leprous  too, 


As  dead  from  all  the  human  race  as  if 
beneath  the  mould ; 
If  you  be  dead,  then  I  am  dead, 
who  only  live  for  you. 

XXV 

Would  Earth  tho'  hid  in  cloud  not  be 
f  oUow'd  by  the  Moon  ? 
The  leech  forsake  the  dying  bed  for 
terror  of  his  life  ? 
The  shadow  leave  the  Substance  in 
the  brooding  light  of  noon  ? 
Or  if  /  had  been  the  leper  would 
you^ave  left  the  wife  ?         100 

XXVI 

Not  take  them?    Still  you  wave  me 

off — poor  roses — must  I  go  — 

I  have  worn  them  year  by  year— 

from  the   bush  we  both  had 

set — 

What?  fling  them  to  you? — well  — 

that  were  hardly  gracious.  No  I 

Your    plague    but    passes   by  the 

touch.     A  little  nearer  yet  I 

xxvii 

There,   there !     he    buried    you,   the 
priest;   the    priest    is    not    to 
blame. 
He  joins  us  once  again,  to  his  either 
oflflce  true. 
I  thank  him.     I  am  happy,  happy. 
Kiss  me.     In  the  name 
Of  the  everlasting  Gk>d,  I  will  live 
and  die  with  you ! 

[Dean  Milinan  has  remarked  that  the  pro- 
tection and  care  afforded  by  the  Churcli  to 
this  blighted  race  of  lepers'  was  among  the 
most  beautiful  of  its  offices  during  the  Mid- 
dle Ages.  The  leprosv  of  the  thirteenth 
and  fourteenth  centurfes  was  supposed  tc 
be  a  legacy  of  the  (Jrusades,  but  was  in  al! 
probability  the  offspring  of  meagre  and  un- 
wholesome diet,  miserable  lodging  and 
clothing,  physical  and  moral  degradation. 
The  services* of  the  Church  in  the  seclusion 
of  these  unhappy  sufferers  were  most  af- 
fecting. The  stern  duty  of  looking  to  the 
public  welfare  is  tempered  with  exquisite 
c(unpassion  for  the  victims  of  this  loath- 
some disease.  The  ritual  for  the  sequestra- 
tion of  tlie  leprous  differed  little  from  the 
burial  service.  After  the  leper  had  bee^ 
sprinkled  with  holy  water,  the  priest  con* 
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ducted 


g  the  pslin  'Libtm 


I,  the  te|>er  aoR- 


le,  Dud 


f;  bctun 


...^  niiit  bearer  ip    „ 

the  chiircli  n  lilnck  i-lolh  wosstrelehed  ov 
twu  trasIli'K  iu  front  of  Ihe  allir.  atid  the 
leper  kniiiiitc  st  in  »ide  duvoutly  henril 
Dian.  The  priest,  taking  ap  a  little  eurlh 
in  his  elMk,  thivw  it  od  oue  of  the  lejier'n 
tect,  And  |iut  liim  nut  of  the  churcli,  if  it 
did  nut  niu  inn  hcavilv  ;  took  him  to  liis 
hut  in  IliB  midrt  nf  ihn  lli-lda,  mi  then  ut- 
tered Ihp  proliibitionii:  'I  forbid  you  en ler- 
iiiK  the L-hun-h  .  , ,  uroiiteriii(! "■■■-""""■"■ 


1  forbid  yi 


ing  you 


wilhuut  vourlejier'sdreBB.'  Hi 
'Take  lliin  dres«,  and  wear  it  in  loker 
o(  liuiiiility  !  take  liifse  glovep,  Uke  )hi! 
cU|>|i«r,  an  a  ti^  (liut  you  are  forbiddci 
to  'iieak  to  any  one.  You  are  ncit  to  b< 
inilignaiit  at  being  thus  separated  frun. 
otlurn,  ami  as  tu  voar  little  vaiita,  good 
people  will  provide  for  you,  and  God  will 
not  desert  you.'  Than' in  this  old  ritual 
follow  thete  Mil  wordit :  'When  It  thai] 
come  l<i  iiBw  thut  the  leper  Miall  pa**  nui  nf 
thi»  world,  he  ^haU  be  biirivd  iii  Ills  luit. 
and  nol  in  the  .hurclivanl.'  At  lirM  Ib.r,. 
wa.s  a  doulit  whelhiT  wivvn  ^hr.ulit  f.illon' 


To  you  that  bask  below  UkI 
I  floaking  here  in  iriDter* 
The  ceuiury's  three  itnr 

To  (Invg  me  down  to  sevenl] 


i.lllblr. 


at  llie  I 
.1  hi'MnI 


Intiiu.  vTith  a  h>v.'  i>tr»ng.>r  timn  llii-^ 
living  ili'ulh,  li'imrn  v,rv  fulhiweil  iiiti.  Ii.in- 
i>hitii  lit  from  the  liuunts  of  meii  bv  Ih'ir 
fiiilhful  wivi's.  It,-Bili'r>  of  Sir  J.  Stei.liiti'x 
'  K-nrr  oil  Ki'i'l.'^lasticul  IliograiliV  »ill 
n;-..\\i.-t  thi-  d.-<Ti|,Iiou  of  llu-  riinii.lvr  <>< 
till'  ^'rll>t<'i^'<'an  iirdiT.  Iiow,  controlling  hi" 
inv.itiinlnry  disgu>l.  Saint  rmin-i'  ..f  A-si.i 


TO    LLYS.SES 

\VI|.-s,',.yishaV,.klll)Wll  this  glolH' 
II<r  iHIh's  i>f  mill,  aiiil   trees,  atiil 
Itoiii  {'iirriciiiis  lo  JajMiTi.. 


I,  tolerant  of  the  colder  tim 
Who  lovo  the  winter  woo 
Ou    paler    heavens   the 

Of  leafless  elm,  or  naked  lii 


And  see  my  c-t-dar  L-recn.  :i:, 
.MyKiuntilrxk.V-i.ini::,. 
When  frost  is  kn-n  ^m<l 
brief  — 

Or  niLirvel  liow  ill  Ku-li-h. 


Ol-nnUli  thi-«iivinLMW 
Th.-«urri,irof  f;ii.r-n 
AniiiiiH  tliiit  <-:>Tih  »:i! 

Till  earlli  has  roll'd  li.r  1 


I,  oncp  lialf-craK4'.l  f..rli.r?i 
On  brci!t(ii-r /oiK-H  iH'yur/l 
Itiit  chaiiiinff  fniu'v  iinu  . 

Among  tile  i|mirrinl'ilii«E! 

Not  less wniil.lvi.-M  full:;.; 
F<iry..urri.irL'ifl.v..t;rl, 
I  kliinv  n..t.:  v.tiir  Ar.iM: 
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h  of  tropic  bower  and  brake ; 
riental  Eden-isles,^ 
nan,  nor  only  Nature  smiles ; 
der  of  the  boiling  lake ;  * 


XI 


.  the  Shadow  of  the  Best,* 
.t^  the  step;    your  Pontic 

rt; 

>i8ter ;  *  Anatolian  Ghost ;  * 

ng,^  Kamac,*  and  all   the 


'  t 


XII 

eh  I  followed  line  by  line 

tading  hand,  and  came,  my 

nd, 

'A  your  Tarious  book,  and 

1 

ilenderer  value,  mine. 


•O  MARY  BOYLE 


THB  FOLLOWING  POEH 


rLOWBRs'l  While  you  still 

ij  to  take 

our  leave  of  town, 

"ee's  ruddy-hearted  blossom- 

e 

1  fluttering  down. 

II 

to  your  promise.    There !  I 

rd 

ur  cuckoo  call. 

to  the  magnet  of  your  word, 

or  wait,  UU  all 

Jippinei.  *  In  Dominica. 

idow  of  the  Lord.  Certain  <>l>- 
ings  on  a  rock  in  Siam,  which 
inij^^  of  Buddha  to  the  Hud- 
or  lest  dintinctlv  according;  to 
1  hit  moral  worth. 
iCatep  of  the  Lord  on  another 

naatery  of  Sumplai*. 
la  apectra  ttories. 
M  cities, 
in  Egypt. 


Ill 

Our  yeroal  bloom  from  every  Tale  and 
plain 
And  garden  pass, 
And  all  the  gSd  from  each  laburnum 
chain 
Drop  to  the  grass. 

IV 

Is  memory  with  your  Marian  gone  to 
rest. 
Dead  with  the  dead  ? 
For  ere  she  left  us,  when  we  met,  you 
prest 
My  hand,  and  said 


'I  come  with  your  spring- flowers.' 
You  came  not,  friend ; 
My  birds  would  sing. 
You  heard  not  Take  then  tms  spring 
flower  I  send. 
This  song  of  spring, 

VI      • 

Found    yesterday  —  forgotten     mine 
own  rhyme 

By  mine  old  self, 
As  I  shall  be  forgotten  by  old  Time, 

Laid  on  the  shelf  — 

VII 

A  rhyme  that  flower'd  betwixt  the 
whitening  sloe 
And  kingcup  blaze. 
And  more  than  halloa  hundred  years 
ago, 
In  rick-flrc  days, 

VIII 

When  Dives  loathed  the  times,  and 
paced  his  land 
In  fear  of  worse. 
And  sanguine  Lazarus  felt  a  vacant 
hand 
Fill  with  hit  purse. 

IX 

For  lowly  minds  won'  nui<ld<*n'(i  to  the 
hoiffht 

Hy  tonpu«»sti'r  tricks. 
And  ouvv  —  I  well  remfmbiT  that  red 
in'irht 
When  thirty  ricks, 


All  flamine,  made 
SUiiul  Lull  — 
These  hands  of  n 
Have  Lclpt  to  pass  a  bucket  from  the 

Along  tbc  line, 


When  this  bare  dome  tind  Dot  begun 
togieiita 
TLro'  youUitiil  curls, 
And   ytni  were   tlitn   a   lover's  fairy 

His  girl  of  girls ; 


And  you.  that  now  are 
witli  Orief 

Sli  face  to  face, 
Miglit  find  a  flickering  gli 


THE   PI»GSIBS  fli 
I 

Tub  graund-fiaHKc^Ml 

Pair  Sprine  »""" 
Soar  - 
Wavemao 
oold 
That 


What  use  to  brood  ?  Thia  life  of  m; 
glcd  paiufl 

And  joys  to  me. 
Despite  of  every  Failii  and  Creed,  i 

The  Mystery. 

Let  golden  youth  bewail   tlic  friund, 
the  whe. 
Forever  gone. 
He  dreams  of  that  long  walk  thro'  de- 
sert life 

Without  the  one. 

XT 

Tho  Bilrer  year  should  cease  to  mourn 
and  sigh  — 

Not  long  to  wail  — 
So  close  arc  we,  dear  Mary,  you  and  I, 

To  that  dim  gate. 

Take,  read  I  and  be  the  faults  your 
Pout  makes 
Or  many  or  few. 

He  restB  content,  If  his  youug  music 


Br  fore  her 

The  ILnnefa 
gaxe. 
While  roiiod   btf  I 
culver  Ohs. 
Watching  her  I 
gmvious  !no_ 
And    in    her  oji^  ft 


-thcM 


/^^ 


THK    I'ROGRKSS   OF    Sl'RlNC 


On  ftinii  uihI  dcld;  but  enter  ulso 
IMlTtui-  thyself  mt  will  Uiro'  all  niy 

M'KMl, 

^D't.  till/  Itiy  viok-t  Hlcbi-n  into  sere, 
Lmlgb  wilb  dm:  ull  llic  year  1 


Iwth., 
I^iilvi-a  ill  tli<:  tt-nili 

s    t..    lilll 

r  bliihlit' 

|»'iuU ; 

Tlicy  IiHSjilK-insilvi-s 

Clii   llisil   ni«-   lifi- 

hiiwtliiini  liin' 
Tliy  Biiy  Ici.l  1111.=.  w: 

mil  Ui.- 

tllUt  ).T 
■<■  IIIXI  |l 

Aii.1   . 


Oqcv  miin:  a  <luwtiy  drift  npilDiil  tin- 

tmikl'*,  iiij  siara  I'l  ■  iiamiiNi-. 

Suirilurkirird  fu  tbc-  sky,  dc«cciullii}: 
_  «li>w!  '*■ 

vtit  iclitillj  mx  I  thro'  thf  wftrurlii); ;  8tiu  fl'iatB  ru'rosH  tlx/  liiimli'i.     Hi 

fliikra  I  liiiin, 

'      Yon  Uuidiiug  upricot  like  snow  in  '      But  Inlin.-  twirfiil  spUnil'ir  n 

V%eM?  will  thine  cyvs  luit  l)nN>k  in'  f  kc-u  ilic  Hli)wly  iliirkiuiti::  die 
foreai'palhH.  tuwers 

On  tbtrlr  perpetual  pine,  nurniunil  Fill  mit  Ilic  s{i:i<'<.'s  liy   tlii'  )j 
thi- bu'cb  :  tiles. 


X  iiiu^  UllIIU*,  I 

Hut  en.'  thy  mahlcn  1>irk  be  wholly  ■ 

And    lln'si'    l«»\v    biisln's    «lip    their     "' 

twiirs  ill  t'nain. 
Make  nil  true  hearths  thy  home. 

^'  Ai 

Across  my  ganieii  1   and   tlie   thickit 
stirs. 
The  fountain  j»ulses  hiirh  in  sunnier 

jets,  On 

The  blaekeap  ^varhles.  ami  the  turtle 

purrs.  "^ 

Tlic  starling   claps  his   tiny  easta-  1 
nets.  To 

Still   round   her  f«»nhead  \vherls  the 

\y(N.x11and  d»)ve.  '      1 

Aud  scatters  on  her  throat  the  sparks  ' 

of  dew,  ,  I  to 

The  kiiiireup  tills  her  footprint,  and  ■       H 
above 
Broaden  the  glow  in  ir  isles  of  y.-rnal     Tlia 
blue.  N, 

Hail,  ample  presi^nce  of  a  (Juet-n.  T 

Bountiful,  beaut iful. appanllil  iray,         X 
Whose  mantle,  every  shad«'  of   i:lan- 
ciuir  given,  j 

Flics  back   in   fragrant   breezes  to     S'»  \ 

flisplay 
A  tunic  white  as  May !  T 

VI  *      1 


MERLIN  AND  THE  GLEAM 


687 


those  fail   that  hold  the 

le  long  day  of  knowledge 

78  and  warms, 

i  heart  of  this  most  ancient 

n 

ul    Yoice   be   utter'd,   and 

US 

^  '  To  arms!  to  arms ! ' 

IX 

saner  lesson  might  he  learn 
u\b   thy   gradual    process, 
r  Spring, 
possess  the  season  in  their 

t 

Lheir  time  thy  warblers  rise 

ring. 

r  glidest  thou  from  Marcli 

ay,  no 

igest,  breathing  it,  tlic  sul- 

irind, 

of  operation,  day  by  day, 

nd  fuller,  like  the  huiiian 

I! 

lis  from  bud  to  bud 

ish  tliat  blind  model  in  the 

lavc  hones,  which  race  the 

?S8  blood, 

er  many  changes  may  suc- 

:h  ia  Life  indee<l. 


T  AND  THE  OLEAM 


«o  Mariner, 

om  the  liavcn 

the  sea-clifT, 

at  are  watchint^ 

ay  Magician 

ves  of  wonder, 

lerlin, 

im  dying, 

[crlin 

>llow  the  Gleam. 

II 

the  Wizanl 
Kind  me  at  sunrise 
g.  and  woke  me 
im'd  me  Magic ! 


Great  the  Master, 
And  sweet  the  Magic, 
When  over  the  valley. 
In  early  summers. 
Over  the  mountain. 
On  human  faces, 
And  all  around  me, 
Movine  to  melody. 
Floated  the  Gleam. 

Ill 

Once  at  the  croak  of  a  Raven  who 
crost  it. 
A  barbarous  people. 
Blind  to  the  magic 
And  deaf  to  the  melo<ly, 
Snarl'd  at  and  cursed  me. 
A  demon  vext  me. 
The  light  retreated. 
The  landskip  darken'd. 
The  mchxly  deaden'd. 
The  Master  whisper'd, 
•Follow  the  Gleam.* 

IV 

Then  to  the  mehxiy. 

Over  a  wi!derni»s8 

Gliding,  ami  ghiiieing  at 

Klf  of  the  woodland, 

Gnome  of  the  cavern, 

Griffln  and  (tiant. 

And  <1ancing  (»f  Fairies 

In  desolate  hollows. 

And  wraithH  of  the  mountain. 

And  rolling  of  dnigons 

Hy  warble  of  water. 

Or  cataniet  music 

Of  falling  torrents. 

Flitted  the  Gleam. 

V 

Down  from  the  mountain 

And  over  tin*  level. 

And  stn-amini:  and  Hhining  on 

Silcjit  rivrr. 

Silvrry  \vil|i»w. 

Pasture  and  plow  land, 

Irin<K*<'iit  inaidtn-i. 

(furnilous  rhildn-n. 

Hnrnr^tvad  and  harvest, 

U<',iprr  and  irlrainr. 

And  routrli-ruddy  faces 

<  )f  l«»w|y  lalwir. 

Slidini  the  (rU>ani  — 


{)f  Artliiir  till'  Maiiu-k'SH 

HcStlll  till'  LilC'iLlll. 


Tin-  kin-  wli,. 
AiLiUiiiiLi.-i  lii. 
Fnr..ul<ifthr 

iMlklllSS 

sn..m  -.w;  slo« 
(tk-:im.  Ili;il  Ji^ 
irv  L'liiiiiiuT 
On  iVv  fallow 
Aii.i  fiiilMl  r..r< 

f\viL„nl 

Aii.1  .(Imvlv  jriv'ljt'-'iiML' 
Oiit.if  lli^'u'liiurmT. 
Kivl  sl'miv  iimviii;:  :il.m[ii  ••■■.i  i. 
Yi-nni1n;:lvt>ii.l.r. 
F<'11(intlu-sh:i<l.»v. 
N<jl<>i);n'rnslmilim'. 

Illltl-lKlllL'd  Wit]llll>.'<:i>-:t11 


Aii<n>r..:i<l.T:ii«l  1>i 
Tlx' (lliMiii  lhiii:r<' 
\V,-.\  iMi!i,ii"i,!,,lv 
KitiL' ilini-  till-  v.:.r\ 
Aii.UlM«-,.rrir]<l  f;ii: 


ROMNKV'S    RKMORSK 


^'urv.  wrri'  ynii  hirrd  ?  or  ciuih?  of  i  N<»r  i-vni  a  Sir  .loslma.  soim*  will 
\>iur  iiw  II  \\ili  !  Wnni;^   tln-n-!     Tlit*   ]»Lintrr's  I'j 

■  *  unit  iih  Mill-  ?*<)  broken,  so  forlorn^  but  iiiiiM-,  that  irn-w 

Yl£A\«'  I  n-'t   met  you  si)iii<!whLT('  loii*;     Blown  into  glittcrinir  by  tbr  |)o] 
airor  '  bnoith. 


1    lAiu  all  but  sure  I  huvu  —  in  Kenibil 
rhun'b  — 
,  y«"i'  I  hin'ilyou  for  a  season  thon*, 
.Titl  tlun  \\v  partitl:  but  you  bN)k  so 
kinrl  3t 

utt  ynu   will  not  «lcny  my  sultry 

ibroat 
i*  ilraui^bt  of  icy  water.     Thoro  — 

you  spill 
ir  iin»ps  upon  my  furchonil.     Your 
baiNl  shakcx. 
X   am  ashamed.    I  am  a  trouble  to  you. 
^"o^iM    kniH'l    for    your    forgiven«»ss. 

An*  thev  tt'arsi: 
*^«»r  nil*  —  they  ilo  me  to<i  nuich  i;raco 

—  for  me  ? 
C'lM.iry.  Marv  : 

Vex  in*?  you  with  wonU  I 
^'•»nls  only,    b<irn    of   fi-ver.    or  the 

fumes 
C^f  tliat  liark  opiate  »los<'  you  pavi'  me, 

—  won  Is.  '  io 
^'IM  iKibble.     I  have  stumble<i  baek 


May   float   awhile    beneath   the 

may  mil 
The  rainbow  hu(*sof  heaven  alK)ut 

Tl 
The  eolor'd  bubble  bursts  al)OV< 

abyss 
Of  Darkness,  utter  lA'lhe. 

Is  it  H 
Her  SA(l  (>yes  plead  for  my  own 

with  mu 
To  make  it  (ieurer. 

Look,  the  sun  has 
To  tiume  alomr  another  dreary  da 
Your  hand.      I  low    briu'ht  you 

your  marriai;e-rin.ic! 
Kais4j  uu\     I  thank  vim. 

Has  vour  opiate 
Bn-d  this  black  mo«Mi  ?  or  am  I 

wiotis  more 
Than  other  MaMlers,  of  the  cha.sii 
ni^atn  tween 

Int<  I  the  eoinmi»n  day,  the  sounder  si'If.     Work  and  Ideal?    Or  does  the;: 
^•■i  j»tay  nie  then*.  If  only  for  your  of  a:ie 

sake.  And  sulTeiiiii;  eluuil  !ln'  lieiLdit  I  < 

Tlif  Inn -t.  kimlliest.  nobbM  hearteil  upmi 

wit"  Kvrjj  fri'iii  nivM-lf  ■;    >i;irid  7    st«> 

That  ever  wnn*  a  Chri.siian  niarria:^'-  rm  nu»ri*. 

riii::.  .Vml  \r! 

My  etir-^i'    ujHm   the    Master's   apo     The  wnrM  \iciuld  ln-f.  if  viuh  a 
Tii«*_'m.  as  Vim 

Tlut  wiff  and  eliiMren  dm;  an  urtiot     Shoulii  >:ini«h  nrin  e>'r>ii  li.      Mii 

il'iwn  !  ri:iv«' 

This  M-ein'iI  my  IiMlfStar  in  the  heaven     Oni-    f:i\i»rV      I    am    b.inkru]it    n 

«'f  .\rf.  elriini 

Aiid  lun'd  me  from  the  lioust'linld  tin-    On  Mmr  oIhiIji  im-c,  :u]'l  niv  ■^!rii! 

on  earth.  \\  i»li 

T'l  vi.u  mv  davs  have  l»ei-n  a  lif»'l«niir     FalN  llat  In  fi.p  s-nir  Ii-mnI   i.'i\\il 

lie,  ^.^  lii'-«i 

(fffufteil  on  luilf  a  truth  ;  and  tlei'  yuu  Si  ill.  \\iiiii>l  miii       it   if   pU-rtx-  y 

ssiy,  x'T  t.i  iiH   ■■ 

'T>ik«-    eoiufiirt     vou    have   wmi    tlii*  I  ih'  itrid    1;i-t    n' :!if   i»f   that 

painter's  fame.'  --.MiMit  i  i.  ■  :i 

The  tw-it  in  me  that  srt-s  the  wur-t  in  ^^'l^•■!i   --.iiid  i-ii   ■^   :  •■  l;.   '.tu>\   fm 

nil*.  !  ■"' 

Iml  jT'ian.s  to  see  it,  tbids  no  e<ii]i!iirt  Wi'li  \  'ii?  i'\v  n  ^!ii<i-.A    i'l   tli>   ]■ 

There.  1  ik«'. 

What    fame?     I    am    not    Kapliael.  V.iii  ■    i-|<'  •••ir  i!)f:iT«t  •Imi^iiti  i    I 

TitiiiD, — uo,                                    I  to  hi  art 


-  .,..  oiiiiii  11  lor  the  nionu'iit  witli  j 

son.iT 
Which  often   cclio'd    in    uu\   wliile    1 

St«X.Ml  K 

Bt'fon*    tilt'    £rn;it      Mailnniia  lua^i*  r 

pifC'S 
Of  auc-icnt  Art  in  Paris,  or  in  Koiiu-. 

Marv,    niv    cnivons  I    if    I    can.    I 

will. 
You  sh«nil<l  have  been  —  I  iniL'^ht  have 

nunlo  voii  once. 
Had  I  hut  known  y<.)U  as  1  know  you 

now  — 
The  truf  Alccstis  of  the  tinu*.     Your 

sonLT  — 
Sit,  listen  I  I  rcnu-niU-r  it.  a  |»r«)of         , 
That  I  — even  1  —  at  tinitsn-nnnihcr'd  ■ 

!/ou.  : 

*  B«'at  UjMiii  iiiiiir,  li:;!.-  li.  art  I  l-.-at,  l-rat  I 
Bi/at  U|u>n  iiiim!  y<'M  a:«   mi,:'.  ii.\   -\\i<:I 
All  iniin.'  fnim  \  uiir  j.r*  tiv  Min-  <  \  ••-  t"- \  "ur  , 
ftM.t,        *  '  *  *      -1  I 

My  sw.ci.'  I 

I 

Less  profile  !  turn  to  nif  —  thr«  v  ipiar 
ter  face. 

'SIi'«-]>,  litt!«'  lili'^-i>iii.  ii:\'  !'   '■.'  y.  11. \   '■■;  —  ! 
l-iT  I  t;iv.'  y..-i  t!,i-.  ;i::.l  I  .:  \  ■    \  .•  i  I :  .- ' 
Aiul   1   Miinl  vuiir  j-r-trv   M  .••  i  \ «  -  \\  :1;  ;i 
ki-! 

Sl..'|.:' 

Ti»(^     r»<iv1»-     ■*  '•'      ' 
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» wife  of  whres  a  wjkiow-bride,  aod 

lost 
ration  for  a  sketch. 

I  am  wild  again  1 
I  coals  of  fire  you  heap  upon  my 

head 
re  crazed  me.   Some  one  knocking 

there  without  ? 
I  Will  my  Indian  brother  come  7  to 

find 
or  my  coffin  ?    Should  I  know  the 

man? 
1  worn-out  Reason  dying  in  her 

house 
f  leave  the  windows  blinded,  and 

if  so,  140 

him  farewell    for  me,  and  tell 

him— 

Hope  I 
bear  a  death-bed  angel  whisper, 

•  Hope.' 
lie  miserable  have  no  medicine  — 
i  onlT  hope  1 '    He  said  it  —  in  the 

Jjlay. 
me  was  of  the  senses;  of  the 

mind 
K  —  worse,  cold,  calculated. 

Tell  my  son  — 
let  me  lean  my  head  upon  yuur 

brcasL 
eat,  little  heart'  on  this  fool  brain 

of  niiuc. 
loe  had  friends  —  and  many  —  none 

like  you. 
)?e  you  more  than  when  wc  mar- 

iicd.     Hope  I  150 

yes,  I  hope,  or  fancy  that,  pt^rbaps, 
man  forgiveness  touches  heaven, 

and  thence — 
r  you  forgive  me,  vou  are  sure  of 

that  — 
Bected,  sends  a  light  on  the   for 

given. 


PARNASSUS 

yBBonamentani  .  .  . 
Don  •  ■  • 
■it  dimere  .  •  . 

•  .  .  inniimfratiiliA 
leraiii  wriet  et  fugs  temporinn. 

II«>ltA(  K. 

I 

(AT  be  those  crownM   forms  high 
over  the  sacred  fountain  t 


Bards,  that  the  mighty  Muses  have 
raised  to  the  heights  of  the 
mountain. 

And  over  the  flight  of  the  Ages  I 
O  Goddesses,  help  me  up  thi- 
ther 1 

Lightning  may  shrivel  the  laurel  of 
CsBsar,  but  mine  would  not 
wither. 

Steep  is  the  mountain,  but  you,  you 
will  help  me  to  overcome  it. 

And  stand  with  my  head  in  the  zenith, 
and  roll  my  voice  from  the  sum- 
mit. 

Sounding  forever  and  ever  thro'  Earth 
and  her  listening  nations, 

And  mizt  with  the  great  sphere-music 
of  stars  and  of  constellations. 

II 

What  be  those  two  shapes  high  over 
the  sacred  fountain, 

Taller  than  all  the  Muses,  and  huger 
than  ail  tlie  mountain  Y 

On  those  two  known  peaks  they  stand 
ever  spteading  and  heighten- 
ing; 

Poet,  that  evergreen  laurel  is  blasted 
by  morii  than  lightning  1 

Look,  in  their  deep  double  shadow 
the  crown'd  ones  all  disappear- 
ing: 

8ing  like  a  binl  and  be  huppy,  nor  hope 
for  a  deathless  ticaringl 

'Sounding  for  ever  and  ever?'  pass 
on  I  the  sight  confuses  — 

These  are  Astronomy  und  Geology, 
terrible  Muses  I 

in 

If  the  lips  were  touch 'd  with  fire  from 

off  a  pure  Pierijui  altar, 
Tho'  tln'ir  musi(>  hen*  hv  mortal  n<*<'d 

the  singer  gn-atly  care? 
Other  HoniTH  ffor  other  worlds!  the  flre 

within  him  wimld  not  falter: 
Let   the  golden    Iliad  vanish,  Homer 

here  is  Ilomer  there. 


BY   AN   KVOLUTIOMST 

TiiK  LonI  let  the  house  of  a  brute  to 
the  soul  of  a  man, 
And   the   man   said,    '  Am    I   your 
debtor  V ' 


— ,     Mui«     viiiu     HIII.I 


wftilth,  and  choice  of  women 
and  of  wiues  t 

ir 

What  hast  thou  <I,)iu.  for  m...  irrij,,  ( >M 

A.iTf.  s;ivi.  I.n-akin-inv  I.MiM.^n,. 
the  nick  V 

Woulii   I   hail   n-icf   in    ij. 

iiig^that  looks  M.  briirht  frcn, 

OLD  AGE 

Done  for  thc^  ?  .t^^^vHl  tho  wild  iKa.t 

that  was  liiikt  wirh  thee  ti'Hjt v 
years  hark. 

Less  wei-ht  now  for  th,.  la.M,.r-,.f. 
Heaven  that  han-s  on  a  star. 

r 

If  my  Ixxiy  cnim-  frnjn  hrule^    tlm" 

somewhat  rni«r  than  thcii'nuM 
1    am     heir,    and    ti.i.^    niv    kin- 

(l«'m      Shall  the  rovalVoin- !«■ 
mute? 

No.   hut  if  the  re!.,.l  sul.joc-t  s,vk  in 
dniirmefroni  Th..  Thmn.. 

HoldtlK-sec.prn.    llun.ans..u].  a.Ml 
rule  thy  i)r.,vin.vnfih,.i.nii.-. 

ir 
I  have  elimlnl  to  rh.-  <n..,.  .     ,-    . 


THE  THROSTLE 


693 


tut,  while  Uie  hills  remain, 

hill  *Too>8low'  will  need  the  whip, 

k}wn  hill  '  Too-quick '  the  chain. 


BEAUTIFUL  CITY 

iUTiFUL  dtj,  the  centre  and  crater 
of  European  confusion, 

'ou  with  your  passionate  shrielc 
for  the  rights  of  an  equal  hu- 
manity, 

w  often  your  Re-Yolutlon  has  pro- 
yen  but  E-Yolution 

I'd  arain  back  on  itself  in  the  tides 
of  a  civic  insanity  I 


E  ROSES  ON  THE  TERRACE 

(B,  00  this  terrace  fifty  years  ago, 
SThen  I  was  in  my  June,  you  in 

your  May, 
o  words.  *Afy  Rose/  set  all  your 

face  aglow, 
jid  now  that  I  am  white  and  you 

are  gray. 
a  blush  of  fifty  years  ago,   my 

dear, 
(looms  in  the  past,  but  close  to  mc 

to-day, 
this  red  rose,  which  on  our  terrace 

here 
flows  in   the   blue  of   fifty   miles 

away. 


THE  PLAY 

r    first,    this    Eartli,    a   atajjrc    so 

gloom'd  with  woe 
fou  all  but  sicken  at  tlio  shiftiuir 

scenes. 
d  yet  be  patient.     Our  Playwright 

may  show 
Q  some   fifth  act  what  tliis  wiUl 

Drama  means. 


i  ONE   WHO  AFFKCTKI)   .VN 
EFFEMINATE  MANNKU 

IILB  man  and  woman  still  are  in- 
complete, 

ttize  that  soul  where  man  and  wo 
mao  meet, 


Which  types  all  Nature's  male  and 

female  plan. 
But,  friend,  man-woman  is  not  woma/" 

man. 


TO  ONE  WHO  RAN  DOWN  THE 
ENGLISH 

You  make  our  faults  too  gros.s,  and 

thence  maintain 
Our  darker  future.     May  your  fears 

be  vain ! 
At  times  the  small  black  fly  upon  tlie 

pane 
May  seem  the  black  ox  of  the  distant 

plain. 


THE  SNOWDROP 

Many,  many  welcomes, 
February  fair-niaiil,. 
Ever  as  of  old  time, 
Solitary  flrstlincr. 
Coming  in  the  cold  tinir. 
Prophet  of  the  gjiy  time. 
Prophet  of  the  May  tinu*. 
Prophet  of  tht;  roses. 
Many,  many  \v<'leonies, 
February  fair-maid  I 


THE  TimoSTLE 

•Si'MMKU  is  eoniinir,  sununer  is  corn 
ing. 
I  know  it.  I  know  it.  I  know  it. 
Lii^ht  a.iiain,    h'Jif   JiL'ain.    lift'   airain, 
love  ajLirain  ! ' 
Yes.  niv  wild  littl*-  Poet 

Sin;^  the  n«-w  year  in  undrr  the  blue. 

l^ast  year  you  sanir  it  a-*  i:ladly. 
*  New,   new,   new,   new  I '     !»   it   thm 
^o  n<'\v 

That  ynii  shmild  «ar«»l  ><o  m-idlv  ? 

'Love  aL'aiii.  *«>!iLr  aL'aiii.  n<'<t   ;\.:;iin, 
yniMiLT  aj-iiii." 

N«v»T  a  pr  »I)ll<  t  vn  rr;i/\  ! 
.Vnd  hardly  a  dai^y  a•^  \  ft,  lit  tlr  friend, 

S«'«'.  tl.rr<   i^  hardly  a  dai-^y. 

'  Here  aijain.   h«T<'.    hrrr,  inn  .  happ\ 
year '. ' 


^^^H^^^H 

694                     DEMETER    AND 

OTHER   POEMS        J 

I^lc.  be  sUnd^l 

Bummer  is  comiog.  !s  coining,  my 

Tn>Dk  and  bo^H 

dear. 

Nnkol  sim^H 

And  all  ihe  winters  are  hMden. 

^ 

^»                 THE  OAK 

IN  ^IEMOmJ 

^B            LtrK  Ujv  Life. 

0    wamI 

^^m               Young  and  uld, 

^^B 

^^H             Like  yon  oak. 

PAKKnKLi..   wbose   UkrW 

^H           Bri^fal  ID  spring. 
^^H                Li  viag  gold ; 

sball  not  Ond. 

Whose  Fdih  and  Wort  » 

^B 

of  full  acranl. 

^^H           Suminer-ricii 

My  friend,   the  mmt    nawc 

^^H               Tben;  ood  tbea 

Difuiliind. 

^^H           AuIiimu-ctMtigeU. 

M').=^  ecnerousgf  k11  Dltmi 

^H            SuliGrerhued 

ffard. 

^V                 Gold  again. 

Ilnw   subtle  at   tierM  Mid 

^ 

mind  with  mind. 

1                     All  iiU  leaves 

Iluw  lojal  In  Ute  Mkrwia 

Fallen  at  lengtli. 

Lo(dl 

K|3^^H 

^^^                                    QUEEN   MAKV                  ^| 

^^H                                         lUaKNIIALI..                                                                                                ^1 

^^^m      Km  RoiikHT  South WKi.T.                                                           ^H 

^^^m      Sru  HloiKlr  Ukiuki.i-iki.p.                                                          ^H 

^H         SIH   WII.I.UM   CKfll..                                                                                          H 

^^H        »iii  Thqkab  WintK.  /.or<t  ifag<n-a/lMul.m.                               ^M 

^M   t1!"  &".>/k;u*a  ( "'""''"■' ""  ^■*''v-       ^^H 

^^H                    Makttk.                                                            ^^^^H 

^^H                                                                                              ^^^^^H 

^^H          KATHKH  ItoUHNC                                                                              ^^^^H 

^^H                                                                                  ^^^^^^H 

^^^H       ItoiKtl,  ^trvnAjfo  AtNiiflrJ.                                                ^^^^^^H 

^^H       WiiJJAH.  ."i^mtnUff  ll'llurl.                                                 ^^^^H 

^^^H       Old  MuKKxiiKJNoKiu.                                                            ^^M 

^H       I.AT>r  Ci^untcB                                                                         ^1 
^^H       I.Ai.r  Haunaijex  Pacrkb  U^.^ ,V*  <•  I|-.»'i>.<>  (d (A«  IWcit.  ^H 

^^1        m'aiu  UK  HoNOB  to  lAi^  PdntiH  EUuibrlh.                                       ^| 

^^B       Ti^^j  two  Cowib^lFiBU.                                                            ^H 

Lnnl^  mill  nlhi^r  AttrnilinU  Mrmtxn  I'f  U»>  Trivr  Ufiunvil,  Ha^^l 

piUeri,  tlURbitmcD,  etc.                                                                      ^H 

^H                QUKEN  UARY 

Thi,tt  mit^n.      ^M 

^K 

man  :  that  vtm  afte^H 

^H                       ACT  1 

^l>«f  r  Vft'om.     TI^H 

^^^BSNI:  I.  —  AU>UATIC   IltCllLV   ou.en- 

^A.Hrf  allien.       IHH 

^^H                             HATED 

both  Imslanta  by  AcmP 

and  Couiicil. 

^^^■^     CnowD.    Madskat^kk 

n.v.;  c«toi«.    Ay.  at 

a  Lastiml.     OUl  Nok«^  m 

^clcor  Inne  1    Wh<.-n  will  l.cr  Mn]i-*ty 

pass,   sav'sl   tlioii  T    why   npvr.   even 

Uxir  u  bnstAirl  1  tbou  riM 

now ;     wlM-rtitore    ilmw   back     your 

for  thoH  an  as  white  m  H 

licnda  null  vntir  liorns  before  I  brauk 

tli.'.n  mi.t  '.niik.-  whftt  noise  vmi  will 

""mt  .Voiw  {OntmO^ 

«iil.  > ■■:    >.   ■    ...  ir  Ik:  i>oi,  trra- 

i^:^]  ^'"« '"'-' 

-.ri                        .  i  ...  ri  Miirv.  (lie  Inw- 

f„i  ,.  J   .                  :,.,u-|]ii.r  or  Iliiny 

ni'm  CVr^^.    Xn,  iM ! 

Ohiy.,l..     liUUirrt 

r/j,.--,.,v     l/Mii;  live- yiidcn  Mary  t 

r;  ■  ■ .  -  -         -   .  vw 

/■"n-'  '■,(,:,».     Tliiil'sa  liani  worJ. 

:*>j 

Ir^'iiimj.ii' ,  wlmtdwsitmciinf 

1"!                                             .■,>  4 

.\,'„„il  filUen.    It  menna  a  bnstiirri. 

'Hiinl  Citixdi.     Nav,  il  nimiia  Inie- 

\,'<-    .,     ,               ...ti 

born, 

■mr.ir.,.  . 

Wir»(n7.Vn.     Why.    did  n't    tlir 

him.  Ihen!   ii 

PurliritiiCTit  niftko  hpr  a  liMtarrf  T 

lhy«rlf,  for  n 

HI       /feMnd  mi'urft.      No:    il    waH    Uii- 

i-nJofold  llr.n.          -    ... 

^^Uly  KII/a)>''i1i 

.V^«.      Kl>  '    ii>4t   DM 
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began.  I  was  bom  true 
in  the  forenoon,  i'  the  tail 
\  and  so  they  can't  make 
I.  52 

sen.  But  if  Parliament 
e  Queen  a  bastard,  why, 
I  the  more  that  they  can 
ne,  who  art  fray'd  i'  the 
ut  at  elbow,  and  bald  o' 
i  bursten  at  the  toes,  and 
s. 

was  bom  of  a  tme  man 
wife,  and  I  can't  argue 
I  and  my  old  woman  'ud 
,  that  would  we. 
n.  What  are  you  cack- 
ardy  under  the  Queen's 
['11  have  you  flogg'd  and 
*  the  root!  I  will. 
m.  lie  swears  by  the 
r  1  69 

ze7i.     Hark  I    the  trum- 

^cesftion  passes,  Mary  and 
ith  riding  side  by  side^  and 
nrs  under  the  gate. 
jong  live  Queen  Mary  ! 
I  traitors  I  God  save  her 
death    to   Northumber- 

[Ejteunt. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

vnan.     By  God's  light  a 

},  right  royal ! 

'i^nmn.   She  looks  come- 

nary  to-day ;  but  to  my 

ly  Elizabeth  is  the  more 

al.  81 

man.   I  mean  the  Lady 

►id  you  hear  (I  have  a 

ler  service  who  reported 

let  the  Queen  at  Wan- 

ve  hundred  horse,  and 

ho*   some   say  they  be 

)  took  her  hand,  call'd 

er,  and  kiss'd  not  her 

the  ladies  of  her  follow- 

leman.   Ay,  that  was  in 

V.   There  will  be  plenty 

un sister  them  again  ; 

for  one,  who  is  to  be 
mccllor,  and  will  pounce 
»ast  out  of  his  cjige  to 
r.  98 

n<in.  And,  furthermore, 

said   that  when   there 


rose  a  talk  of  the  late  rebellion,  she 
spoke  even  of  Northumberland  piti- 
fully, and  of  the  good  Lady  Jane  as 
a  poor  innocent  child  who  had  but 
obeyed  her  father ;  and,  furthermore, 
she  said  that  no  one  in  her  time  should 
be  burnt  for  heresy. 

Second  Gentleman.  Well,  shr,  I  look 
for  happy  times.  109 

PYrst  uentiejnan.  There  is  but  one 
thing  against  them.  I  know  not  if 
you  know. 

Second  Gentleman.  I  suppose  you 
touch  upon  the  rumor  that  Charles, 
the  master  of  the  world,  has  oflfer'd 
her  his  son  Pliilip,  the  Pope  and  the 
devil.     I  trust  it  is  but  a  rumor.      117 

Mrst  Gentleman.  She  is  going  now 
to  the  Tower  to  loose  the  prisoners 
there,  and  among  them  Courtenay,  to 
be  made  Earl  of  Devon,  of  royal  blood, 
of  splendid  feature,  whom  the  council 
and  all  her  people  wish  her  to  marry. 
May  it  be  so,  for  we  are  many  of  us 
Catholics,  but  few  Papists,  and  the 
Hot  Gospellers  will  go  mad  upon  it. 

Second  GentUinan.  Was  she  not  be- 
troth'd  in  her  babyhood  to  the  Great 
Emperor  himself  ?  129 

First  Gentleman.  Ay,  but  he  's  too 
old. 

Second  Gentleman.  And  again  to 
her  cousin  Reginald  Pole,  now  Cardi- 
nal ;  but  I  hear  that  he  too  is  full  of 
ach(?s  and  broken  before  his  day. 

First  Gentleman.  Oh,  the  Pope 
could  dispense  with  his  cardinalate, 
and  his  achage,  and  his  breakage,  if 
that  were  all.  Will  you  not  follow 
the  procession  ?  140 

Second  Gentleman.  No ;  I  have  seen 
enough  for  this  day. 

First  Gentleman.  Well,  I  shall  fol- 
low ;  if  I  can  get  near  enough  I  shall 
judge  with  my  own  eyes  whether  her 
Grace  incline  to  this  splendid  scion  of 
Plantagenet.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  II 

A  Room  in  Lamketh  Palace 

Cranmer.   To  Strasburg.  Antwerp, 
Frankfort,  Zurich,  Worms, 
Geneva,  Basle  —  our  bishops  from  theii 
sees 
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Or  fled,  they  say.  or  flying— I'oin*!, 

Bule,   Scory,   Coferdale ;   bt^iiles  tLe 

0[    Clirjgtchurch,    Durham.    Etetcr, 

snd  WelU— 
Ailmerand  BulliDghum,  and  huodreda 

So  ihey  roporl,     I  shall  1ip  left  alone, 
Ho;   Houpur,   Ridley,   i^Umer,    will 
not  fly. 

EnUr  Pktkb  ilAHTifa. 

Peter  Martyr.   Ply,  Craiimer!  were 

there  nothing  else,  your  name 

Btands  Qrat  of  thoae  who  sign'd  the 

lethire  puliMit  M 

That  Kftve  her  royal  crown  to  Lady 

Oranmfr.  Htand  first  It  amy.  but  it 
was  written  last. 
■  Those  that  are  now  her  privy  council 

Before  me;  nay.  the  Judgra  bad  pro- 
nounced 

That  our  youtig  Eiluard  might  be- 
queath the  trowu 

Ot  Eoglaoi),  putting  by  his  father's 

Yet  I  stood  out.  till  Edward  sent  for 

The  wan  boy-king,  with  his  fast-fad- 
ing eyes 
FiKt  hara  on  mine,  his  frdl  trauspar- 

Damp  with  the  sweat  of  deatti,  and 

griping  mine.  10 

Whisper-d  me.  if  I  loved  him.  not  to 

His  Church  of  England  to  the  Fspal 

And  Mary ;  then  I  could  no  more — I 

Nfty.  for  bare  shame  of  inconsistency. 
She   cannot   pass  her   treitor  council 

by, 
To  make  me  headless. 

Peim-  Martyr.   That  might  be  for- 

1  tell  yoii,  fly,  my  lord.     You  do  not 


Your  creed  will  be  your  death, 

Oranmer.  flt«p  after  step. 

Thro'  many  voices  crying  right  and 

left,  ]> 


Have  I  elimb'd  back  into  th 
AndetAnd  wiUiin  the  porch,  ai 


with  n 


B  such  a  scandal  la  tt» 


My  fli^'ht  ' 
faith, 

Thedonnfcill  of  so  many  simpleMolt 
I  dare  not  leave  my  post. 

Fetir  Marfyr.         But  you  dJTtnd 
Queen  Caliiailnc  and  her  father; hmet 

her  hate 
Will  burn  till  you  are  burn'd. 

OranmeiT.  I  cannot  h«tpiL 

The  Canonlits  and  Bcboolmen  vtn 

'Thou  Shalt  not  wed  thy  brotbec'i 
wife.'— "Tiswritten.  » 

'They  shall  be  childless.'  True.Hu] 
was  bom. 

But  Prance  would  not  accept  her  la 

As  being  born  from  incest:  arid  l^i^ 

wrought 
Upon  the  King;  and  child  by  chiM 

Were  momentarv  sparkles,  out  aaquid 
Almost  as  kintued ;   and  be  brougb 

his  doubts 
And  fears  to  me.    Peter,  I  'U  sw« 

for  him 
He  did  believe  the  bond  inceatuous. 
But  wherefore  am  I  trenching  on  Ui 

That  should  already  have  seen  yot 

steps  a  mile 
From  me  and  I,4unbeth  !   God  be  wit 

you  I     Go. 
Pcttr  Martyr.   Ah,  but  how  fierce 

letter  you  wrote  ag^nst 
Their  superstition  when  uiey  slander' 


It  Canterimij 


For  setting  up  a 
To  please  the  Queen  1 

CyanowT.  It  was  a  wheedling  moo 
Set  up  the  mass. 

Peter  Martyr.     I  know  it,  my  goo 
lord. 
But   you  so   bubbled   over  with  hi 

Of  Satan,  liars,  blasphemy,  Antichris 
She  never  will  forgive  you.     Fly,  u 
lord,  fly ! 
Cranmer.    I  wrote  It,  and  God  gtai 

me  power  to  bum  I 
Petrr  Martyr.   They  have  given  n 
a  safe  coadoct;  foe  all  that 
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[  dare  not  stay.     I  fear,  I  fear,  I  sec 

you, 
[>ear  friend,  for  Uic  last  time;  fare- 
well, ami  fly. 
Cranmer.   Fly  and  farewrll,  and  let 
me  die  the  death. 

[Erit  Peter  3fartyr. 
Enter  Old  Servant. 
O.  kind  and  gentle  master,  the  Queen's 

Officers 
Are  hero  in  force  to  take  you  to  the 
Tower. 
Cranmer.    Av,  gentle  friend,  admit 
them.     I  will  go. 
2  thank  my  God  it  is  Uio  late  to  fly. 

[Kxeunt. 


SCRNK  III 

Rt.  Paul's  Cross 

Father  Bourne  in  the  pulpit.  A 
ermrd.  March  ion  kss  op  Exktkii. 
Courtenay.  The  Sirur  Dk  N<>- 
AILLES  and  hint  man  Rookr  in  front 
€f  the  ttaye.     Hubbub. 

yoailleM.    Hast   thou   let    fall   th()H4' 
papers  in  the  palace  Y 

R/iger.    Ay,  sir. 

yoailles.  ''There  will  !m'  no  |M»nce 
for  Mary  till  KlizulM^th  los<>  her  li(>a(l/ 

Roger.    Ay,  sir. 

y*Mtillts.  And  the  other,  *  l>^n^  live 
Elijsabeth  the  (jue<*n  ! ' 

Riiger.    Ay,    sir;    she    ncecU    must 
tread  upon  them. 

ymiiiles.  Well. 

These   beastly   swine    make   such    a 

grunting  hen*, 
I  cannot  cat^h  what  Father  Houmc  1.4 
saying.  lo 

Roger.  Quiet  a  moment,  my  mas- 
ters; hear  whst  the  shavi'lin^'has  to 
my  for  himself. 

Crotrtl.    1 1  ush  —  h  ea  r ! 

Bourne.    — and    so    this    unhappy 
land,  long  dividiKl  in  itself.  :ui<l  >^v 
er'd  from  the  faith,  will  nttirn  intn 
the  one  true  fold,  sc«'inL'  that  mir  lt.-i 
Clous  Virgin  Queen  hat  h  — 

Crmtd.    No  poiM»  I  no  \Ht\M' '  !•> 

Roger  {ttt  thiutt  afumt  him,  niimi'himi 
B«iume). — hath  s«*nt  for  the  hnly  Ir 
^atc  of  the  holy  father  the  INipf,  Car 


dinal  Pole,  to  give  us  all  that  h< 
absolution  which  — 

Fir§t  Citiun.  Old  Bourne  to  1 
life  \ 

Second  Citizen.  Holy  absolutic 
holy  Inquisition  I 

Thiid  Citizen.  Down  with  the  1 
pist  1  [Ilubb 

liaurne.  —  and  now  that  your  ci 
bishop,  Bonner,  who  hath  lain  so  To 
under  bonds  for  the*  faith  —   [llubh 

yoaillen.     Friend  Itoger,  steal  th 
in  among  the  crowd. 
And  get  the  swine  to  shout   'Eli: 

bi;th.' 
Yon  gray  old  Gospeller,  sour  as  m 

winter, 
Begin  with  him. 

Roger  (goes).  By  the  mass,  old  friei 
we  *11  have  no  pope  hen*  while  the  La 
Elizabeth  lives. 

Gi>9peller.  Art  thou  of  the  true  faii 
fc'llow,  that  swearest  by  the  mass? 

Ritfftr.  Av,  that  am  I.  new  c< 
vert^nl,  l)ut  tlie  old  leaven  sticks  to  i 
tongue  yet. 

t\r»t  Vitiz*n.     lie   says  right; 
tlie  mass,  we'll  have  no  mass  here. 

Voiojt  of  thf  Cntini.  IVace  I  hi 
him  :  let  his  own  wonis  damn  the  I 
pist.  Fn>m  thine  own  mouth  I  Jud 
the<*  —  tt'ar  him  tiown  ! 

Jhurnr.  —  and  since  <>ur  gracio 
(Jueeii.  h't  me  t'jill  ln*r  our  siHMmd  V 
gin  Mary.  Imtli  iM'guu  to  re  edify  t 
trui*  trniple  — 

FifMt  Citizt/i.  Virgin  Mary!  we 
hav«*  no  virgins  here  —  we  'II  have  t 
Ladv  Kli/.-iix'th! 

[Stri/f'ffji   an     tiniirn.    a     kuiff 
hurltti  (imi  tttii'kM  in  tht  pulfi 
Th*    imtft    thnnttj    ^*    th<    pul^ 
fttiirM. 

}fit n'h ion*  mm  of  AV/  //  r.     Son  ( 'ou r 

nav,  wilt   tht»u  sit-  tin*  holy 

th«T 
Murdirfd  In-fore  thy   f:i«f?    up.   s< 

:iml  >»av(?  him  ' 
TIh  V   lo\i'  tlnf,   :iii«l    thou    raiist    i 

(iiiiii-  Til  Imrin 
Con  it,  ■  .'//  \l>,  tf.i  j-.-jiif^        Shan 

»«li:iiiM-.    niy     TUM*«t«rs '    an*  y 

K!iL'li*-li  l»«'rii. 
Ami     ».« t     vnuf'^lvrH     hv     hundn 

aLTuiU'^t  one  t 


you  tlnTi*  — 
riic  l*ri!i(M'  nf  >paiii  (•  •iniuir  t<>  wrd  <• 

At"ti  r   liiin.  lioy-  !   :i::'l    j-  ■'    lii!;:    !  r- 

til.-  i\:\\ 
I  '/'//,_//    >.  -■.,     .s'    .  .  V  .'    ■'';••"■   ■■    ' 

>/,.;/-/.',  ''.N.      /•.'-■      :  '•  '   "''.    ■•"■ 

>/'/•   Miirclii.  .lii  «.v  , .:    L\<  1'  r  ■■ 

Aucinl:iiii^. 
\,.i//'''f.^  .'■>  ll.i_(  v       S*  iii<l  :Vi.n;i!i 

If  I'/ii/'ilw  ill  1  ■-'    ii-  :  ii-  ;nl    - 
That  uialio  l'i»r  riMiM  <•. 
Aim!     it'    1i«t    i>'"]'1'  .    :.iij-  i  ■!     lii'--  ■ 

upMii. 
Ari>^<.-   .'iLMin-^'    li<r   ai.'l    <!';lir":.'-   :li 

(^u.  .  :. 
That  nials'  ^  I-t  I'laiir-  . 
Ami  if  I  !'r<i  <!  i  .'::t'i;-i  .'i  ai:\  ua\  -- 
Tliat  i!iak«  -«  l-  r  F!:ii:<r 

(ItHKl  (lay.  ni\    l.'i:<l  <  -I    I  >•  \  ■'•: 
A  1»"1'1   li'  i!'   y:!--  I      ':■•..:"'!   :i.i'    r.i 

L'i!:ir  iii"l»  ! 
( ',,i!iff .'';..       -M  \     n:  ■•  li'  r    ^  I'li      <  i 

ui»  :   aipl  lip  I    V.  ■  !.. 
I  km  w    ilic\     \\  ■  1  ..  i    1    ■•    li"  1!.'    ■.'  ;. 

\vr<Mi'j-. 
F(»r  I  am  iiiiLili' •-    j- ■;    :1  ir   "a''Ii   '::■;:. 

N « 'a'  I  M'-> 

^•  • »  \'     . .    '        '   ■  ;         '   ■ 

<  '/'  .  '•'  ■  ■"/.       W  ii  V    •:  ••  ■     1    i':i   '.;•:_■- 

M....'!. 
y..,'l''. >.       \\'A     :"•!     • :  ■       ■'■  '."•■*. 
(  lia!:  ji-  i:.-.  ■•■■■■■ 
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Th'it,  \\  ith  :in  ass's,  not  a  horsc'a  lirml. 
Skips  «'V<'ry  way,  from  levity  or  from 

ffiir. 
>\V11,  wi?  hIiuU  use  him  sonwhow.  so 

that  Ganliner  uo 

Anil  Simon  K(*imnl  spy  not  out  our 

game 
Too  early.     liogor,  tliinkest  thou  that 

any  one 
Su?*|»rrtttl  thee  to  be  my  man  ? 

It*»ger.  Not  one,  sir. 

S^MtiUfM.     No!    the    disj^uine     was 

IMTfect   liCt'saway.    {Kreunt. 


Scene  IV 

LiiM>nx.      A  Room  in  the  Palace 

Kmzabetii.     Kntrr  Coiirtenay. 

Cotirttnaif.     So  y(»t  am  T, 
UnleHs  my  frictHia'aml  mirrors  lie  to 

me, 
A   fTootUior-lookin^  fellow   tiian  this 

Philip. 
Pah! 
The  Qiu'en  is  ill  adviHC*(1.    Shall  I  turn 

traitfir  f 
They  've  almoflt  talked  me  into  it ;  yet 

the  word 
AfTrigrhts  me  somewhat  :  to  be  sueh  a 

one 
A«  Harry  Bolin;rl)n>ke  hath  a  lure  in 

it:  I 

^fOtwi  now,  my  I^aily  Queen,  tho'  l»y  ' 

your  jipe 
Ami  bv  vour  looks  you  are  not  worth 

tlie  having,  im 

Yet  by  your  erown  you  are. 

[»S«i/iy  Kli/.abrth. 

The  Princess  tln-n'  ? 

If  I  tried  her,  and  la  —  she's  amorous. 

Ilaye  we  notlieanl  of  her  in  Kdwanl's 

time, 
iler  freaks  and  fn>lic8  with  xXw  luti- 

I»rd  Admiral  t 
I  do  iK'lievc  she'd  yield.     I  should  Im- 

A  party  in  tlie  Htate  ;  and  tln-n.  who  ' 

knows  — 
Elimheth.     What    arc   you   nin*-!!!::  '• 

on,  my  lionl  of  Drvnn  ? 
Covrten^if.     Has  not  t}i<>  (^n«rii 
Klizaheth.         l)on«*  wIiMt.  Sir? 
ivurierutif.  — maih- you  follow  , 


The  I^ulv  SutTolU  and  thr   Ladv 

nox  ?  —  y<Mi. 
TIh'  heir  presuniptivt-. 

FJizatKth.     Why  do  you  ask? 

know  it. 
Courtrnay.     You   nee<ls  must 

it  hardly. 
KfizitlM  th.  No.  i  n< b  ■«  1 1 ! 

I  am  utterly  subnns»4iv<'  to  the  (Ji 
(■ourttuay.      W<'11.    I    was  mi 
upon  that  :  the  (jurcn 
Is  both  my  foe  and  youis  ;  we  sh 
be  friends. 
Klizabtth.     My  Loni.  the  Initrt 
another  to  us 
Is  no  true  lM>nd  of  friendvln]). 

Courtrnay.  Miirht  i 

Re  the  rout^h  preface  of  some  c 

bond  Y 

Klizafttth.   Mv  lonl,  vou   late 

hio»;<'d  fnini  out  tijc  Tow«t 

Where,  like  a  buth-rtlv  in  a  «*lirvs 

Yt)U  sjMMit  your  lif«»  ;  tiiat  broken 

you  tlutter 
Thro"  the  new  worM,  >:o  /.iirzag, 

would  settle 
Upon  this  (lower,  now  that.     \\\ 

thincTS  here 
At  court  are  known  ;   you  have 

licitcd 
The  Quci'Ti,  and  Im-cu  n-j«ct<'«l. 

f'onrtt  inift.  Flower. 

Half  failed  !  but  ymi.  cnn^in.  an- 

and  swi-it 
As   the  iirM    tl«»\\er  i.«i   bfi-   lins 
tri«Mi. 
tyiztif'itti.    An-    \ nil  tli«'   ln-e   t« 
nie  ?  why.  but  im»\s 
I  rrillril  Vi»U  iMlttiltK  . 

1\,nrtf  mill,  ^'nu  did  ine  W  r 

1  1mv«-  n->r  tobfc;dliil  a  huttirtly 
Why  iln  you  <all  in*'  butti  rtly? 

FJi.-f^-th.      W  llV    (!'•   _\<»U    L'n   •*'» 

th'-nV 
(\,'trff  n>it/.     V»lM't  Mild  L'-'ld. 
This  di'-^s  wri'^  iii.i>!«-  im-  :i>   tht- 

nf  I  >•  \t'H 

To  t;ike  my  >e.ir  in;  ]'»>\<<  it  nnt  i 

ri»\:tl  ? 
AV/:.i'.;/',.    S'.  r.\:il   Mint    tli.    <i 

t''>rliad«-  V"';  \i  •  triuL""  i' 
I  '-iin  t,  ;,.i If      1  \\  I  ir  "t    ilpri   f«» 

In  r 
/•V/:.,/.,//,       ^\^   !....!.  I,,-.   |..r.i  . 
I    ^1     \  ii'i  i'l   I  III-  'I't.w  I  r  .'i-.r:!!!! 

.^laj^  >iy 


Wills  mo  to  wed  her. 

KUzaUth,  Failinir  Iht,  my  lonl 

Dt)th  lUJt  as  irrt'-at  a  party  in  the  Statt 
Will  von  l«»  \\«(i  iin'  *: 

C'"i rtt  Ktiif.  KvrM  «.(».  fair ':i<iy 

hJUzti^Hth.  Y<»uk!n»\v  tntiatt* T  l:niir<. 
Cvurtt  muL  Nav.   1  iin  ant 

Truf  inattrrs  of  the  h»art. 

EliznUth.  Mij  Inart.  mv  Inni. 

Is    no    iin-at    party   in    the    Stat*-    a> 
yrt. 
Cmu'tt  ihii/.    Clrtat.   >ai(l    you  V    nay, 
y(»ii  shall  ln'  irnat.     I  l<»vr  \i>'.i. 
Lav  mv  lift'   in  voiir  lianil>.     (an  vom 
be  il(»s<'  "r 
EUzaUth.    Can  yon.  my  l<^r«l  V 
('t'urtt/itit/.   C'losr  as  ami^<  r"^t  a-k«  t 
Listen  : 
Till'  Kinir  of  Fran«»'.  N(Kiillt"i  \\w  Ani 

l>a.ss:ulor. 
TIh-  Duke  i>f   SutT.'lk   ar.»l    Sir  P.  1. 1 

Cart'W. 
Sir    Thomas    Wyatt.   I    my^»lf.   >oni" 

(nhcrs. 
Have    sworn    thi^    Spanish   inarriaj-- 

shall  not  ln'. 
If  Mary  will  ni>t  h«  arus  —  w.  II  —  •  ■  ■:: 

jertiin-  — 
Were    I   in  Drvon    with   my  M«(l.i<'l 

liri«h*. 
The    piitple    tlpTc    so    w.-r-^hip  u\>-  — 
vi^ur  I  ir  ; 
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Tou  know  your  Jjatin  —  quiet  as  a 

dead  Ixxly. 
What  was  my  Lord  of  Devon  telling 

you? 
Elizabeth.   Whether  he  told  me  any- 
thing or  not. 
1  follow  your  good  counsel,  gracious 

uncle. 
Quiet  as  a  dead  boily. 

Howard.  You  do  right  well. 

I  do  not  care  to  know ;  but  this  I 

charge  you, 
Tell  Courtenav  nothing.     The  Lord 

Chancellor  — 
I  count  it   as  a  kind    of  virtue  in 

him. 
He  hath  not  many  —  as  a  mastiff  dog 
May  love  a  puppy  cur  for  no  more 

reason  no 

Tlian  that  the  twain  have  been  tied  up 

together. 
Thus    Ganiiner  —  for   the  two  were 

fellow- prisoners 
So    many    years    in    yon    accunu><l 

Tower — 
Hath  taken  to  this  Courtenay.     Ijook 

to  it,  niece, 
IIh    liAth    no  fence   when    Ganiiner 

questions  him ; 
All  oozes  out;  yet  liim  —  Utcausethey 

know  him 
The  last  White   Hose,  the  last  Flan 

tHgenet  — 
Nay,  there  in  Canlinal  Pole,  too  —  the 

people 
Claim    as   their  natural    letuler  —  ay, 

some  sav 
That  you  shall  marry  liim,  make  him 

king  belike.  wo 

EtiMheth,    Do  th«*y    say    so,  ^mxl 

uncle  ? 
IffHTurti.  Av,  goo<i  iiitf-el 

Vnu  should   be  plain  nii<l   npt'ii  with 

me,  niece. 
Vou  should  not  play  upon  hm*. 
Klizabfth.  Nn.  ^mkI  uncle. 

Khter  G.\iii>inku. 

Otinlinrr.    The    (^inTn    wonl«i    s«'i' 
y«Mir  Gr»c«  U|M)ii  tlic  nmriKiit 

Kfinihfth,    Wliv.  inv  l<»ni  !»i»<ln'|i  ? 

Oardinrr.    I    think    Mn-   iu<  aiis    lo 
munwl  your  witlulnwinir 
To  Ashridge.  or  sonn;  othi-r  ii  111111  ry 
house. 

Etitabeth.    Wliy.  my  Innl  M-iiop - 


Gardiner,  I  do  but  bring  the  i 

sage,  know  no  more. 
Your  Grace  will  hear  her  reasons  i 

herself. 
Elizaheth.   'T  is  mine  own  wish 

flird  before  the  won! 
Was  spoken,  for  in  truth  I  had  m 

lo  crave 
Pcrmiasion  of  her  Highness  to  ret 
To  Asliridge,  and  pursue  my  stu 

there. 
Gardiner.    Madam,  to  have  the 

before  the  wonl 
Is  man's  gixxl  fairy  —  and  the  Qi 

is  yours. 
I  left  her  with  rich  jewels  in  her  hi 
Whereof  'tis  like  enough  slie  m 

to  make 
A  farewell  pn*S(*nt  to  your  Orac**. 
Elizabeth.  My  1 

I  have  the  jewel  of  a  loyal  heart. 
(hinliner.   I  doubt  it  not.  mai: 

moat  loyal.    |  Ii«nr$  htr  and 
Iloxranl.  S<*«*, 

Thiscomes  of  parleying  with  my  J 

of  Devon. 
Well,    well,   you  must  obey  ;   ar 

mvwlf 
IJelievc  it  will  bi'  bcttrr  for  your 

fan*. 
Your  time  will  conic. 

KliznMh.     T   think    niv   time 

ctmic. 
Tncle. 
I    am   of    sovcreJLni    nature,    thi! 

know, 
Not  to   Im-  qnt'll'il :   and    I    hav** 

within  mc 
Stirrin^rs  of  .s<>ni»*  irn'sit   «l«K)m  « 

(iimI's  Inst  hour 
l*«ils — hut  this  lif-ni'  oM  (ranlin< 

his  bii:  bajilness. 
That  irritable  forelmk  winrh  hi'  r 
His  bu//.anl  lN>:ik  and  di-ep  inrave 

evi-** 
Half  friirhl  in»'. 

lltftr.iit!.    Yoil  'vr.'ibold  heart  ;  1 

it  ^i> 
He  eaiinnt    lo'ic'i   \'"i   sav<-  that 

turn  tiail'T  ; 
And  si»  laUi-  he'll    I    priy   yni 

art   Mrjf 
Whn  1"\«-  that  iii'-ri  ^-h-'Uiil  srnih-  11 

\  mu.  iiin  <■ 
'rip'V  (1  »«nnli*  y<»M  iiitu  trt-asmi       s 

'if  th<  in 


>«-a    - 
Or  will  \h-  ill  :i  iiioinciit.    If  tli«>v  (lar<'(i 
To  liariii  v<»\i.  I  wouM  l»Iow  this  IMiilip 

:i:Jl  :ill 
Vour  :r";il>u'  :<>  liit- dcj- >;;ii  an^l   ih. 

<lr\il. 

hyi:<i'>tl>.     '!'.»    ill.'   lM<'ia•l>^.    uiu  ;.   ; 

tiny  lia\  (•  I'-^t  a  -«i>^ti  r. 
Il>f>r,ii'f.      Hir  why  --ay  that  ".'   wha' 

liavi'  yn'.i  «ji  )iir  ii .  lii>f  Ijrr  '. 
C'<^in»',  «"iin'.  I  w  ii!  ^.i  u  itii  \  if.i  !••  \\\<-  . 

(^lU    I'll.  [  /:'./'   '":'. 


S(  KM.    V 

A    Room    in    iiu.    Tai.  v<  i. 


.MaKY        trif/t        I'llII.ir'*-        ii'ii'i'f  ■■  i<  . 

Al.M  \.. 

1 

)fif  llj    '  l,i>!^i  II'!  t!i     ,■■■ .'  ,  i,it  •:  r,  Nji-v' 

ir"«xil\.     kii: jl'k:',    ;iii<l    a:.    «  ii;        \ 

)M'i"t  »r  s  >(  '11.  — 
A  kiriL''  !•»  !•('.-—  i-«  Im*  n- -t  ii<»!'l<'.  l::  1  V 
. !///>.     (i(M)(lly  t'iioU::li.  \  <•';!•(  ill.  .-,    | 

Mini  y«t.  Ill'-:  liiiik^.  '  > 

I  luivc  v.-rji  L''  »<»<ili'  r. 

M'irii.  \\  ;    ««<iin''  \\a.\':i  •!    il       I 

Thy  haliy  •'>  c-^  lia\f  i'  -«:'  •!  -i:..  i"  "i.I\<  ; 
All*  n-'l  aini  whit",  ihr  :;i-ii;''i    •:'  ■■  ;r     ^ 

laa.l. 
lint  III  V  _■■'"<  1  in- -til'  :■«  ..'•^'        ( .  ■  '  ■ 
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loly  Virgin,  being  noble, 

;  only.     Then  the  bastard 

t, 

.  far  fairer  than  myself. 

rawn  to  her  ? 

:  the  true  faith  with  my- 

50 
•him — for  to  wed  with 

le  England — Gardiner  is 

;t  him ; 

)il,     people.     Parliament 

1;  him; 

ive  him  1   My  hard  father 

me; 

ither  hated  me  than  loved ; 

^ers  and  hates  me.    Holy 

I, 

\ij  blessed  Son  ;  grant  me 

aver. 

;?hilip  ;  and  we  two  will 

atcrs  of  the  Faith  again 
sirwidow'd  channel  here, 
itch  60 

banks  rolling  incense,  as 

id  kindled  with  the  palms 
ist! 

!hiter  UsuER. 

ir? 

adam,  the  Lord  Chancel- 

him  come  in.  {Enter 
VER.)  Good  mornin*]^,  my 
»rd.  [Bxtt  Usher. 

That  every  morning  of 
ajesty 
good,  is  every  morning's 

;  loyal  subject,  Stephen 

2r. 

e  you  to  tell  me  this,  my 

And  more, 
lave  begun  to  learn  your 

sh  to  pay  King  Edward's 

70 
ousehold  curb'd,  and  tlie 
)n 
absidy  levied  on  the  peo- 

ues  praise  and  all  hearts 
■you. 


I'd  have  you  yet  more  loved.     The 

realm  is  poor. 
The  exchequer  at  neap-tide ;  we  might 

withdraw 
Part  of  oiu*  garrison  at  Calais. 

Mary.  Calais ! 

Our  one  point  on  the  main,  the  gate  of 

France  ! 
I  am  Queen  of  England;  take  mine 

eyes,  mine  heart, 
But  do  not  lose  me  Calais. 

Oardiner.  Do  not  fear  it. 

Of  that  hereafter.  I  say  your  Grace  is 

loved.  80 

That  I  may  keep  you  thus,  who  am 

your  friend 
And  ever  faithful  coimsellor,  might  I 

speak  ? 
Mary.  I  can  forespeak  your  speak- 
ing.    Would  I  marry 
Prince  Philip,  if  all  England  hate  him  ? 

That  is 
Your  question,  and  I  front  it  with 

another : 
Is  it  England,  or  a  party  ?  Now,  yoiur 

answer. 
Oardiner.  My  answer  is,  I  wear  be- 
neath my  dress 
A  shirt  of  mail ;  my  house  hath  been 

assaulted, 
And  when  I  walk  abroad  the  populficc. 
With  fingers  pointed  like  so  many  dag- 
gers, 90 
Stab  me  in  fancy,  hissing  Spain  and 

Philip ; 
And  wlieu  I  sleep  a  hundred  mcn-at 

arms 
Guard  my  poor  dreams  for  England. 

Men  would  murder  me, 
Because  they  think  me  favorer  of  this 

marriage. 
3fary.  And  that  were  hard  upon  you, 

my  Lord  Chancellor. 
Gardiner.     But  our  young  Karl  oi 

Devon  — 
3fan/.  Earl  of  Devon  ? 

I  freed  him  from  the  Tower,  placed 

him  at  C-ourt  ; 
I  made  him  Earl  of  Devon,  and  —  tlic 

fool  — 
He  wrecks  his  health  and  wealth  on 

courtesans, 
And  rolls  liimsclf  in  carrion  likeadoff. 
Gardimr.     More  like  a  scliool-boy 

that  hath  broken  bounds 
Sickening  himself  with  sweets. 


I  ox 


_.  VU1U1U  urn  iMGK  tin  taam.    I  in 

allthmiiki 
ToGodudlorflurOnce;  Tetlkaow 

wdl. 
Your  people,  and  I  go  nith  Ibcni  so 

far.  no 

Wni  toook  nor  Pope  urn  Bpaniunl 


JtsflP  (^umiitg  the  picture).     Is  tills 
the  face  of  (me  who  play b  the 

^IBDtT 

KruM  it ;  Is  it  not  goodlj,  ay,  and 
gentle  T 
Gorainer.  Hadam,  methlnka  a  cold 


Courtenay 
Aj,  tnu— a  goodly  one.    I  would 

UiUte 
W€ra  h>ir  M  goodly  (atid<). 
Mmjf.       Wbat  ia  that  you  mutter  ! 
garffMW.      O,    madam,    take    it 


Tha  prlnoe  is    known  in  8paiD, 


Ftar  Philip - 
JfbfV.         You  offend  us ;  you  n: 


be  oDatmt  with  llut :  and  so, 
fanwull. 
m«Um  (pni'nff,  rrt'smtl     I  nould 
ytmr  vwwer  hml  b«ii  oiLer. 

I  for«e«  (Ufk  iIai's. 
Wf.  Anilioilnl.  ^i; 

r  mMtcr  wnTkn  nninst  oii-  In  llin 
dKik.  >n 

hrifa««  tie  bolp  NurUiiiuilit^rlaiiil 

N»y.    puw    pliaiiloi>y. 

*mir  Qnce. 
•  ilKNild  be  ro'iTO  tt(r«fiwt  yim  T 
Iwv-  Will  ymilunr  why  T 

rr  a(  BcMluiil,  —  (or  I  linvu  uot 
^  owB-d 

bier,  umI    I    MM    not,  ~n(tcr 

B» 

Ir  of  &isUml ;    nnil  my  Tuynl 


Ilnil  miirk'il  hi-r  lur  inj  btuilier  Ed- 

trnnl'H  briile ; 
Ay,  but  your  king  itole  her  « 

from  Bcotluid 
la  DtdM  U>  bctrolU  htt  to  yoor 

pbln. 
B™  ihm  : 
MntT  ii[  Hmtlud,   muTted  tn 

Oh  II  pill  n. 

Mary  nf  En>[laiu],  jiA 


liiwllL 


WouliI  Iw  too  HtTOD);  for  f^mniv. 
Yi-H.   wi-re  tlinrc  bwuc  Ixirti  to  her, 

8pk<n  uul  me. 
Out'  rrowu.  tii[|;lit    ru1i>    Ilip  woiU. 

Thcro  Hph  ywir  fatr. 
That  U  your  drift.     You  play  K 

and  itmk. 
t^lxiw  luc  yuur  laoet  1 

Xaaillr*.         Mvlam,  I  nm 
KrviK-ti,  I  uiuil  ntvdk  wliU 

things  tot  l^nacE. 


'J 


yr^iif.     Is  this  like  Philip  ? 
yf^nlhA,       Ay,  but  nobler-looking. 
J/Jf/'.V.     Hath  iif  the?  lar<rc  ability  of 

tile  Kmj^i'nir  ? 
Xint/'f^tJi.     N>>,  snri'lv. 
Mtini.         I  can  inako  allowuuoc  f«>r 
tlu'c. 
Tlifju  siK'uki'St  of  the  enemy  of  thy 
kinir. 
Xtuin^-^     Make  no    allow  an  ce   for 
th>'  nakixl  tnitli.  lkj 

III'   is  rviTV  wav  a  lesser  man  than 

Charles; 
St«m«'haril,  ice-cohl  —  no  dash  of  dar- 
inir  in  him. 
yfnnf.     If  c-ohl.  his  life  is  pure. 
yfHiiVnt.  "\Vhy  {>*iiiiUhij\  no.  in- 

d«M*d. 
Munt.     Sav'st  thim? 
yfMu'fftJi.     A    very   wanton   life  1n- 

dri'd  Kit  III  i  I  hi  {I  \. 
yfini.    Your  uiidii'iK.'e  i>  coneliidrd. 
sir.  ( AV/V  Nojiilli's. )  Ymiennmit 
Learn  :i  ni;in*>  nutun-  fntni  his  natural 
f  ( )e. 

Kiitir  r-^iiKR. 
Who  w;nts  t 

I'l^fnr.     Tlir    aiuha^satlnr  r»f  S])ain. 
ynur  (ir:i«*i'.  |  K,  it. 

Kn /'  /■  S I M n N    1 1 K N  Al i  1>. 

^fitn/   {ri-'ii/i;/    t'f    u-nt   hiin\.         'I'lu'tl 
art    i-viT    wili'dMi.'     Siiii"!i     I'r- 


First 

Tlian  ( 
And  1 
I  11  sel 
I  Let  tl 
;  Sian<l 
Goil  1; 
And  h' 
I  am  I] 

PaiTrt 

lint  f. 
Yt>u  tl 

Tiitil  ; 
>p::  Tl 

Wl-.  !l 
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tr  of  the  Church  lands.    At 

coming 

will  rise. 

My  star !  a  baleful  one. 
iie  black  night,  and  hear  the 

? 

Your  star  will  be  your 
3ely  son, 

3  England  and  the  Nether- 
i\ 

ir  wolf  the  while  should 
for  more, 
him  from  a  bag  of  Spanish 

; — I  have  dusted  some  al- 
7  — 

or  late,  your  Parliament  is 

240 
^hy  do  they  talk  so  foully 
ur  Prince, 

The  lot  of  princes.    To 
gh 
about. 

They  call  him  cold, 
r,  worse. 
Why,  doubtless,  Philip 

bearing  of  your  blue  blood 
I 

leasure  —  nay,  it  well  be- 
him. 

ith  he  the  large  ability  of 
her  ? 

>fay,  some  believe  that  he 
>  beyond  him. 
this  like  him  ? 
Vy,  somewhat ;  but  your 

rincelike  prince  beneath 
1.  250 

b  to  Philip. 

Of  a  pure  life? 
ls  an  angel  among  angels. 
y  Heaven, 

Vour    Highness    knows 
losoever 
r  a  woman,'  would   not 

'  Spain.     You  are  happy 

there, 

r  Grace ! 

am  happy  in  him  there. 

nd   would  be  altogether 

madam, 


So  that  your  sister  were  but  look'd  to 

closer. 
You  have  sent  her  from  the  court,  but 

then  she  goes,  259 

I  warrant,  not  to  hear  the  nightingales. 
But  hatch  you  some  new  treason  in  the 

woods. 
Ma7%    We  have  our  spies  abroad  to 

catch  her  tripping. 
And  then,  if  caught,  to  the  Tower. 

Jienard,        The  Tower  I  the  block  1 
The  word  has  tum'd  your  Highness 

pale ;  the  thing 
Was  no  such  scarecrow  in  your  father's 

time. 
I  have  heard,  the  tongue  yet  quiver'd 

with  the  jest 
When  the  head  leapt — so  common  1 

I  do  think. 
To  save  your  crown,  that  it  must 

come  to  this. 
Mary.     No,  llenard ;  it  must  nevei 

come  to  this. 
Rcnard.     Not  yet;   but   your   old 

traitors  of  the  Tower —  270 

Why,  when  you  put  Northumberland 

to  death. 
The    sentence    having    passed    upon 

them  all, 
Spared    you  the    Duke    of    Suffolk, 

Guildford  Dudley, 
Even  that  young  girl  who  dared  to 

wear  your  crown  ? 
Mary.     Dared  ?  nay,   not   so ;   the 

child  obey'd  her  father. 
Spite  of  her  tears  her  father  forced  it 

on  her. 
Rcnnrd.     Good   madam,  when  the 

Roman  wish'd  to  reign, 
He  slew  not  him  alone  who  wore  the 

purple, 
But  his  assessor  in  the  throne,  per- 
chance 279 
A  child  more  innocent  than  Ladv  Jane. 
Mary.     1   am   English   Queen,    not 

lioman  Emperor. 
Rcnard.     Yet  too  much  mercy  is  a 

want  of  mercy, 
And  wastes  more  life.     Stamp  out  the 

lire,  or  this 
Will  smoulder  and  re-flame,  and  burn 

the  throne  ' 

Where  you  should   sit  with   Philip. 

He  will  not  come 
Till  she  be  gone. 
Mary.     Indeed,  if  that  were  true  — 


My  fiilher  on  u  birthdiiy  ^avc  it  mt*. 
And  1  have  broken  with  niv  father  — 

take 
And  wear  it  as  nu'nu)rial  of  a  innrn- 

inir 
Whieh  found  nu-  full  of  f<>nli>^h d<»ul»t< 

and  IcavfS  nie 
As  hoprful. 

Jii/nfni  {(ifd'th).      Whew  —  the  folly 

of  all  follies 
Is    to    1)0     ]ove>iek     for    a    shadow. 

{Al'fud.)     3Iadain. 
This  chains  nie  t<>  your  service,   not 

with  iJrold, 
But  dearest  links  of  love.     Farewell. 

and  trust  nie,  3  .. 

Philip  is  yours.  [  A'./  it. 

Mary.  Mine  —  but  not  yet  all 

mine. 

Kntn-  UsHKU. 

Ualur.     Your  Council  is  in  session, 

pleast?  your  >bijcsty. 
yfiiry.      Sir,  let  them    >it.      1   niu>t 

have  time  to  bn;ithe. 
No,  sav  I  com*'.     (K.ilt  WW  r.  >     1  wuu 

by  boldness  oner 
The  Emperor  counstU'd  mr  to  lly  to 

Fland«Ts. 
I   would   not;   but  :i   hundnd  mil»s  1 

nxle. 
Sent  out  mv  letters,  call'd  mv  frieiuN 
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Renard,    Not  prettily  put  7  I  mean, 
my  pretty  maiden,  339 

A  pretty  man  for  such  a  pretty  maiden. 
Alice,    My    Lord  of   Devon    is   a 
pretty  man. 
I  liate  him.    Well,  but  if  I  have,  what 
then  T 
Btfutrd.    Then,  pretty  maiden,  you 
should  know  tliat  whether 
A  wind  be  warm  or  cold,  it  serves  to 

fan 
A  kindled  tire. 
Alice,  According  to  the  song. 

Hi»  friends  would  praise  him,  I  believed 
Vm, 
Hi»  foes  would  bUme  him,  and  I  scurn'd 
'em, 
Hj«  fnemis  —  as  angels  I  received  'em, 
Ilia  foet  —  the  devil  had  suborn'd  'cm. 

Renard.    Peace,  pretty  maiden. 

I  hear  them  stirring  in  the  Council 
Chamber.  351 

Lord  Pftget's '  Ay '  is  sure  —  who  elw  ? 
and  vet. 

They  are  afl  too  much  at  odds  to  close 
at  once 

In  one  full-thmated  Xo!  Her  High- 
ness comes. 

Enter  Mary. 

Aiiee.    How  deathly  pale !  —  a  diuir, 
your  Highness. 

[Bringing  one  to  the  (Jueen. 
Renard.  Madam, 

The  Council  7 
Mary.     Kj  f  My  Philip  is  all  mine. 
\Sinka  into  chair,  half  fainting. 


ACT  H 
8cENR  L  —  Alix<jt<)n  Castlk 

.Sir  Thoma^t  Wyatt.    I  dr)  not  h«ir 

from  Carew  or  the  Duke 
Of  Suffolk,  and  till  thiMi  1  should  nut 

move. 
The  Duke  hath    gone  tn  IxMcrstrr; 

Carew  stirs 
In  Devon ;  that  fine  porrelaiii  Coiirtr 

nay. 
Save  that  he  fears  he  mi^ht  be  rnu-kM 

in  using  — 
I  have  known  a  semi-mudiiian  lit  my 

time 
80  fancy -ridden — should  be  in  Devon 

tea 


Enter  Williaic. 

News  abroad,  William  7 

William.  None  so  new,  Sir  Thomf 
and  none  so  old.  Sir  Thomas.  I 
new  news  that  Philip  comes  to  w 
Mary,  no  old  news  that  all  men  lui 
it.  Old  Sir  Thoma.s  would  have  hat 
it.  The  bells  are  ringing  at  Mai 
stone.  Does  n't  your  worship  hear 
Wyatt.   Ay,  foV  the  Saints  are  cor 

to  reign  again. 
Most  like  it  is  a  Saint's  day.     There 

no  call 
As  yet  for  nie ;  so  in  this  pause,  befn 
The  mine  be  tired,  it  were  a  pio 

work 
To  string  my  father's  sonnets,   It 

about 
Like  hxwely-scatter'd  jewels,  in  fi 

onier. 
And  hcfnd  them  with  a  lamer  rhyr 

of  mine. 
To  grace?  his  memory. 

William.  Ay.  why  not,  Sir  Thoma 
Ho  was  a  tine  court ier,  he;  Ou<i 
Anne  loved  him.  All  the  women  lovi 
him.  I  loved  him,  I  was  in  Spa 
with  him.  I  could  n't  eat  in  Spain, 
could  n't  sleep  in  Simin.  i  hute  Spai 
Sir  Thomas. 

Wyatt.    Hut  thou  eouldst  drink 

Spain  if  1  remember. 
William.  Sir  Thomas,  we  may  gni 
the  wine.     Old   Sir  Thomas  alwa 
granted  the  wine. 

Wyatt.    Han<i   me  the  casket  wi 

my  father's  soimet.s. 

Will  in  m.      \\  —  sonnets  —  a     fli 

courtier    of    the   nld    Court,    ohl    S 

Tin  »mas.  [  A>i 

Wyatt.    Courtier   of    many   e<»url 

lu'  Inved  the  mun- 
His  own  irniy  tnwer^i.  plain  lif«'.  ai 

li'tterM  jM'aM*. 
To  ri»ad  ami  rlivm'*  in  ^-^litarv  tieldn 
The  lark  above,  tin'  iiiijlitin^r.-ili-  l»*  !<•' 
Ami  nnswiT  Tlnrn  in  sonir.     Thr  si 

lu'vrrt** 
Not  half  his  lik«'ip««»  in  tiMsnn.    I  U 
WXwvr  h«'  was  full'xt.     \*\       t<»  wri 

it  ijown.  (  /A  irriti 

/,V  ,i,ti  V  W 1 1.1,1  \M. 

\Vt-t'i<iih     ThtTf    M   n«-\\s.    then- 
news,    antl   no  eall   for  "^'•nnit  sortii 
now,    nor    ft)r   t»oimet  making   eilhi 


,  *    »^..         uitvi     inn. 

ijnusr  kli.'ivcs, 
Drain  di/.zi,...l  wiiJi  adnuiirht  of  uu 
iiii:  ak*. 


>rii 


A'///,/-  Aniony  Knvvi.it. 

A/'//'W/'.       Lnnk  you.    \r:,'<f,.p    \\  ,.,1: 

i'-.-n-  ni>  that  wninnus  \v..rk  thm' 

i)uin])(.-lHl.lniiof  nufatli.T,  that  will 
sp(  ak 

Wii.nl  and  tli..u  and  all  nlullionsli,. 
IH'au      M.li.-^    wiihnut     voico      >nn- 

tli.<,  y.ni  knew, 
r  or  aires. 

Knii.yt.    Tut.  your  <..iui.*t  V  a  \\y. 
ini^ant, 
^^  iiiirM  fur  a  inoni.-m 

H>/r/.       W,.]],  f.-rmin*.  own  w..rk. 

T     ,.  \  ' '  ''>"''"'!  ih,    ■.,., ,,,    ■ 

It  ln-stlKT.-ins{xi.!.<..sat  v-.urlV.i^ 

>-r  all  that.  I  ,an  .•.•;rry  it  in' rnx  h.a.l' 

Ki'Unlt.    iryni:r.,:Manv  v.  .nr  ),.  i.l 

upon  ycur  v|i..ul.|'  rv  ' 
U//"''.     I    Irar  y..-i  <-,.ru,-  i.,  ,aiTv  -i 
"M  !ny  .sliDuM,  r«.  •    '_ 

-Vn<l  s,,n!  .  t  'rii:,k;n-->  ^■"ii,.- 

>>  nl«-    V..U   a<   iiianv 

will. 

Ay.    l.ui    n-.r    i:nw;    ,v|,.,,     K^^^.,.    ^,,,. 

'  \  <"^.  <-ai«..  li:  ,;..^  •, 
I'll*-;     l»].;";, 1     .  ■      ■  .  , 


\\  ,     L-...  .,|    J..;-,  I 
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Cent,  England  of  England, 

ive  kept  your  old  customs 

*iile  all  the  rest  of  England 

rs  to  the  Norman,  the  cause 

)rought  us  together  is  not 

»f  a  county  or  a  shire,  but 

;land,  in  whose  crown  our 

fairest  iewel.   Philip  shall 

-ry ;  and  ye  have  called  me 

leader.     I  know  Spain.     I 

there  with  my  father;   I 

:;hem  in  their  own  land, 

\  the  haughtiness  of  their 

:;ruelty  of  their  priests.    If 

arry  our  Queen,  however 

and  the  Commons  may 

his  power  with  restriction, 

King,  ^^^S  of  England, 

;  and  the  Queen,  and  the 

the    people,    his   slaves. 

I  we  have  Spain  on  the 
in  the  parliament;  Spain 
t  and  on  the  law-bench; 
the  great  offices  of  state ; 
ir  ships,  in  our  forts,  in 
n  our  beds  ? 
D !  no  I  uo  Spain ! 
No  Spain  in  our  beds  — 
Tse  than  all.  I  have  been 
)ld  Sir  Thomas,  and  the 

I  hate  Spain. 
But,  Sir  Thomas,  must 
IT  against    the    Queen's 

),  my  friend  ;  yf&r  for  the 
:e  —  to  save  her  from  hcr- 
lip  —  war  against  Spain, 
lot  we  shall  be  alone  — 

II  flock  to  us.  The  Coun- 
•t  itself,  is  on  our  side, 
hanccllor  himself  is  on 
le  King  of  France  is  with 

of  Denmark  is  with  us ; 
with  us  —  war  against 
if  we  move  not  now,  yet 
wn  that  we  have  moved ; 
come  to  be  King,  O  my 
)pe,  the  rack,  the  thumb- 
ke,  the  fire.  If  we  move 
min  moves,  bribt\s  our 
her  gold,  and  creeps, 
like  about  our  legs  till 
►ve  at  all ;  and  ye  know. 


my  masters,  that  wherever  Spain  hath 
ruled  she  hath  withered  all  beneath 
her.  Look  at  the  New  World  —  a 
paradise  made  hell ;  the  red  man,  tliat 
good  helpless  creature,  starved, 
maim'd,  flogg'd,  flay'd,  burn'd,  boil'd. 
buried  alive,  worried  by  dogs;  and 
here,  nearer  home,  the  Netherlands, 
Sicily,  Naples,  Lombardv.  I  say  no 
more  —  only  this,  their  lot  is  yours. 
Forward  to  London  with  me !  forward 
to  London !  If  ye  love  your  liberties 
or  vour  skins,  forward  to  Ijondon ! 
Urawd.     Forward   to  London  I      A 

Wyatt  I  a  Wyatt ! 
Wyatt.   But  first  to  Rochester,  to 
take  the  guns 
From  out   the  vessels  lying  in  the 
river.  iSo 

Then  on. 
A  Peamnt.   Ay,  but  I  fear  we  be 

too  few,  Sir  Thomas. 
Wyatt.    Not  many  yet.    The  world 
as  yet,  my  friend. 
Is  not  half-waked ;  but  every  parish 

tower 
Shall  clang  and  clash  alarum  as  we 

pass, 
And  pour  along  the  land,  and,  swollen 

and  fed 
With  indraughts  and  side-currents,  in 

full  force 
Roll  upon  London. 

Crowd.   A  Wyatt !  a  Wyatt !  For- 

wartl ! 
Knyvett.    Wyatt,  shall  we  proclaim 

'  Elizabeth  ? 

Wyatt.  I  '11  think  upon  it,  Knyvett. 

Knytett.  Or  Lady  Jane? 

Wyatt.   No,  poor  soul,  no.  191 

Ah,  gray  old  castle  of  Aliugtou,  green 

field 
Beside  the  brimming  Medway,  it  may 

chance 
That   I   shall   never  lock   upon  you 
more. 
Knyvett.    Conic,  now,   you're   son 

netting  again. 
Wyatt.  Not  I. 

I'll  have  my  head  set  higher  in  the 

State ; 
Or  —  if  the  Lord  God  will  it  —  on  the 
stake.  [Exeunt 


B^^^^^^l 

y,^                                     QUEEN   MARY                                 A 

Gctldhau. 

Bra    Tiioii*B    Wnrre    (TA.      L»t^ 
Mag«r).  Lord  Wii-li*m  Howakd. 
Sm   Kai-ph  Baobsuall,  Aijiek- 
MBH  and  CmzEKS. 

IVAiit.     I  iru«  ihc  Queen  comes 

Btmard.   Ay,  all  m  anus. 

ISBtend  of  the  «(ii»M  "«*  A****** 
out^&>*kaU. 

Why  do  they  httrry  oirt  thrre  f 
BTij'fa.  My  lonl.  CUV  out  Uw  rotu>n 
from  your  applt. 
Tout  apple  eaU  1  bo  brttor,     Lei  Ibem 

Tbey  1^'  like  tknc  old  inmriaeH  la 
Jobo 

cowariJs, 

PMKwIoii    Of   ber    penon  W 

Tower. 
Ontard.   And  f  rmr  of  Imv  ptw 
cil  loo,  my  Lord. 
ABbostaeo. 

WArtif.      I  kooi.  iL     Wtat  d 

*»y 

Vow  CuuncD  at  tfab  iMurt 

ibvarA.                     I  wOtra 
We  fliiu  otir«el»t«  on  y«t,  iq 

•n.c  CooncU. 
The  I*Brtlunctit  m  wdl.  an  n 

iratcn; 
And  yrt  likv  wwtcn  o(  tke  fal 

knownnt 
Which  way  to  flow.     Allhaa^ 

addrtn, 
And  npua  you.  t^xd  Uayar. 

WhiU.                 Howkxikdl 
WbeDDntryoDiMMliI    (}n« 

Your  Pity  is  df  Tided.     As  mp 

^ome  liail'd.  some  liissd  ni- 

Or  lamperore  with  that 

Kent. 
When  will  ho 

If'nrani. 
She  will  B.ddnr^  juur  giiijda  aoJ  (.-om- 

I  have  striven  in  vuin  to  nUse  a  man 

But  help  her  in  this  csigcncy,  make 
Your  city  loyal,  and  be  the  mightiest 

This  day  in  England. 

WhiU.  I  am  Thomas  White. 

Few  things  have  fail'd  to  nbich  I  set 


my 


rill. 


I  do  my  meet  and  best. 

Houiinl.  Yon  know  that  after 

The  Captain   Brett,   who   went  with 

your  train  hands 
To  flght  with  Wyatt,  had  gone  over  to 

With  all  his  men.  the  Queen  in  that 

(listres.s 
Sent  Cornwnllis  and   Hastings 

Feigning  to  tre 

marriage  —  » 

Know  too  what  Wyatt  said. 

White.  Hed  sooner  Iw. 

While   this   same   mjirriuge   qtn'stbn 

WHB  l>eing  nrgued. 
Trusted  than  trust — the  scoundrel  — 
d  demanded 


)  the 
ivith  him  about  her 


^■•■^addeme 


Stood  each  beforv  h!^  ahul-up 

and  lo<>kd 
Aa  grim  and  grave  a*  Jriwn  ■  ( 
And   herv  s    kaul    of    nilSaai 

With  ezecratinf;  execrable  eya 
Glared   at   the    citiT^n.     Hoc 

young  mother. 
Her   face  on  flame,  ber   icd  ) 

blown  back. 
She  shrilling  *  Wyatt,'  while  i 

she  held 
Himick'd  and  piped  ber  '  Wy 

red  as  she 
Id  hair  and  chc«k ;  and  almoA 

So  close  tbey  stood,  aaottrr.  ■ 

death. 
And  white  aa  ber  own  milk;  k 

Had  felt  the  ralteriDg  of  his  I 

heart, 
Audlook'daabloodlen.    Hen 

Catholic, 
Mumbling  and  mixing  up  in  hi 

prayers 
Heaven  and  earth's  Maries:  < 

how'd  abouMer 
Scowl'd  that  worid-bated  and 

bating  beAst. 
A  baggaid  Anabaptist.     Ktf 

group*. 
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'  M^y&tt,  Elizabeth,  Cour- 

ueen's  right    to  reign — 
Jod,  the  rogues  I  — 
buzz'd  among  them.     Bo 

divided,  and  I  fear 
this  or  that  way,  of  siic- 

it  thither.      Wherefore 
le  Queen, 
pulse  and  palsy  of  the 

ell  you  that  she  counts  on 

60 
If  as  her  two  hands ;  on 

ity,  as  her  right,  my  lord, 
3yal. 

Am  I  Thomas  White  ? 
fore  she  comes.    Eliza- 

uch  abused  among  these 

• 

*    She  is  loved  by  all  of 

heart  to  mingle  in  this 

be  mishandled. 

No,  she  shall  not. 
id  written  her  word  to 
court : 

imclt  out  Henard  in  the 

70 
T  her,  sent  a  secret  mis- 

r  to  be  sick.     Happily 

ck  indeed. 

God  send  her  well ! 
r  Royal  Grace. 

Mary  and  Gakdinkk. 
White  leads  lier  to  a 
the  dais. 

lie    Lord    Mayor,   and 

•  companies 

iOndon,  gathered  here, 

to  accept  our  lowliest 

princely  presence ;  and 

rue  and  loyal  citizens, 
royal  lips,  at  once  may 

80 


The  wherefore  of  this  coming,  and  so 

learn 
Your  royal  will,  and  do  it  —  I,  Lord 

Mayor 
Of  London,  and  our  guilds  and  com- 
panies. 
MaiTf.   In  mine  own  person  am  I 

come  to  you, 
To  tell  you  what  indeed  ye  see  and 

know. 
How  traitorously  these  rebels  out  of 

Kent 
Have  made  strong  head  against  our- 
selves and  you. 
They  would  not  have  me  wed  the 

Prince  of  Spain  ; 
That  was  their  pretext — so  they  spake 

at  first  — 
But  we  sent  divers  of  our  Council  to 

them,  90 

And  by  their  answers  to  the  question 

ask'd, 
It  doth  appear  this  marriage  is  the 

least 
Of  all  their  quarrel. 
They  have  betrayed  the  treason  of 

their  hearts, 
Seek  to  possess  our  person,  hold  our 

Tower, 
Place  and  displace  our  councillors,  and 

use 
Both  us  and  them  according  as  they 

will. 
Now  what  I  am  ye  know  right  well  — 

your  Queen  ; 
To  whom,  when  I  was  wedded  to  the 

realm 
And  the  realm's  laws  —  the  spousal 

ring  whereof,  100 

Not  ever  to  be  laid  aside,  I  wear 
Upon  this  finger  —  ye  did   promise 

full 
Allegiance  and  obedience  to  the  death. 
Ye  know  my  father  was  the  rightful 

heir 
Of  England,  and  his  right  came  down 

to  me. 
Corroborate  by  your  acts  of  Parlia- 
ment. 
And  as  ye  were  most  loving  unto  him. 
So  doubtless  will  ye  show  yourselves 

t()  nie. 
Wherefore,  ye  will  not  brook  that  any 

one 
Should  seize  our  person,  occupy  our 

state,  110 


iorn. 
To  make  free  sp<>il  uiul  hav(X^  of 

Now.  as  v«»ur  ]*riiu<-,  I  siv. 

I.  tliat  ^^a*^  iwvrr  iiiotlnT.  «;i!iii«'l 

How  nn>tli<Ts  love  tlu'ir  rliiltlr<  n 

incthinks. 
A  i>riiK-('   as   naturally  may  lovi 

people 
As  th('S<'  tln'ir  chiMnTi  ;  ami  b' 

your  (^ucfu 
So   loves   you.   an«l   m)    loviiii:.   i 

must  (l«*fm 
This  love  by  you  riturn'd  a<  li<ar 
And  thro'  tliis  <'oinmoii  knot  and  1 

of  lov«'. 
Doubt  not   thrv  will  b<'  spcrdilV  ( 

thr()wn. 
Astothismarriairi',  v<'  ^hall  un<b-:> 
\Ve  made   then  to   no   treaty  .»l 

Sflvi'>, 

And  s<'t  nof(M)t  tlK-n-toward  una<iv 
Of  all  (Mir  Privy  ("ouncil  ;  turtlii  :  n; 
This  marriairr  had  tht- a'-xiit  ct"  •) 

to  whom 
The  Kini:.  my  fath<T.  did  <>'iii!:iir 

-  tru^^t  : 
Who  n«»t  ab'iie  (-^t*  <  ni'd  i-  h"!i'^ril 
But   for  thr  wi-altli  an«l   ltI'TV"'! 

n-alm. 
And  all  ttur  l«>vinj:  ^ub;«<*s.  r.-^' 

jx-dii-nr. 
As  to  m\'M'|f. 


QUEEN   MARY 
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Df  England — or  the  Kent- 

juire? 

loyal.  Speak  I  in  the  name 

dl 

of  England  or  the  rabble 

nt? 

:  dungfork  master  of  the 

* 

^s  wasted  by  the  scythe 
)ade  — 

and  charters   hobnail'd 
ush  — 

fired  —  your  gutters  bub- 
blood —  180 
m.  No!  No!  The  Queen! 
leen ! 

Your  Highness  hears 
id  bass  of  loyal  harmony, 
re  each    and   all   of   us 

IS,  bestial,  devilish  revolt 
Wyatt.     Hear  us    now 
)ath 
Highness  thirty  thousand 

strike  as  with  one  hand, 
ash 
rom  our  shoulders,  like  a 

lave  leapt  upon  us  una- 

ae,  noble  fellow-citizens, 

190 
:  trades,  and  guilds,  and 
lies. 

'e  swear ! 

thank  your  lordship  and 
yal  city. 

[Exit  Mary,  attended. 
rust  this  day,  thro'  God, 
saved  the  crown. 
nan.  Ay,  so  my  Lord  of 
►ke  in  command 
»  be  safe  ;  but  there  are 

rman.  I  hear  that  Gar- 
oming  with  the  Queen, 
Pembroke,  bent  to  his 

K)W, 

e  man  by  flattering  him. 
0  fight  upon  her  side  ? 
nan.   If  not,  there  's  no 
'e. 

Yes,  Thomas  Wliitc. 
gh ;  no  man  need  flatter 

202 


Second  Alderman.     Nay,   no    man 

need;   but  did  you  mark  our 

Queen  ? 
The  color  freely  play'd  into  her  face, 
And  the  half  sight  which  makes  her 

look  so  stern 
Seem'd  thro*  that  dim  dilated  world  of 

hers 
To  read  our  faces ;  I  have  never  seen 

her 
80  queenly  or  so  goodly. 

White.  Courage,  sir, 

That  makes  or  man  or  woman  look 

their  goodliest. 
Die  like  the  torn  fox  dumb,  but  never 

whine  aio 

Like  that  poor  heart,  Northumberland, 

at  the  block. 
Bagenhall.   The  man  had  children, 

and  he  whined  for  those. 
Methinks  most    men  are  but    poor- 
hearted,  else 
Should  we  so  dote  on  courage,  were  it 

commoner  ? 
The  Queen  stands  up,  and  speaks  for 

her  own  self : 
And  all  men  cry.  She  is  queenly,  she 

is  goodly. 
Yet  she  's  no  goodlier ;  tho*  my  Lord 

Mayor  here, 
By  his  own  rule,  he  hath  been  so  bold 

to-day. 
Should  look  more  goodly  than  the  rest 

of  us. 
WJiite.  Goodly?   I  feel  most  goodly, 

heart  and  hand,  220 

And  strong  to  throw  ten  Wyatts  and 

all  Kent. 
Ha  !  ha!  sir;  but  you  jest;  I  love  it. 

A  jest 
In   time  of  danger  shows  the  pulses 

even. 
Be  merry!   yet,  Sir  Ralph,  you  look 

but  sad. 
I  dare  avouch  you'd  stand  up  for  your- 
self. 
Tho'  all   the  world  should   bay  like 

winttir  wolves. 
Bagenhall.     Who  knows?  the  man 

is  proven  by  the  hour. 
White.     The  man  should  make  the 

hour,  not  this  the  man  ; 
And   Thomas   White  will  prove  this 

Thomas  Wyatt, 
And  he  will  prove  an  Iden  to  this 

Cade,  2jo 


9  or  mocli  outdt 


FoTBUttwt 
AoBt  bonrat,  brave,  aod  skilful 

his  wealth 
A  fountaio  of  perenni&l  alms 

fault 
80  thoroughly  to  believe 


aelf. 


bis  o 


Bogeniiaa.    Tet  tboroiighly  to  b 
lIoTB  in  one'B  own  m-if,  i 

So  one 'a  own  self  be  thorough,  wei 

to  do 
Great  tUnga,  my  lord. 
Howard.  It  may  be. 

BofinAaU.  I  have  bear 

One  of  your  Council  fleer  and  Jeer  a 

Biuard.       Tbe     nitrverycockcri 

dilM  will  Jeer  at  aught 

Tbat  may  aeem  strange  l>eyond  tiii 

The  iteteanwn    that    ahall  Jeer  una 

fleer  at  men, 
Makea  enemies  for  himself  and  for  bif 

king; 
And  if  he  Jeer,  not  seeing  tbe  true 

Bdiind   hU   folly,  be    is  thrice  titi 

fool: 
And  if  he  see  tbe  man  and  still  will 

He  la  willd  and  fool,  and  tniimr  t.i  ti.. 
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:l  full  at  Southwurk.     We- 
ll firiilec 

T(TU  iiitl(«  about. 

notice  from  our  pnrtisans 
city  that  tlipy  will  slaud 

CAD  be  rmcb'd  by  tlawo 

■rae  i^Wtxtt's  num. 

'  Thoma^  I  'vo  founJ  this 

■  your  woreliip  read  it;  I 

y  lettwB ;  the  old  priests 

otbing. 

ul>).    '  WhosocTcr  will  ap- 

•  IruEtijf  Tliotnas  Wyatt 

,  IiunUrt^  poimda  Cor  re- 

,hatit!    Tliat 'a  a  big  lot 

ley. 

Of,  fty,   my  friend;    not 

■  T  'lis  not  written 

lougli.     Qive  mc  n  piece 

W!  40 

"TtiOJiAa  Wtatt  '  t/HT/e. 
iftn  am  reoil  dirtt. 

[Slifhi  it  in  M»  rap. 
But  lliAt  's  frxtlliaril^. 
o  I  iHitdiiesM.  whipb  will 
y  followers  Inldjiess. 
[an  with  a  prinoiur, 
found  Uini,  yiiur  wor- 
dcriDg  o'  Bishop  Wiu- 
sc  ;  be  says  lio'a  a  pour 


.t  fois} 

TIlODlM 

mg  bioi,  I  Bay, 

ntt,  but  DOW  you  pro- 

',  and  I  warrant  this  fiac 

I  life. 

iO  so  T  be  was  my  iieigli 

e  in  Kent. 

nough,  hns  drunk  nud 

lad,  Bod  £(>iit)oman  lie 

gind  logctlier;  let  liini 


No,  no,  my  wuni  'b  my  word.    Tukii| 

tUy  iHKir  gMillemftii  t 
Onmblc  thyaeir  ax  anco  out  of  i 

siglit. 
Ox  I  will  dig  Uiee  witli  ray  dagg 

Women  aiid  cltildruu ! 

ISntcr  II  Uhowu  i^  Womkn  aitd  Chil 

M>»{  Wmutn.  ()  Sir  Thomas,  ^ 
"■lionina, 
Thomas,  ( 
Towor  a  hlnck  'im  for  us  tills  bleaa 
day.  He  '11  bo  the  dcaUi  on  us 
you  '11  set  the  Divil's  Tower  a 
ting,  and  he  'U  smash  all  our  liita 
things  worse  than  Philip  o'  Spain, 

Smond  Wifiaim.    Don't  ye  now  go 
think  tliat  we  bo  for  Pliilip  u'  S]}aiD, 

TMiil  Wonmn.  No,  wc  know  U  ' 
yu  be  i^ume  to  kill  tliu  Queen,  t 
wc  '11  pmy  for  you  all  on  our  bundnl 
knoos,  But  o'  Qod's  racrey  don't  "" 
kill  tlie  (jueen  here,  Sir  Thoms  . 
look  yc.  hero 's  little  Dickon,  und  llttlo 
Robin,  and  little  Jenny  — though 
she's  hut  a  sidu-couain  —  and  ail  on 
our  knees,  we  pray  you  tn  kill  the 
Queen  further  off.  Sir  Thomas,' 

Wyiitt.      My    friends,    1  linve  not 
come  to  kill  the  Queen 
Or  here  or  tliote  :  1  come  to  save  r< 

all, 
And  I'll  go  further  off. 

Orond.    Tlianks,   Sir  Thomas,  ' 
be  heliolilen  to  you,  and  \ 
for  you  ou  our  banded  knees  till  ou 
lives'  end. 

Wy<'tt.    Be  linppy,  I  am  your  ft 
To  KiugBton,  forwtml  I 

[Beevi 


Gardiner.    Their    ery    i 

nt^ver  alintl  In  king. 
Mary.    Lord  Pembroke  Id  commsn 
of  all  our  force 
Will  front  their  (rry  and  siiuttttr  tl 
into  tluat. 


Alt  ft.     Wa.1    not    Ix)ril    Pt-mbroke 
Willi  NorthumhCTland  T 
0  madam,  if  tliia  Pctnbroke  should  be 

Jfow-  No,  girl;   miMt  brave  ami 

loyal,  binve  iind  loyal. 
Ilia  braakiug  wit.Ii  Northuinbarlaad 

broke  Nurtliumbcrland. 
At  the  imrk  gate  he  Lowera  with  niir 

guanla. 
Tbcse  Keutish  plowmen  cannot  bruak 

Ihc  guards. 

Enter  Mbs^khukx. 
Mttungin:   Wyatt,  your  Omfie.  li*Ui 
brokeu  tiiro'  tlla  guards  la 

And  g/in<!  to  I.udgute. 

OanHntr.         Mailun.  I  mucb  fev 
That  nil  Is  lost ;  but  wd  t%a  satc  ymir 

Qtuoc. 
The  river  still  Is  free.     I  do  beseodi 

There  yel  is  time,  lake  bunt  iuid  I'liss 
to  Windsor. 
Mary.   I  pass  to  Windsor  and  1  lose 

Qm-diiur.    Pass,  then,  I  pray  your 
HIglilii'BS.  to  tbe  Tower. 

Mary.   I  slialt  but  be  their  prisoner 
in  the  Tower. 

Oriet  vithiiit.   Tbe  traitor !  treason  ! 
Pembroke  I 

Laditt.  Treason  1  treii8<jn  ! 

Mary.    Peace. 
False  to  Northumberland,  is  he  false 


die 


I,  Kenard.  that  I  live  imd 


Tiie  true  and  faithful  bride  uf  Philip 

—  A  sound 

Of  feet  and  voices  thirkcning  liillier 

—  blows  — 

Hark,   there   is  battle   at   tlir?   iMilacr 

gale*. 
Aud  I  will  nut  upon  the  gullury. 
Ladiff.    No,   no,   your   Oraoe;    si-e 

there  tlie  arrowK  (lying. 
Mary,    I  aui  Ilarrv'a  daughter.  Tu- 
dor, luid  not  t-eur. 

[tlafoiilnn  tltr  gollfrv. 

The  guanlH  are  all  driv<<n  Ju.  akulk 

into  eornera 
IJke  rabbitfl  to  their  holen.     A  grn 

ciduH  guard 
rreljr;  sluime  on  tliera  1    tbey  have 

■hnt  tbu gates)  lu 


EnlcT  Snt  HoKBHT  Ij 

fimthir^U.    ThB  J 
Grace,  liwtb  ri_ 
On  friend  nnil  foe. 

If    this  bu  not  ; 

To  have  the  gates* 

tbey 
Wltli  tbelr  gooA  ] 

you  rigbi 
Agninirt  nil  trnllim, 
Mary.   Tbejr  am  Uv 

land:  aettfaeg 


BnUr  Oom 

Oaarttnay.    All   1(4 

yiMeAX    AW 

Tbo  Queen  muH  t»|l 

Mary.  YTlmk 

the  rebelft  broka  j 
And  1  Bjied  lutlid'  W '  ' 

might 
To  save  my  Kfjti  O 
Mary.  Wl 

ConrUnay.    I  left  I 
in  Uie  Mkick  of  It 
Mary.    Left  bim  and  lb 
that  wouMst  Iw  El 
Aod  hast  nor  huirt  uor  bo 

self 
Will  down  InLo  the  l>tO 

bide 
The  upsliot  of  my  quitml 

tlioso 
That  are  no  cowards  sad 
nay  a. 
Oiarlrnay.    I  do  not  Iwr 
should  rail  me  eow 

Bnlrr  anotkrr  Moil 


Thrust  him   frum  I.udp 

traitiir  flying 
To  Temple  Btir.  there  by 

Ilprkuley 
Was  taken  prisoner. 
Mary.  To  the  Towf 

Megfrimrr.    *Ti»    wud   I 
Mttiiriuo  ther«(  was  i 
Oogiiimntof  tbia.itndtian 
My  Uitl  of  l><.-voD- 
Mnr]).  Tu  the  Tdwc 


^^^^^^Bi 
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^B 

1 

_|||||^ 

HH 

p« 

•f,   0  In,  Uw  Tower,  tlic 
rtr,  alwava  Itio  T'lwpr. 
nr  Inlg  II— 1  >ball  lie  Uiu 

l-ottrkMiUiIpniaynutliiivo 

SI""" 

ly.   Ia,  hi  wliiuln  oiu  iti; 
)  B»y  coat  upna  Uio  wnlU 

fi-w  till-  I-riiirrw 

unUk 
.Vcif^.    WI»t1  wluim  —  wlion 

jou  tmy  T 
.V»«nsrrr.         EllialicUi. 
Your  rojBl  (Utnr. 

ifrtry.           To  U...  TowM  will. 
Mr   tw%  an  U  my  feet,  uxl 

Uunnn. 
[Uanlluf  r  .*>Mf  An-  Udloa  lw«) 

J2i 
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OardiTier  (n'jB'ifl).    Thnrc   let   tliera 

lie,  yitnr  fwitaUKil  I  [Atidt.)  Can 

I  strike 

EliinbetUf — not  now  and  savi^  lUe  life 

Of  Dovim.     If  1  save  iiiii,  Iip  and  his 

Arc  bounii  lo  niu  —  may  slriku   liero. 

after.    (Alotid.)    MRiltun.        jn 

What  Wyatt  saiii.  or  what  they  buH 

Cries  of  tile  inoraeiit  anil  the  street  — 

Mary.  He  said  it. 

"  \Td<itfr.   Your  courts  of  Justice 

will  iIutenniDe  thfii.. 

ardladvaiuii^l).   I  tnist  by  tbis 

your  Higbnyas  will  allow 

Borne  spice  of  wisdom  In  my  tcllliig 

you, 
Wbsn  Ittslwe  mlk'd.  Uial  Pliilip  would 

Till  Onildfurd  Dudley  anil  tlie  Dukr; 
uf  Hiiffolk  77 

And  lAdy  Juiii;  had  left  us. 

Mint/.  Tlicy  shall  die. 

Hrnnnt    And  your  so  InvinR  sister  T 

M'tn/.  Shi'  sliall  dio. 

My  toes  are  al  my  (ppt,  find  Hiilip 

King,  [Krfutit. 

ACT  m 

8CESE  I.  — The  Cokuiiit  in  Giuck- 


Piitntfd  with  thr  Niim  WortliU:  nniong 
rliem  Kinu  Hr.nry  Vllt.  holding  a 
bnok,  an  it  itueribtil  'Verbiun  Dn,' 

^^U«r  8 

^^^Sagenhail.     A    hundred    here    and 

The  ligrrss  hafl  unshcaiJi'd  her  nail  § 

at  laHt. 
And  Kenurd  and  l\\e  CbaiiooUor  sliarp- 

In  nrery  LoDdon  street  e.  giblict  stood. 
Thoy  are  down  to-day.     Hero  by  this 

hoQiw  was  one ; 
The  traitor  husband  dnnglinl  at  Ihu 

And  whfti  tlio  tniilurwiri'  came  nut 

for  brrad 
To  still  thi-  piTttT  trc-aami  l.lw^rvwilUin, 
Hit  rap  would  lirueh  Ids  brrls, 
Maffard.  It  is  Sir  Italph, 


Sir.  aee  vou  auntil  U| 

BageiiJiaH.  \ 

The  tree  thai  otily  bi 

J^lnfford.    Wiuil  In 
JSagtnU/Ul.    Well.  | 

That  beitrs  not  its  on 
Staford. 
liifffnAail.    Bir, 
ripening  ovrn 
And   hnrl    tn  t>i.'  rem 

Spoin 
Bhfiiild  sicken  U  dm 

StnWard. 
But  tEat  K  shook  nuq 

Sir  Thomas  BtNlTonl' 
Stafford,  I 

Bf^jiAnU.     Wrtl, 

ppril  hPTB  r 

Staff^-d.  I 

I  i»m«  to  feet  Uh)  I 

wbolbcT 
It  beats  hard  at  tbt 
yoti  K«  It  T 
Bag*nhaU.    SUffn 
man  unci  n  wfj 
Far  liffcr  bad  I  ia  n 
Ilecn  reading    soma 
mini:  old  houi 
Coucli'd  at  my  hug 
Usak  or  wine 
Beside  uip.  ttuui  lu 
»iw  li, 
Sluffont.    Ootid,  « 
li-igenhaU.    Ay,  U 
And  counts,  wid  «() 
liors. 


Som 


islxo 


p»arls, 
TliHl  royal   cuuniun 

jrold. 
C^nuld  niake  It  to. 
SlaJT'-rd.  AuJ 

IhgenJutlt.    Oood  ' 

sorry  for  Ui«  ^ 

lo  mark    Uio  drtm 

Baggnhall.    Sowlel 

wei*  wtuli'd  i 

As  if  slie  had  vr«dd 
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Were  your  eyes 

bat  you  look'd  no  higher  ? 

A  diamond, 

;  gift,  as  proof  of  Philip's 

ot  any  for  any,  —  tho*  a 
ne,  39 

upon  her  heart. 

But  tliis  prowl  Prince  — 
NaT,  he  is  King,  you 

the  (ving  of  Naples. 
LHied  Naples  that  the  son, 
g,  might  wed  a  Queen  — 

)rocade  —  white  satin  his 

hose, 

vith  silver,  —  on  his  neck 

ir. 

with  diamonds;  hanging 

fn>m  this 

Fleece — and  round  his 
misplaced, 

h    Garter,   studded   with 
cnieraldH, 

ow  not  what.     Have  you 
lough 
i^arT 
Ay,  since  you  hate  the 

r  it.  50 

the  Quwn  ? 

No  fairer  for  her  jewels, 
mre  that  as  the  new- made 

the  Minster,  moving  side 
e 

canopy,  ever  and  anon 
tiim  a  vassal  smile  of  love, 
ip  with  a  glance  of  si)nie 
te, 

ught.  return'd.     I  may  l)e 
r.  sir. 
ri*  will  not  hold. 

I  think  with  you. 

Fnmcc  will  help  to  bn-ak 

France  ! 

ill   lialf    of  FnuK'e.    and 

our  battles  '.. 

rt  of  Spiiin  ;  but  Knirland 

<'huck'd  between  Fraini' 
[lain, 

•  hand  she  dr(»ps.      llarrv 
ingbroke 
Richard's tottorini^  throm- 

ad. 


Could  Harry  have  foreseen  that  all  our 

nobles 
Would  perish  on  the  civil  slaughter- 
field, 
And  leave  the  people  naked  to  the 

Crown. 
And  the  Crown  naked  to  the  people ; 

the  Crown 
Female,  too  I  8ir,  no  woman's  regimen 
Can  save  us.     We  are  fallen,  and,  as 

I  think,  70 

Never  to  rise  again. 

t^affmni.  You  are  too  black-bloodcfl. 
I'd  make  a  move  myself  to  hinder 

that; 
I  know  some  lusty  fellows  there  in 

France. 
Bagenhall.    You  would  but  make 

us  weaker,  Thomas  Btafford. 
Wyatt  was  a  good   soldier,   yet  he 

fail'd. 
And  strengthen'd  Philip. 

Stafford.         Did  not  his  last  bn'uth 
Clear  (/Ourtenay  and  the  Princess  fn)m 

the  cliarge 
Of  Iwing  his  ci>-rebels  ? 

linfjinhall.  Ay,  but  then 

What  such  a  one  as  Wyatt  says  is 

nothing  ; 
We  have  no  men  among  us.      The 

new  lonls  «.i 

An*  quieted  with  tlwir  sop  of  Ablx-y- 

lunds, 
And  even  l¥»f(>re  theQutvn's  face  Oar- 
diner  buys  them 
With   Philip's   gold.      All    gn»e<i,    no 

faith,  no  eonnige  I 
Why,  even  the  Imughty  |)rince.  North 

unil>erland. 
The  liMMler  of  our  li<* format  ion.  knelt 
And  blubber'd  lik<*  a  lad.  and  on  tlu- 

seaflFolti 
Recanted,  and  resold  himself  to  Home. 
Stnfftmi.     I     sw^-jir    you    do     ynnr 

country  uron;:.  Sir  Ralph. 
1  know  a  M't  of  «  xilf's  ovf-r  then'. 
Dan*  devils,   that   would  cat   tire  and 

*i|»it  ii  <n\\  ,f, 

\\  Pliilip's  Ix  an!  :  tiny  pillaire  Spain 

aln-jidy. 
Tii«"    Fn  ncli    Kin::    wink-i  at  it.     An 

hour  will  conn* 
Winn  tiny  will  swim  p  Inr  from  tin* 

v:i*i.      N<»  nn-n  ? 
Did  not  Lonl  Suffolk  die  like  u  true 

man  *; 


I 


f 


TbH«'aftbnTem>D,  tf  any. 
AvmOoB.  A7;tfniHdd. 

Omtd  {txmUng  on\    God  isTe  their 

Griceal 
SlafonL  Bseculull,  I  sec 

The  Tud<v  green  &od  white.    (TniiH- 

pcte)    They  are  coining  now. 
And  here  'a  «  crowd  aa  thick  aa  her- 
rlng-ehoala. 
Bagtn/uia.    Be  Ihnpeta  to  thla  pil- 
lar, or  we  are  Uxa 
Down  Um  atnog  wave  of  bnwlere. 
Ovied.    Qod  nve  their  Gracea  I 
t,  Jatelinta 
, , i  F^emiih  Jfo- 

aUfford.  Worth  Beetng,  Bagenhall  I 
Ttaeae  black  dog-IKma 
Gaib  thanaelTca  bravely.    Who  'a  the 
kog-face  there,  hd 

Looks  T«7  Spain  of  Tery  Sp^n  T 

Baoui^aB.  The  Duke 

0(  AjTa,  an  iron  aoMier. 

Btaford.  And  Oie  Dut^man, 

Now  uuritlng  at  aome  Jeat  T 

BtyeiJSaU.  William  of  Orange, 

WU&n  tbe  SUeot 

atoifvrd.  Why  do  they  call  him  ao  t 

BageiikaU.       He  keeps,   they  say, 
•ome  secret  that  may  cost 
Philip  hia  life. 


QUEEN  MARY 


7^5 


r.     KnaYc,  thou  shall  lose 

c  ears  and  find  thj  tongue, 

be  thankful  if  I  leave  thee 

>• 

^Qmiing  before  the  Conduit. 

lit  painted  —  the  Nine  Wor- 

8 — ay  I 

what's  here?    King  Harry 

1  a  scroll.  i6o 

3um  Dei  —  verbum — Word 

}odl 

ion !  do  you  know  the  knave 

;  painted  it  ? 

nt.     I  do,  my  lord. 

r.    Tell  him  to  paint  it  out, 

iome  fresh  device  in  lieu  of 

loves,  apairof  gloves,  sir;  ha? 

o  heresy  there. 

fU.  I  will,  my  lord  ; 

ihall  paint  a  pair  of  gloves. 

Q  sure  — 

the  man  —  he  wrought   it 

:>rant]y, 

rom  any  malice. 

r.  Word  of  G<xl 

h  I  over  this  the  brainless 

IS  170 

lot  spell  Esaias  from  Saint 

nselves  dnmk  and  mad,  tly 

and  flare 

ion&     I  '11  have  their  Bibles 

ut. 

is  the  priest's.     Ay  !  fellow, 

tt! 

ing  at  me  I  shout,  you  gap- 

n>gue ! 

have,  my  lord,  shouted  till 
a  hoarnc. 

r.    What  hast  thou  shouted, 
ve? 

LfOng  live  Queen  Mary  ! 
r.  Knave,  there  be  two. 
re  be  both  King  and  Q^ieen. 
,  Mary.     Shout  I 

Na}%  but,  my  lonl. 
»n  comes  first,  Mary  and 
lip. 

r.     Shout,  then,  is.> 

Philip ! 

Mary  and  Philip ! 
r.  Now. 

alioutcd  for  thy  pleiusure, 
It  for  mine  1 

Haryl 


Man,  Must  it  be  so,  my  lord? 

Oardiner,    Ay,  knave. 
Man,  Philip  and  Mary. 

Oardiner.  I  distrust  thee. 

Thine  is  a  half  voice  and  a  lean  as- 
sent. 
What  is  thy  name  ? 
Man.  Sanders. 

Oardiner,  What  else  ? 

Man,  Zerubbabel 

Oardiner,  Where  dost  thou  live  Y 
MafK  In  Comhill. 

Oardiner,      Where,  knave,  where  ? 
Man.   Sign  of  the  Talbot. 
Oardiner.      Come   to  me    to-mor- 
row. — 
Rascal  1  —  this  land  is  like  a  hill  of 

fire. 

One  crater  opens  when  another  shuta. 

But  so  I  ^et  the  laws  against  the 

heretic,  191 

Spite  of  Lord  Paget  and  Lord  William 

Howard, 
And  others  of    our    Parliament,   re- 

vivetl, 
I   will  show   fire  on  my  side  —  stake 
and  tire  — 
'  Sharp  work  liml  short     The  knaves 
are  easily  cow'd. 
Follow  their  Majesties. 

[Kjrit.     The  rroird/MfwiNf/. 
Ji4i*jenhaU.  As  ])n>ud  as  Ii<'ckct 

Stafford.    You  would  not  liave  him 

murder'd  as  Beeket  was  ? 
liiifjenhall.     No  —  murder    fathers 
murder ;  but  I  say 
There  is  no  man  —  there  was  one  wo- 
man with  us  — 
It   was  a  sin    to   love   her  marriiMl, 
dead  200 

I  CHimot  choo>ie  but  love  her. 

Staffoi-d.  liUdy  Jane  ? 

Croird  {{fointj  off).    G(m1   8av<?   theii 

(traces! 
Stafford.  Did  yt)U  s«m'  her  tlie  ? 

litifHuhaU.    No.    nn :    Imt   inrnM«Mit 
blood  Iiad  blindetl  nie. 
\  You  call  me  t(H)  black  bl«MMlcd  --  true 
ciiouirh. 
llrr  <lark.  tl«a«l   blo«Hi  is  in  ii>y  heart 
I  with  iniiie. 

'  If  vwv  1  cry  out  a^iaiijst  the  l*opc 
i  llcr  <iark.  dca<l  blixHl  that  ever  int»ve9 
with  niiiic 
Will  stir  the  living  tongue  and  make 
the  cry. 


<■«•  •  X.     »M%0%m»  *• 


She  would  not  tukc  a  last  farewell  of 

him :  AV 

ShcfrarM  it  miffht  unman  him  for  his 

.•nil.  Tl 

She  crmld  not  br  unmannM      n«».  nm 

outwomanM  — 
Seventeen  —  a  rii>e  nf  irraei- ! 
Girl   never  bn-athtNl   to  rival   such  a     W 

n>se; 
Rose  never  blew  that  equall  M  siuli  a     >1 

bud.  220 

Sttiffonl.    Pray  you  1:1 »  on.  'I'l 

litif/i/ifmli.    She  came  upnn  tin-  Maf 
*  foM.  A 

And  stiid  she  was  (•(►ndenuiM  to  di*- 

for  treason  :  M 

She  had    but    follow'd   the  deviee  of 

thos**  'Vi 

ller  n«'arej>t  kin:    sin*   tln)Ui:ht   thrv  '  T! 

knew  thr  laws.  | 

Hut   for  herself,  she  knew  but    liTtl«-  ''  V 

law,  I 

And    nothiuir    of    the    titles    t(»    the  . 

crown  : 
She  had  no  cb-sire  for  tijat,  and  wrunir     < » 

her  hands.  | 

And  tru^ititl  (iml  would  <avr  herthn*'  1  A 

the  bbxHl  ' 

Of  Jesus  Christ  alone.  11 

Sttijf't'nl.  l*ray  you  lT''  on. 

IhnithfuiU.    Tlii-n  knelt  aTnl  'iai'l  'li-       .V 

>li>enTe  .\bi  —  j: 


» •      1-1 
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rself,  but  for  the  kingdom 
r, 

kt  you  would   fight  along 
us. 

I.    No;    you  would  fling 
lives  into  the  guff. 
But  if  this  Philip,  as  he's 
;o  do, 

I  wife-widow  here  alone, 
r'iceroy,  sent   his  myriads 
r  370 

jn  the  forts  and  fleet,  and 
lis 

province;, would  you  not 
then? 
.    I  think  I  should   fight 

I  am  sure  of  it. 
8  the  face  coming  on  here 

ft 

me.     I  must  leave  you. 
r'ou  well, 
of  me  again. 

Upon  the  scaffold. 
\Extuni. 


Scene  II 

Whitehall  Palace 

T  Philip  and  Cardinal 
Pole. 

Maria,    gratia    plena, 
ita  tu  in  mulimbus  ! 
al  and  royal  cousin,  hum- 
lanks. 
ileasant  voyage  up  the 

ad  your  royal  barge,  and 

ne  chair. 

rone  of  purple,  on  the 

"jss  sparkled  before  the 
inkled  at  their  diamond- 
t  followed  were  as  glow- 
ens,  and  your  flocks  of 

lite  as  angels ;  and  your 

10 
eyes  the  green  of  Para- 


My  foreign  friends,  who  dream'd  us 

blanketed 
In  ever-closing  fog,  were  much  amazed 
To  find  as  fair  a  sun  as  might  have 

flash'd 
Upon    their  lake  of  Qarda  flre  the 

Thames ; 
Our  voyage  by  sea  was  all  but  mir- 
acle; 
And  here  the  river  flowing  from  the 

sea, 
Not  toward  it  —  for  they  thought  not 

of  our  tides  — 
Seem'd  as  a  happy  miracle  to  make 

glide  — 
In  quiet — home  your  banish'd  coun- 
tryman. 20 
Mary,  We  heard  that  you  were  sick 

in  Flanders,  cousin. 
Pole.  A  dizziness. 
Mai'y.     And  how  came  you  round 

again  ? 
Pole.   The  scarlet  thread  of  Rahab 

saved  her  life ; 
And  mine,  a  little  letting  of  the  blood. 
Mai-y.  Well  ?  now  ? 
Pole.    Ay,   cousin,   as  the  heathen 

giant 
Had  but  to  touch  the  ground,  his  force 

return'd  — 
Thus,  after  twenty  years  of  banish- 
ment, 
Feeling  my  native  land  beneath  my 

foot, 
I  said  thereto:    *Ah,  native  land  of 

mine, 
Thou  art  niucli  beholden  to  this  foot 

of  mine,  30 

That  hastes  with  full  commission  from 

the  Pope 
To  absolve  thee  from  tliy  guilt  of  her- 
esy. 
Thou  hast  disgraced  me  and  attainted 

me, 
And  inark'd  me  even  as  Cain,  and  I 

return 
As  Peter,  but  to  bless  thee  ;  make  me 

well.' 
Mcthinks  the  good  land  heard  me,  for 

to-day 
My  heart  beats  twenty,  when   I  see 

you,  cousin. 
Ah,  gentle  cousin,  since  your  IlenxVs 

(leatli, 
How  oft  hatli  Peter  knock'd  at  Mary's 

gate  1 


Ami  Mary  would  have  risen  and  let 

But, Mary.tbere were Ihosewithin  tap. 

Who  would  not  have  it. 

Maty.  True,  good  cousin  Pole ; 

And  tbere  were  also  those  wiliiout  tlii.' 

Wtio  would  not  hare  it. 

Pule.  I  believe  so,  coumn. 

8UiI«-polic;  and  ebiirult-poticjr  are  v.oa- 

But  JanuB-fBceB  lookin);  diverBe  wnyii. 
I   fear  tbo  ISmpvror  much  miavulited 

But  all  ia  well ;  't  was  ev^ii  the  will 

of  Qod. 
Who.  waitlug  lill  the  time  had  ripeo'd. 

Makes  me  IliBrooutli  of  holy  g^reetiug. 
>Hafl,  ^ 

Daughter  of   God,  and  saver  of   tin* 

fiiith. 
Sit  bemriietus  fructua  venlria  tui  1 ' 

Mot;/.  Ah.  heaven  I 

iWe.  Unwell,  your  Grace  ? 

Ma7T/.  No,  cousin,  happy  — 

Happy  to  see  you  ;  never  yet  so  huppy 
Since  I  was  crown'd. 

Pole.  Sweet  cousin,  you  forget 

That  long  low  minsterwhens  you  gave 

your  hand 
To  this  great  Catholic  King. 

Pliilip.        Well  Bald,  Lord  Legatp. 

Mars.  Nay,  not  well  Bsid;  I  thought 
of  you,  my  liege. 
Even  oa  1  Hpoke. 

Philip.       Ay,    madam :    my    Lord 

Waits  to  present  ourCoimcil  to  tlic  Ic- 
Sit  down  here,  all ;  madam,  belweea 

l^f.  Lo,  now  you  are  enclosed  with 

boards  of  cedar, 
Our  little  sister  of  the  Song  of  Songs! 
You  are  doubly  fenced  and  ahicldol 

silting  here 
Between  the  twomost  high-set  thrones 

The  Emperor's  higlineaa  happily  syin- 

Ixilrd  by 
The  King  your  husband,  the  Pope's 

boliness 
By  mine  own  snlf, 
Maiy.       Trui'.  cousin,  I  am  hapj)y. 


When  will  you  that  we  MB 

our  liouKa 

To  take  thisttbaoluciaDfni 

And  be  re-gathcKd  U>  the  I 

Pale.     Ill     Britain's    oil 

Ijrightest  tUy 

Beheld  our  ruugb  fmfal 

their  gods. 
And  clasp   Lbc   faith   la  C 

a/ter  that 
MIglit  not  Haiut  Andn-w't 
piest  day  1 
ifi'iy.  Then  these  ahall 
^aiiit  Andrew'*  Itay 
ETderVAOKT.  tphoitntoiU  t 
Jhimi  tkiHt. 
PoU.  1  lun  an  old  man  ir 
my  jonnii-y. 
Even  wltbniy Joy.  Pei^' 

To  Uuibetii  ? 
J'/-ilip.     Ay,    Lambeti  I 


'"'■&^2 


meet   the  hrr 
should  live 
In  Lambeth. 

Marj/.    There  oranv"hei 

P/tilip.   We  have  hkd  it 

garuish'd  after  bim. 

Pole.    Not  for  the  seToi 

enter  in  T 
Philip.   No,  for  we  trust  1 

in  the  svrine. 
Pok.  True,  and  I  ain  tb 
the  Pope. 
Farewell,  your  Grace*. 

P/iilip.  Nav,  not  hen 

I  will  go  with  vou  to  tht  » 

iWr.     Not    be   my  Ch« 

counter-side  T 
Philip.     No,  my  Lord  L 
LoVd  Chantyllor  fact 
Pole.   And  unto  no  il«ad  < 
Lambeth  Pabux. 
nenceforth  a  oentie  of  tbc  lt< 
{Exeunt  Philip.  Pole,  : 
Mamt  Ma»T. 
Maiy.     He  huth  awikid 
awaked  I 
He  slira  within  the  datfauM 
O  Philip,  husband!  now  0 
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t  me  shamed  and  tongue-tied 
ly  love. 

i  Prince  of  Peace  — 
unborn  defender  of   the 

h. 

venge  me  of  mine  enemies — 
and  my  star  rises.  100 

J  Wyatts  and  Northmnber- 

s, 

ambitions  of  Elizabeth, 

fieriest  partisans — are  pale 

star ! 

)f  this  new  learning  wanes 

dies; 

I  of  Lulher  and  Zuinglius 

tathless  hell  which  is  their 
1 

star! 
shall  go  forth  from  Ind  to 

shall  hew  Uie  heretic  peo- 
down !  no 

hall  clotlie  the  world  that 
be  his, 

sal  airand  sunshine !  Open, 
ing  gates  I    The   King    is 

1  son! 

IP,  Duke  of  Alva,  etc, 

0,  Philip,  come  with  me ! 
have  I  to  tell  you,  news  to 

happy  —  ay,  the  kingdom 

tvith  me  —  one  moment ! 

Alw).       More  than  that ; 

•ne  here  of  late  —  William 

ilent 

im  —  he  is  free  enough  in 

e  nothing.     You  will  be, 
ast,  120 

he  viceroy  of  those  pro- 
j  — 
lerve  his  surname  better. 

Ay,  sir ; 
Jreat  Silence. 

True ;  the  provinces 
rule  and  must  be  hardly 

1,  yet,  indeed,  an  empty 
1  out  with  stinging  her 


And  for  their  heresies,  Alva,  they  will 

fight; 
Tou  must  break  them  or  they  break 
you. 
Alta  (pr&udly).    The  first. 
Philip.  Good  I 
Well,  Madam,  this  new  happiness  of 
mine  ?  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Three  Pages. 

First  Page.  News,  mates !  a  miracle, 

a  miracle  !  news  1  131 

The  bells  must  ring ;  Te  Deums  must 

be  sung; 
The  Queen  hath  felt  the  motion  of  her 
babe  I 
Second  Page.  Ay ;  but  see  here  1 
First  Page.  See  what  ? 

Second  Page.      This  paper,  Dickon. 
I  found  it   fluttering  at  the  palace 

gates:  — 
'The  Queen  of  England  is  delivered 
of  a  dead  dog ! ' 
Third  Page.   These  are  the  things 
that  madden  her.     Fie  upon  itl 
First  Page.   Ay ;  but  I  hear  she  hath 
a  dropsy,  lad. 
Or  a  high-dropsy,  as  the  doctors  call  it. 
Thiid  Page.   Fie  on  her  dropsy,  so 
she  have  a  dropsy  1  140 

I  know  that  she  was  ever  sweet  to  me. 
First  Page.   For  thou  and  thine  are 

Roman  to  the  core. 
Third  Page.     So    thou    and    thine 

must  be.     Take  heed ! 
First  Page.  Not  I ; 

And  whether  this  flash  of  news  be 

false  or  true, 
So  the  wine  run,  and  there  be  revelry. 
Content  am  I.     Let  all  the  steeples 

clash, 
Till  the  sun  dance,  as  upon  Easter 
Day.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  III 

Great  Hall  in  Whitehall 

At  the  far  end  a  dais.  On  t?ns  tliree 
chmrs,  two  under  one  canojty  for 
Mary  and  Philip,  anot?irr  on  the 
rigJit  of  these  foi*  Pole.  Under  the 
dais  on  Pole's  side,  ranged  along 
the  wall,  sit  ail  the  Spiritual  Peers, 
and  along  t?ie  wall  opposite  all  t?ie 


luat  liartiiuer.  onco  so  one  with  all  i  Ti 
of  us  1 

Ajraiiist  this  forriL'ii  marriairt*,  sin  mid  Ai 
have  yirl»l«'il 

So  uttrrly  I  —  straiiiTr!  Init  str;inir»r  Ai 
si  in  that  h.-.  Vi 

So  fl«Tr<»  airainsi  tin?  luadsliip  of  tin* 

Should  i>lay  the  sfcoml  actor  in  tliis 

paiTi-aiit  15i 

That  briii^rs  him  in  :  such  a  chanulron 

he : ' 
StOHnl  }f*  infn r.  Thi.s(Tardirn'rtuinM     V« 

his  «-oat  ill  llmry*';  tlnic  :  i 

The  stTprut   that   hath  >li»ui:ird   will     Ti 

slough  airain. 
77/ m/  Mtmttr,    Tut.  tlu'u  wv  all  an      W 

siTpcnts. 
St^itud  ^f* infHi'.    Speak  for your>ilf.      11. 
T/tii'tf  }fiinfH r.    Ay.  ami  for  <Iardi 

iutI  bcinir  Kinili-ih  <iii/tij.  '11 

ll<»w  .c^lMHild  he  hear  a  hridiLTo-iiii  i»u: 

of  Spain?  TI, 

Thf*  (iueeii   woiilil  h:iv«.'  him  I   heiriL' 

Kn;rli*'h  churchiuan.  Tli 

How  .*iliouM  he  h«ar  tin-  In  ad-liip  "f     ^^ 

the  l*«)pe'.' 
TIh*  Qut'cn  wimld  havr  it !    Siatt^^iiii  !i 

that  are  wisi-  <;. 

Shape    a    necev^itv.    :is    a    s«.-wlpt-'r 

clay.  *  IM: 

To  their  ttwn  nuKlel. 


If        Miulnm.  my  wittb 
kJeaty'B. 

It  Khnll  l)r  s(). 
r.  Hioe  echoes  both  your 
CC8" ;  («*»'*)  but  tlic  Pojii'  — 
I  liUTB  llie  Catlialit:  t.'liurch 
•ell 
«  with  the  Italiaul  if  wc 

"ihe  Pope. 

[j  lorda  of  the  upper  liouer, 

ny  niMters,  uf  the  luwer 
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Prpsenling   tht   whole   body   of   I 
01  EagltiuU,  aDtl   domiiiioDS  of  t 

Do  mtkc  most  Immblo  suit  ui 

MaJeKtiuM, 
In  oitr  own  uanie  and  that  of  all  t 

State, 

Tliikt  by  your  graciouH  ini«iis 


Our  auppliiTntii>n  bo  cxUihited 
To  Iht  Lool  Ciinliiiul  Polu,  sen 


d  ffisl  by  that  which  ye 

■111! 

fc  do. 

And  bo  you  all  one  mind 
jpticaCi' 

here  for  pardon,  and  ac- 
lodi[C  40 

'  of  the  Pope  ? 

We  arc  all  one  mind. 
Thon  must  I  play  the 
to  tbia  Pole,  [AmU, 

W#  It  paper  from  «»iirr  Am 
inf  praunlt  it  la  the  Kin^ 
;ueen,  tsAu  look  thnmgK  \t 
rtwra  it  to  him;  then  at- 

mis  Spiritual  and  Tcni- 
M  here  tn  Ptirli&ment  aa 


From  c 


_  Pop.? 


t  Holy  Father  JuliJ 


And  from  the  Apostolic  Rcc  of  B 
And  lit)  dvctarc  itur  pnuitoiice  and  g. 
For  our  Iuiik  scliiaiii  und  diaobeilicn 
Either  iu  making  Invra  and  ordlnftn .., 
AgalDHt  tbc  Holy  Father's  priinaGytJ 
Or  flse  by  doln);  or  by  ape«tiny  *'*fi' 
Which  might  imptigu  or  prejw  ' 

the  same ; 
By  thkuur  suppliuatioii  promialngjfl 
As  well  (or  our  own  solves  as  nil 

That  now  wo  be  and  ever  ahal 

Uniler  and  with  your  Mnjestica' 

thoritlos, 
To  do  t«  thi-  utmost  all  tlutt  lu  us  U 
Towards  tlie  obrogtition  nnd  rcpml  4 
Of  nil  such  Inwsnndordlnanctrsmnif 
Whereon  «o  humbly  pray  your  1 


And  unity  of  Universal  Cliun-li ; 

And  tlint  this  noble  realm  thro'  ufter    A 

yoars 

Mav  in  this  unitv  and  nb«(li»'nc'r        ., .     (': 
Unto  tlu'  holy  s*'i'  and  ri-iL^niriir  l*«'|>i- 
StTvr  (i(Kl  and  both  ynur  Maj<  sii*-*.         I> 
Voma.  Anifn.     |-1"m7. 

[He  iif/*iin  pn^ntM  tin  j.,fitit>h  t»  ■  A 

th   King  *ff**f  (iucrn.  W*"  /<*//#♦/ 

it  rt  r*  nntinlly  (n  \\\\v.  \\ 

PiAe  (Hittinff).    This  is  thi*  lov»:'lii>T 

day  that  »'VtT  sniilni 
On  Eni^land.     All  her  breath  simiild. 

inconsi'-like, 
Rise  to  th«  heavens  in  L'ratrful  praise 

of  llini  '  W 

Who  now  recidls  her  to  His  ancii-nt  ■ 

fold.  ;  T. 

IjO!    one*.'   n.irain   (rod   to   this  realm  > 

hath  ;:iveu  lb 

A  token  <»f  His  more  es]M(i:il  ltiu*'  : 
For  as  this  people  wen-  thr  tir-T  t»t  :i!l      ot 
The  islands  rall'd  into  the    jlawnin:: 

fhurcli  A I 

Out  of  the  dead.  «leep  ni^dit  nf  hv.v      {V\ 

thendom.  !r  .     (>i 

So  now  are  these  the  lirst  \\hi)m  <i<"l     <;> 

hath  jriven 
Grace  to  repent  and  SDrmw  for  tin  ir     ]>■ 

sehisni  ;  A: 

And  if  your  penitence  hv  in  a  iii'mU 

(TV.  A : 

O    ln»\\"  till'  1ili'«;.:i-i1   .n».r,.l.-   n1     .  .-     :     :  »  ' 
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but  Sir  Ralph  Baeenhall 
r  (nit  into  tlie  neifffiboring 
oel,  wlienee  is  lieard  ttie  Te 
m. 

',U.   We  strove  against  the 
acy  from  the  first, 
n's  time,   in  our  first  Ed- 
d's  time,  150 

r  master  Henry's  time ;  but 

of  Universal  Church, 
Id  have  it ;  and  this  Gardi- 
follows. 

of  Universal  Hell, 
lid  have  it ;  and  this  Gkrdi- 
follows ! 

3nt  of  imitative  apes  I 
the  gap  which    Gardiner 
s,  who  not 

le  Pope,  nor  any  of  them 
jve  — 
iel-Spaniard  English  of  the 

» 

;heir  fawning  noses  in  the 
,  160 

s    Philip's  gold-dust,   and 

of  their  Vicar.    Would  I 
l>een 

ard  !    I  had  held  my  head 
len. 
led  that  I  am  Bagenhall, 

Enter  Officer. 

•ir  Ralph  Bagenhall  ! 
I.  What  of  that  ? 

''ou  were  the  one  sole  man 
her  house 

upright  when  both  the 
?s  fell. 
\.     The  houses  fell ! 

I  mean  the  houses  knelt 
egate. 

Do  not  scrimp  your 
e, 

it  wider ;  say  when  Eng- 
fell.  170 

say  you  were  the  one  sole 
w^ho  stooti. 

.    I  am  the  one  sole  man 
tier  house, 
n  England,  loves  her  like 

?'ell,  you  one  man,  because 
tood  upright. 


Her  Grace  the  Queen  commands  you 
to  the  Tower. 
Bfigenhall.   As  traitor,  or  as  heretic, 

or  for  what  ? 
Officer,     If  any  man  in  any  way 
would  be 
The  one  man,  he  shall  be  so  to  his  cost. 
Bagenhall.   What !  will  she  have  my 

head? 
Officer,  A  round  fine  likelier. 

Your  pardon.     [Calling  to  Attendant. 
By  tlie  river  to  the  Tower. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  IV 

Whitehall.       A    Room    in    the 

Palace 

Mary,    Gardiner,    Pole,    Paget, 
Bonner,  etc. 

Mary.  The  King  and  I,  my  lords, 

now  that  all  traitors 
Against  our  royal  state  have  lost  the 

heads 
Wherewith  they  plotted  in  their  trea- 
sonous malice. 
Have  talk'd  together,  and  are  well 

agreed 
That  those  old  statutes  touching  Lol- 

lardism 
To  bring  the  heretic  to   the  stake, 

should  be 
No  longer  a  dead  letter,  but  requick- 

en'd. 
One  of  the  Council.  Why,  what  hath 

ftuster'd  Gardiner  ?  how  he  rubs 
His  forelo(!k ! 
Paget.    I  have  changed  a  word  with 

him 
In  coming,  and  may  change  a  word 

again.  10 

GartHner.    Madam,  your  Highness 

is  our  sun,  the  King 
And  you  together  our  two  suns  in  one  ; 
And  so  the  beams  of  both  may  shine 

upon  us, 
The  faith  that  seem'd  to  droop  will 

feel  your  light. 
Lift  head,  and  flourish ;  yet  not  light 

alone, 
There  must  be  heat  —  there  must  be 

heat  enough 
To  scorch  and  wither  heresy  to  the 

root. 


OW  BV  God  blasts- M  ttc  I^Af 

jutr. 
But  ^Mnnnl  la  (Juwti  Marr.    ^  tli^r- 

b« 
&HW  InHflr-brtrtlr,  tlim  bu'  . 

ounL 
Tu  Ukc  the  lire*  of  oUrni  Unl    , 

And  by  tli*  cbun-htiwo'R  jiltikae  di  kvu 

Wrra  but  «  UianklnB  policT  in  Uiis 

A;,  unil  aeninat  lt«rlf :   for  tbcre  art 
many. 
Xfiirif,    U  wu(<niiM  hiimDUIlietvsr. 
inji  I>JrJ  I'agfl. 
Wn  rcrk  luit  Um"  we  lt»t  Uits  crowD 

of  Bn^owl  — 
Ay  1  Ibo"  ll  were  ti!0  Rnplands  1 

(iardinrr.  lUglit,  your  Grace. 

I'ngi^t,  yna  wte  lUI  (cir  Iliiti  pour  lire  of 

And  CKCe  but  little  for  tlio  life  lo 
be.  V 

liit/ri.  I  Imvt-'  (Kimo  ilmt,  for  ciirl- 
mimicu,  my  lord, 

Wiitcli'il  clilldrvu  playing  at  ilieir  life 


(iardiner.    We  kill  tliu  liiTPIitH  lliiil 
■tinff  tint  Willi  — 
Thoy,  nith    Hirlit  n'luoii.   tlicH  ilitLl 
prich  t.ho  ncali. 


k.) 


OtMT  -. 

BatawT  would  aar  —  ^ 

DOlfcill 

Tbe  ilievp  thu  waatar  I 

but  acaMls 
Hia  cBirful  d<w  i»  %^ 

f.J± 
Look    to    Uv    Nt 

lia*«  bcm 
Such  I    " 


For  yet  the    (iUi  ii  H 
there. 
Oardiner.      Tbr«i0V 
iVf«.  Ko —  ^ 

String  thetc  Kr  cwi-  «i 

i-nd, 
A  lii?ttfr  and  •  ■  !■■ 

Ti>  liersecul*,  . 
Miikcs  a  faitL 


ENE    IV 
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In    Iiirn   will)  iHTscruti's.     When  iiicii 

sirr  ti»st 
^>n  tiilrs  I  if  simngc  opinion,  aiul  not 

suro 
Of  tlifir  own  selves,  iliuy  are  wroth 

with  thoir  own  srlvcs. 
•Ami   tht-nn*    with   others;  then,  who 

liirhis  the  fiipirot  ? 
N'ot  the  ftill  fuith,  no,  bill  the  hirkin.i; 
doubt.  H., 

Oh]  lionie.  that  first  nuuie  martyrs  in 

th*'  Chiireh, 
Tri-mblnl  for  hrr  own  co^is.  for  th<'se 

wrn*  tn-nitUin^  — 
fill!  when  tlid  our  Home  tn-mbh*  ? 

J*'i*ftt.  Did  she  not 

III  lli-nry's  time  and  Kdwanl's? 

/W,  What,  my  h»ni  I 

1*be  C'niin'h  on  l*cttfr*s  roek  7    never! 

1  have  S4'en 
A.  pin«>  in  Italy  that  east  itsshadnw 
Athwart  a  cataract  ;  firm   stiMiii    the 

piiH'  — 
*l*he  rat  a  met  sho<»k  thi>  shadow.     To 

niy  nn'nd. 
"Thi'    eatararrt     tV|M'd    tlie     hcaillorii: 

plun.L't'  ami  fall 
Of  hrn—y    to  the  pit ;   thr  pine  was 
I^»nle.  !/•• 

You  •i«f.  my  lonls, 
It  was  tiie  shadow  of  the  Chnrrh  that 

ircndili'd  ; 
Y<»ur  ehiirch  was  )iul  thr  shadow  «>r  a 

I  hureh. 
Want  in  u'  tin*  I'apal  ridtri*. 
'/-;/•////*  r     iui'ittt  riinj).       \Uvv      Im 

iropi-». 
/**M'f.     And  iri»[»«"ian'  L''MMiinrliiihr 
a  n:ik(il  truth, 
And  msik«'  it  h^»k  nioii*  S4«in!y. 

tiinUh*  r.  Triipr^  :ii::iin  ! 

/'•"V.      You    are     hard     tn    p|i  n^-r 
Tln-n  without  trnpi-..  my  I'lni. 
An  nvrrnunh  sr'veri-n«  '^s.  1  p  pi':ii. 
Whrn   f;tith    is   wavt-rinir   miik*  -   flu- 

wavrn-r  p:iss 
Into   more  si'ttlitl  hatn-d  nf  tlif  d<ii 
trini"i  I 

itf  thir^>   wlio  rule,   which  lirttrtii   |i\ 

and  l>y 
Involv«*s  the' ruler-   thus  tlnTi  -jn  iir_'> 

ri»  lii;ht 
"Hial  Centaur <if  a  nion.^tmn-  \  Oinrii'-n 

wi-al. 
Tlitr   tniitor-lHTi'tic ;  —  ihen   tin/ >i'iii» 
ULuy  quuil. 


Yet  others  are  that  dare  the  >taki' 

tin*. 
And    their    stn)nir    torment     bn 

U>rne  bei:ets 
An  admiration  and  an  iiifliirnatioi 
And   hot  desire   to    imitate;    so 

])la^ue 
Of  schism  spreads.     Wen'  then 

thn*e  <»r  four 
Of  tl»'S<*  misleaderN.  yet   I  w«Hd«l 

siy 
Hurn  !   an<l   we   eannot    btirn    v 

towns  :  thev  are  manv. 
As  mv  lionl  I'aL'ei  sjivs. 

(lanh'tttr.   Yei.  my  L«»nl  t'anlir 
J\*ir.      I  am  your  li'iralc  ;  pieasi' 

let  m<'  finish. 
Methinks  that  under  our  ijtieen's 

men 
We  nuirht  trosnftlier  than  with 

son  n>v\el 
And   stream  in  L'   la.sh.     When    H 

llenrv  first 
Hei:an    to    hiitter    at    vour    Kn 

( 'hureh. 
This   was   tlie   e:ius<".  and    henei 

judirmeni  on  her. 
She  Seethed  witlisuih  adu!ti.'rie<4 

the  lives 
Of  m:iny  anmnL'  your  eliuii*hmen 

I  .M)    foul 

I  That  liia\in  \\i  pt  Mrul  i  :ii'th   bin 

1  wiiuld  :td\  !«(' 
:  'i'li;it    \M-    >«ii«iiild    ?Ii'ir'iii/lily    eli 
the  ( 'liureli  w  ithiii 
I'll  f«>ri-    tln«M'    li-UiT    -t.-itiili"^   In 

■  [Uii  kcll'il. 
Si)  :iff«T   tli:it    \\  liMi    ««lii-    niiri-   ni( 
s«  en 
j    Wllili-   M-.  ill.-    \\j\\*      Il.i-    '.jintll-.H 

..I  (  hri-t. 
l,ik«'  lliii-l    liiiii-ill    "ii   Tabiir.    | 

b!y 
Till'     l.tlMii  r.iM     i:.  \\     I"     \\  "II    t. 

aj.iiri  : 
Till    \i  iiiii.  i!i\     ■  ■  ;-    I   •    'iri"!  1 

aiM  ' 
'.    ■    -'.    ..   ■  W  li   ■•        '     I    ':;;|.l   i!.i 

\  ••■.;[•  I ri:    i     :..;    !■  ■•  ■! 
\N  ■  ■■..■■!"  ■.■■•!  •     •  ■  i.    ;•  •■       ':■•■•.    t 

"ir. 
L<s'  _\ .. .:  ■\ }..  ■.  =    : .  --h..-.;.!  M! ; 

'    w  ;-li  !i..    ;  ■ 
I     A      .;■!    :m.:.     ■■  .  1.     1    ii    ■  '  -I     •..' 
:'..    Ik  :■  ■  . 

I   >"     il'i-     .-.    ||..  .-  1 


'  ••     A 


iiiun     ueresy    is    itselt  ;     beware.    I 
say.  140 

l/cst  men  accuse  you  of  indifTcrence 
To  all    faitli>.   all   nliiritui ;    f'>r   vt>ii 

m 

kn(»\v 
Hight    \v«*ll    that    yoii   your«-«  If    1i:im' 

iH'cn  siippnsi'd 
Tainted  with  Lutlienuiisni  in  Italy. 
iW<'  (ti/if/tnt/).     Hut  ynu.  niy  l<»nl. 

beyond  all  suppi»sitii)ij. 
In  clear  and  op<n  day  wiTe  n>n«rni- 

eut 
AVithtliat  vileC'ninrnerin  tln.'aeeursil 

lie 
Of  p^xl  (iui't'U  Catharine's  iiivDre*'  — 

the  ^priuL' 
Of  all   thos<'  ivils   that    havi-   ll-iw'd 

upon  US: 
For  you  yoursL-lf  have  triuklrd  in  tin- 

tyrant.  i^. 

And  dniic  v«>ur  best  t«)  ki^lanli/e*  our 

l^uii-n. 
For  which  (i«M!"s  riL'ht«'ous  judiiuunt 

fi'll  upon  you 
In  your  live  yi-ar*^  of  iniprisunim  i:i. 

my  l«»r«l. 
Under  yoiniJiT  K«hv:iril.     'Wlio  s.*  Iml- 

ster'd  up 
The    irros^   Kinir's    lusulship    nf    \\u- 

Church,  or  nion- 
Piniid  the  Holy  Fit  tin  r  V 

(inrtfintr.  H:i  !    w  li:it  !  i  h '; 

liut  y«ni,  my  lonl.  a  pi-li^h'-l   ::(•;*' 


Bu 

]  Xu 

Til. 

(■:il 


Mil 
\V1 
TIj; 
Wo 
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the  thief  is  even  within  the 

ig  one  another.     My  Lord 

icellor, 

n  old  txickof  offending  us ; 

at  you  are  art  and  part  with 

heresy,  well  we  might,  for 

ice  and  much  roughness  to 
egate, 

you  from  our  counsels, 
in  Pole, 

resh  from  brighter  lands, 
e  with  me. 
ess  and    myself  —  so  you 

'US —  200 

I  learn  in  peace  and  privacy 
;r  this  cooler  sun  of  Eng- 
hath 

^  godless  vermin.  And 
Heaven 

nay  see  according  to  our 
1 

in. 

veunt  Queen  and  Pole,  etc. 
Pole  has  the  Plantagenet 

e    force   made  them  our 

tiest  kings. 

-but  melancholy,   irreso- 

,  Bonner,  a  very  full  fine 

• 

k    mouth,   an   indetermi- 

-ha? 

Well,  a  weak  mouth,  per- 

e. 

And  not  like  thine 
heretic  whole,  roasted  or 

2tl 

[  *d  do  my  best,  my  Lord  ; 

3t  the  legate 

Pope  and  Master  of  the 

h. 

•  not  with  you  — 

Tut,  Master  Bishop, 
legate,  saw'st  not  how  he 
I? 

ipon  his  old  heretical  talk, 
diocese  to  prove  his  or- 

1  call  mc  truckler.      In 

times, 

3st  we  had  to  dodge,  or 

or  die ; 


I  kept  my   head   for   use  of  Holy 

Church ;  220 

And  see  you,  we  shall  have  to  dodge 

again. 
And  let  the  Pope  trample  our  rights, 

and  plunfi^e 
His  foreign  fist  into  our  Island  Church 
To  plump  the  leaner  pouch  of  Italy. 
For  a  time,  for  a  time. 
Why  ?  that  these  statutes  may  be  put 

in  force, 
And  that   his   fan   may  thoroughly 

purge  his  floor. 
Bonner,      80    then   you    hold  the 

Pope  — 
Oai'diner,        I  hold  the  Pope  ! 
What  do  I  hold  him  ?  what  do  I  hold 

the  Pope  ? 
Come,  come,  the  morsel  stuck — this 

Cardinal's  fault  —     •  330 

I  have  gulpt  it  down.    I  am  wholly 

for  the  Pope, 
Utterly  and  altogether  for  the  Pope, 
The  Eternal  Peter  of  the  changeless 

chair, 
Crown'd  slave  of  slaves,  and  mitred 

king  of  kings, 
God  upon  earth  I  what  more?    what 

would  you  have  ? 
Hence,  let 's  be  gone. 

Enter  Usher. 

Ihher.     Well  that  you  be  not  gone. 
My  lord.     The  Queen,  most  wroth  at 

first  with  you, 
Is  now  content  to  grant  you  full  for- 
giveness, 
So  that  you  crave  full  pardon  of  the 

legate.  339 

I  am  sent  to  fetch  you. 

OanHner.   Doth  Pole  yield,  sir,  ha  ? 
Did  you  hear  *em  ?  were  you  by  ? 

Ihher.  I  cannot  tell  you, 

His  bearing  is  so  courtly-delicate  ; 
And   yet  methinks  he  falters;  their 

two  Graces 
Do  so  dear-cousin  and    royal -cousin 

him, 
So  press  on  him  the  duty  which  as 

legate 
He  owes  himself,  and  with  such  royal 

smiles  — 
Qardiner.       Smiles  that  bum  men. 

Bonner,  it  will  be  carried. 
He  falters,  ha  ?  'fore  God,  we  change 

and  change ; 


chauge  at  al 
We  needs  mtist  do  It  quickly  :  It  is  uii 

Of  tirluf  life,  anil  brief  purpose,  and 

brief  patience. 
As  I  have  ahoWD  to-day.     I  ani  »orrv 

for  it 
ItPolelwllketotum.    Ouroldfriend 

Oraninor. 
Your  moro  especial  love,  hath  tum'd 

so  ufton 
He  knows  not  where  lie  sUuids,  wliicb. 

if  this  nnss. 
We  two  stiall  liave  to  teach  liliu ;  \et 

■eill  louli  to  it. 
Cmnmer   nad    Hoopur,    RJdIo;    and 

IdtUnim-, 
Hogera  and  Ferrar,  for  their  time  t» 

TliHr  liiFiir  is  hard  at  hand,  their  '  dii 

IriD,' 
Their  'dies  Ilia,"  which  will  tsst  their 

I  fed  it  but  a  duly  —  you  will  find  in 

it 
PliSBUre  08  well  as  duty,  worthy  Boo- 


To  test  tlieir  sect.    BIr,  I  a 

Queeu 
To  crave   moat  humblQ   pardoi 


-of 


ELixAurru.  Lady  in  Waitino. 
Ktitaheth.     So  they  have  sent  poor 


Ijuty.     And  \mnish'd  us  to  Wooii- 
Btoctc.  and  thn  fltld.4. 
The  colors  of  our  (jtteen  nrn  green  and 

white; 
ThcH!  rtekU  ere  ouly  green,  they  mak*; 
ln<i  jTHPf. 
JSd'ihid.  There 's  wbitelhnrn.  girL 
^  Zku/j^.  Ay,  for  an  hour  in  Slay. 


BreukK  intu  fculhor'd  n 

In  silken  pngnuit*      Why 

keep  us  ht-n-f 
Why  still  sUB]>«ct  your  Onn 
Eliiabtt/i.  lUnl  n; 

[  Wriltt  an  the  utiiultne • 

Much  duipMlcit.  at  a 

Ladj/.    What  hath  yoot 

wrilteuT 
StimbflH.     A  true  rhrme. 
Lodti.    Cut  wliti  a  tflaoui 

last  like  Iruili, 
mttabclh.     Ar.  it  tnitii  la 
/wirftf.     But  tniUi.  Uiiiy 


The  \ 


,-  Truth  a 


id    verv 


But  truth  of  story,  which  I  g 

girl. 
Is  like  a  word  that  comes  f. 

days. 
And  passes  tliru'  Uic  peopi 

tongue 
Alters  it  passing,   till  It  i 

speaks 
Quite  other  thiia  at  Aral. 
/>iriy.  I  do  t 

Elitabelh.      How    iniuiy 

the  long  eweep  of  iim 
Tliat  so  foreahortrns   gred 

but  hang 
On  the  diance  mention  of 

that  onc<' 
Brake   bread   with  ii*   peri 

my  pot'ir  chronicle 
Is  but  of  glass.     Bir  Heat 

field 
Jlay  split  it  for  a  spite. 

/ndy.  Ooil  CT 

And  witness  to  your  On 

Till  liooDisday  meJt  it ! 

fHieabrlh.  Or  a  » 

Like   that  which  lately   en 

derfoot 
And  in   thia   very  chamtuT 

glass. 
And  char  tis  back  again  iDl( 


/^\ 
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M.       Never   peacock 

iu 

did  for  water. 

And  I  got  it. 
•y  —  and  he  'a  true  to 

:  horror  in  his  eyes, 
true  to  you  ? 
ir  Henry  Bedingfiold ! 
lan  true  to  me,  your 

res  his  nails ;  to  me  ? 

! 

It,  girl  I  you  wrong  a 

;leman. 

e  his  cloak,  his  man- 

the  nap 

rt ;  but  of  this  fire  he 

as  no  wicked  wilful- 

hance. 

^  (rhance  —  perchance 

kcd  wilfuls  that  men 

11  it  nature.     Nay,  I 

bhxwl.     Save  for  my 

c 

isant  fields  of  Holy 

But  there  hath  some 

1  movement.     Iloncc, 
[Kxit  Lady. 


nnging  wWiovt). 


^>biri, 

m  now  ! 

?  with  mv  haiuls 
w? 

Xniii, 

a^^n'n, 

kissM  mo  iiiilkinj: 

the 

IIU*, 

60 

,  I  vow. 

with  T\\\  hfiruls 
w  ? 

rain, 
:ain, 
kissM  mo  milkinp: 

tho 

mo  now  ; 

Help  it  can  I  ?  with  my  hands 

Milking  the  cow  ?  70 

Itingdoven  coo  again. 

All  things  woo  again. 
Come  behind  and  kiss  me  milking  the  cowl 

Elizabeth.    Right  honest  and  red- 

cheek'd ;  liobin  was  violent, 
And  she  was  crafty  —  a  sweet  via 

lence, 
And  a  sweet  craft.     I  would  I  were  a 

milkmaid, 
To  sing,   love,  marry,  chum,  brew, 

bake,  and  die. 
Then  have  my  simple  headstone  by  the 

church, 
And  all  things  lived  and  endc^d  hon- 
estly. 
I  could  not  if  I  w^ould.     I  am  Harry's 

daughter.  80 

Gardiner  would  have  my  head.   They 

are  not  sweet. 
The  violence  and  the  craft  that  do  di- 
vide 
The  world  of  nature;   what  is  weak 

must  lie. 
The  lion  needs  but  roar  to  guard  his 

young ; 
The  lapwing  lies,  says  'here*  when 

they  are  there. 
Threaten  the  child,  '  I  '11  scourge  you 

if  you  did  it ; ' 
What  weapon  hath  the  child,  save  his 

soft  tongue. 
To  sjiy  *  I  did  not '  ?  and  my  rod  *s  the 

block. 
I  never  lay  my  head  upon  the  pillow 
But  that  I  think,  '  Wilt  thou  lie  there 

tomorrow  ? '  90 

How  oft   the  falling  axe,  that  never 

fell. 
Hath  shock'd  me  back  into  the  day- 
light truth 
That  it  may  fall  to-day !  Those  damj). 

black,  dead 
Niirhts  in   the  Tower;     dead  —  with 

the  fear  of  death 
Too  (lead   even    for  a  death-watch  ! 

Toll  of  a  bell. 
Stroke  of  a  dock,  the  scMirrvinL?  of  a 

rat 
AfTrii^htrd  me,  and  then  deb^hted  me. 
F'or   there  was  life  —  An<l  there  was 

life  in  death  — 
The  little  miirder'd  princes,  iu  a  pale 

light. 


niirht,  J 

And   make  a  morninir  outcry  in   tin* 

ynni ;  J 

But   tllt'R* 's  Hi)  Kciliipl    Iktc  to  'ratcli 

hrr  iripiniiL'."  I 

Ciitoli  IMC   wlio  i-aii  :   ye*,  soiin  tinu-   I 

liavc  wisird  I 

That    I  wrrc  cauirht,  and  killM  a\v:iy 

at  oiicf  II  .     '1 

Out  of  tlu'  tlutlt-r.     The   LTay  r',>-i:»'. 

(lardincr,  'I 

Wont  on  liis  knees,  and  pniyM  ne-  !•> 

eon  less  ^ 

In  Wvatt's  business,  and   to  ea^t  inv- 

*self  '        ^ 

Upon    the  i:<vxl  (^u«(  Fi's  nierey  :    ay. 

w lie  11.  my  lord  ?  "^ 

GchI  save  tlie  <^U('cu  :   My  jailor  — 

K/idr^iH  IIknky  Bki)IN«.fiki.i>. 

Bcdiiifffihl.  (>n<-.  wliosf  l.nlfv.      ,\ 

That  jail  you  from  free  lifr.  har  \ihi 

from  dt'ath.  ( 

There  liaunl  >oine  Papi>t  rutlian<  lidi  -     I 

about 
Would  munh-r  you. 

HliZiifttfi.   I  tliank  y<>u  lirai'tily.  sir. 
Hut  I  am  royal,  tho"  yo-ir  ]'!i>.-'i!<  r.  ^ 

And  (tihI  hath  blfst  Mf  (UFM  d  111'  wi'ii 

a  MOM'  —  :  .■  .      i' 

Vour  boots  ar«'  from  th«'  \\->r<'  <  '\ 

Ikihii^nu^tl.  Ay.  ni\-  laiiv.      I 

Wh»-n  ii«'\'t  there  (•( iini  <  a  mi--' \  ■   i'.<\\\ 
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ot  this  landless  Philibcrt  i6o 

but,  if  Pliilip  menace  me, 

lat  I  will  play  with  Phili- 

he  Holy  Father  did  with 

■'» 

'  father  married  my  good 

ler,  — 

Spain. 
Enter  Lady. 
>  Lord !  your  Grace,  your 
:e, 
lappy.    It  seems  that  we 

fly 

I,  blank  fields,  and  dance 
the  sun 
t  on  princes. 

Y<;t,  a  moment  since, 
7sclf  the  milkmaid  singing 

cuff  among  the  birds  and 

TS —  170 

gh  life  and  healthful. 

But  the  wench 
wn  troubles ;  she  is  weep- 
ow; 
)ng  Robin  took  her  at  her 

w  kick'd,  and  all  her  milk 

pilt 

less  such  a  milkmaid  ? 

1  had  kept 
and  my  cows  in  sweeter 

such. 

y).  And  had  your  Grace  a 

I? 

Come,  come,  you  are  chill 

you  want  the  sun 
at  court ;  make  ready  for 
•urney.  179 

we  'scape  the  sunstroke! 
r  at  once.  \^hJx€unt. 


Scene  VI 

.  Room  in  the  Palace 

.E  and  Lord    William 
Howard. 

u  cannot  see  the  Queen. 

d  denied  her 

)  me. 

.lieir  Flemish  go-betwetjii 


And  all-in-all.    I  came  to  thank  her 

Majesty 
For  freeing^my  friend  Bagenhall  from 

the  Tower; 
A  grace  to  me !    Mercy,  that  herb-of- 

grace. 
Flowers  now  but  seldom. 

Petre.  Only  now,  perhaps, 

Because  the  Queen  hath  been  three 

days  in  tears 
For  Philip's  going  —  like   the  wild 

hedge-rose 
Of  a  soft  winter,  possible,  not  prob- 
able. 
However  you  have  proven  it, 
Howard,  I  must  see  her. 

Enter  Rbnard. 
Benard.  My  lords,  you  cannot  see 

her  Majesty.  n 

Howard.  Why,  then  the  King  1  for 

I  would  have  him  bring  it 
Home  to  the    leisure  wisdom  of  his 

Queen, 
Before  he  go,  that  since  these  statutes 

past, 
Gardiner  out-(Jardiners  Gardiner  in  his 

heat, 
Bonner  cannot   out-Bonner  his  own 

self  — 
Beast  1  —  but  they  play  with  fire  as 

children  do, 
And  burn  the  house.     I  know  that 

these  are  breeding 
A  fierce  resolve  and  flxt  heart-hate  in 

men 
Against   the    King,   the  Queen,   the 

Holy  Father,  20 

The  faith  itself.     Can  I  not  see  him  ? 

Renard,  Not  now. 

And  in  all  this,  my  lord,  her  Majesty 

Is  flint  of  flint ;  you  may  strike  fire 

from  her. 
Not  hope  to  melt  her.     I  will  give 

your  message. 

[Ex&fint  Petre  and  Howard. 

Enter  Philip  (inuming). 
Philip.    She  wiH  not  have   Prince 

Philibert  of  Savoy, 
I  talk'd  with  her  in  vain  —  says  she 

will  live 
And  die  true  maid  —  a  goodly  crea- 
ture too. 
Would  she  had  l)ecn  the  Queen  1  yet 

she  must  have  him. 
She    troubles     England;     that     she 

breathes  in  England 


(arc  more  for  our  brief  life  in  tlu-ir    T 

wet  hmd 
Than  yours  in  happier  Spain.     I  toM  ;  I 

my  Ion  I 
lie  should  lint  vex  her   Il!::li:n<>  ;    ^li'       ^ 

NNniild  say 
Thrsi'  an'  the  nicaii'^  (t<m1  \v. tik^  wiii;. 

that  \\\<  rhuifli  I 

May  flouii^li. 

yV//7//>.       Ay.  sir,  hut  in  ^taicsnuin-     .' 


shij 


4 


To  strike  \^n^  soon  is  oft    to  nii>s  th< 

hlow.  I 

Thou   knowest   I    bade    my  chaplain. 

Castro,  pH'.-irli 
Airain^t  tln-s*.'  burnimrs.  i 

lo  mini.  And  the  Hmpir."-  | 

Appr(>ved    yoti,    and.    w  h«'n    la-t     lie 

ur»»t«',  dr(  lar««l 
llis  comfort   in  your  ^iracr  tha:   vou 

\v«rr  liland  '  1 

And  alTabh*  to  nun  i-f  all  i-;T:itc>. 
In    hope    to  eliarm    tii.  i;i    tr«»m    lie  ir      I 

hate  of  Spain. 
/V</////.  In  lu»pe  to  (Tii-h  all  ]i<  r-^^x      ^ 

under  Spain. 
Hut.  Kf-nard.  I  am  ^itki  r  <ta\  Iwi  h-  r-. 
Than  any  .x-a  could  mak'    m<-  ]>  i-^::._: 

h'-tu-c,  ; 

Tho'  I  bf  <v»r  d.  ailv  v-,\  ;,t  v,  i  : 
So   .xick   am    I    with    l-i.jii.j    toi-    thi-     A 

child. 
I^  V.  tilt'  fa^lijo:!  \\\   \\^<  .  lini.     '. .'   ••  1 . 
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cHonot  but  allow.    Sire,  I  would 
have  you  — 

lat  should  I  say,  I  cannot  pick  my 
words  — 

somewhat  less—  majestic  to  your 
Queen. 

'hilt p.    Am  I  to  chan^  my  man- 
ners, Simon  Renard, 

aiuse    these   islanders    are    brutal 
beasts  ? 

would  you  have  me  turn  a  sonnet- 
eer, 90 

i  warble  those  brief-sighted  eyes  of 
hers? 

le/yirtl.   Brief- si j^h ted  tho'  they  be, 
1  have  seen  them,  sire, 

len    you   perchance  were    trifling 
royally 

Lb  some  fair  dame  of  court,  sud- 
denly fill 

th  such  fierce  fire  —  had  it  been  firo 
indeed 

rould  have  burnt  both  speakers 

^hilip.  Ay,  and  then  ? 

\enard.  Sire,  mi/;ht  it  not  be  policy 
in  some  matter 

small  imix>rtunce  now  and  then  to 
cede 

mint  to  her  demand  ? 

*hilip.  Well,  I  am  ^o\n^ 

\enanL   For  should  her  love  when 
you  are  gone,  my  liege,  100 

,ness  these  }iapers,  there  will  not 
be  Wanting 

«e   that   will   urge  her  injury  — 
should  her  love  — 

1  I  have  known  such  women  more 
than  one  — 

r  to  the  counterpoint,  and  jealousy 

h  in  it  an  alchemic  force  to  fuse 

lOHt  into  one  metal  love  uikI  hate.  — 

I  slie  impress  her  wrongs  upon  licr 
Council, 

1  these  again    upon  her    Parlia- 
ment— 

arc  not  loved  here,  and  would  Ik.* 
then  perhaps 

;  so  well  holpen  in  our  wars  with 
France.  u^ 

else  we  might  be  —  lu-n*  sin-  c uin'<.  [ 
Enttr  Mauv. 

fnry,  O  Philip ! 

r.  must  you  go  ind('(>d  v 

*hUip.  Madam.  I  \\\\\>X. 

Iiiry.    The  parting  of  u   husband 
And  a  wife 


Is  like  tho  cleaving  of  a  heart ;  one 

half 
Will  flutter  here,  one  there. 
Philip.  You  say  true,  Madam. 

Mary,   The  Holy  Virgin  will  not 
have  me  yet 
Lose  the  sweet  hope  that  I  may  bear 

a  prince. 
If  such  a  prince  were  born,  and  you 
not  here  1 
Philip.     I  should  be  here  if  such  a 

prince  were  born. 
yfary.  But  must  you  go  ? 
Philip.     Madam,    you    know    my 
father,  lao 

Retiring  into  cloistral  solitude 
To  yield  the  remnant  of  his  years  to 

heaven, 
Will  shift  the  yoke  and  weight  of  all 

the  world 
From  off  his  neck  to  mine.     We  meet 

at  Brussels. 
But  since  mine  absenct?  will  not  be  for 

long, 
Yoiu"  Majesty  shall  go  to  Dover  with 

me. 
And  wait  my  coming  Iwick. 

yfnry.  To  Dover?  no, 

I  am  ttK)  fit' 1)1  e.     I  will  go  to  Green- 
wich, 
So  you  will  have  nie  wiih  you  ;  and 

there  watch 
All  that  is  ;;ra<*ious  in  th«?  breath  of 
heaven  130 

Dniw  with  your  sails  from  our  poor 

land  and  pass 
And  leave  me,  Philip,  with  my  prayers 
for  you. 
Philip.    \\\i\  dou1)tl<'<s  I  .shall  profit 

by  your  pmyers. 
yfnnf.    Mcthink.s    that    would    you 
tarrv  one  day  more  — 
The  news  was  su<ldeii  ■  -  I  couhl  niouM 

inviM'lf 
To  brar  vc)ur  L'oimr  lutttr;  will  vou 
•  io'it? 
/*//////'.    Matlam.  a  day  may  '^ink  or 

savr  a  realm. 
}f<ini.     \     «l:»v     lii:iV     <:i\r     a     li«art 

from  lir«-:ikiMLr  '<»" 
Pl>th'i>.    Wril.   >im..n   U«fjapl.   shall 

lit  Intnl.    ^'^»ll^  ( Iiari  s  ]nj^irn'»i«.  will 
nnt  MitTiT,  sin-.  1,: 

For  oiH'  ilav   nmn ,  so  far   n-.^    1    «ai. 
lelL   ' 


« 


■  ■■< 


BImoa,  li  fuller  mwlj  t 

Benard.  A7,  m7  Uege, 

I MW  Oia  coven  laying. 

IWiip.  Let  us  have  it 

[Erc'iiif. 

ACT  IV 

8cra>  Z.— A  ttoou  ik  thb  Palace 

Kabt,  Cardinal  Polk. 

JKbry.  WhathaTejou  there  T 
Ab.  So  pkoae  joiir  Majesty, 

Alon^  petlthxi  tnxa  the  foreign  exiles 
To  ■para  tbe  life  of  Cranmer.    Bishop 


ated  — 
To  sua  you  for  his  life  t 

Jbnr.  His  life?    O,  no; 

Not  sued  for  that— he  knows  it  were 

in  rain. 
But  80  mudi  of  the  anti-papal  lenrcn 
Wcxfcs  in  bim  yet,  he  hath  prny'd  me 

not  to  sully  TO 

Une  own  premgative,  and  degnulc 

tbe  realm 


QUEEN  MARY 


74S 


at  most  need  when  I  forget 
ivorce — my  sainted  mother 
To  1  —  50 

Ay,  ay,  but  mighty  doc- 
doubted  there, 
himself  wavcr'd ;  and  more 
I  one 

that  galiey  —  Gktrdiner  to 

ly  I  deny  not  to  have  been 

ful  fri(     "       ■ 

r. 


friend  and  trusty  coun- 


rouT  Highness  ever  read  his 

e  upon  True  Obedience, 
mself  and  Bonner? 

I  will  take 
r  with  all  bad,  heretical 
:s 

shall   hold    them   in  his 
le  and  live,  60 

ard.    No,  my  lord. 

Then  never  read  it. 
is  here.  Your  father  was 
n 

:olossal    kinghood,   yet  so 
teous, 
9n  wroth,  you  scarce  could 

his  eye 

your  own;   and  were  he 

b  indeed, 

less,  or  not  at  all.     I  say, 
*  had  a  will  that  beat  men 

»; 

T  had.  a  brain  that  beat 

down  — 

t  me,  my  lord. 

No,  for  you  were  not  here ; 

von  this  fallen  Cranmer's 

e;  70 

lid  more  become  you,  my 

Legate, 

?^oice,  so  potent  with  her 

ness, 

plea  for  Cranmer  than  to 

ilf-aasertion. 

All  your  voices 
m  flint.    The  heretic  must 

Yet  once  he  saved  your 

ity's  own  life ; 

igainst  the  King  in  your 

f, 
peril. 

I  know  not  if  be  did  ; 


And  if  he  did  I  care  not,  my  Lord 

Howard. 
My  life  is  not  so  happy,  no  such  boon. 
That  I  should  spare  to  take  a  heretic 

priest's,  81 

Who  saved  it  or  not  saved.    Why  do 

you  vex  me  ? 
Paget    Yet  to  save  Oranmer  were 

to  serve  the  Church, 
Your  Majesty's  I  mean ;  he  is  effaced, 
Self-blotted  out;  so  wounded  in  his 

honor. 
He  can  but  creep  down  into  some  dark 

hole 
Like  a  hurt  beast,  and  hide  himself 

and  die ; 
But  if  you  bum  him,  —  well,  your 

Highness  knows 
The  saying,  *  Martyr's  blood  —  seed  of 

tlie  Church. 
Mary.   Of  the  true  Church ;  but  his 

is  none,  nor  will  be.  90 

You  are  too  politic  for  me,  my  Lord 

Paget 
And  if  he  have  to  live  so  loath'd  a 

life. 
It  were  more  merciful  to  bum  him 

now. 
TJiirlby.   O,  yet  relent  1    O,  madam, 

if  you  knew  him 
As  I  do,  ever  gentle,  and  so  gracious. 
With  all  his  learning — 

Mary.  Yet  a  heretic  still. 

His  learning  makes  his  burning  the 

more  just. 
TJiirlby.   80  worshipt  of  all  those 

that  came  across  him ; 
The  stranger  at  his  hearth,  and  all  his 

house  — 
Mai^.   His  children  and  his  concu- 
bine, belike.  100 
TlUrlhy.   To  do  him  any  wrong  was 

to  beget 
A  kindness  from  him,  for  his  heart 

was  rich, 
Of  such  fine  mould  that  if  you  sow'd 

therein 
The  seed  of  Hate,  it  blossom'd  Charity. 
Pole.     'After  his  kind  it  costs  him 

nothing,'  there's 
An  old  world  English  adage  to  the 

point. 
These  are  but  natural  graces,  my  good 

bishop, 
Which  in  the  Catholic  garden  are  as 

flowere. 


746 


QUEEN    MARY 


But    on    the    luTotic    duughill    only 

Jlottartf.    Siif.h  we-cds  nmke  dung- 

liills  gnifious. 
Mttry.  Kiioii^h.  my  lonls. 

It  is  God's  will,  tliu  Holy  FatluT's  will, 
And  l'liilii>'s  will,  and  nunc,  that  lie 

should  burn. 
He  is  pronounced  anatheniH. 

J/uicani.  Farewell,  madam, 

(i<Hl  grant  vou  anii)ler  merey  at  your 

call  ' 
Tlmn  you  have  sliown  to  Cranmer. 

[ICnniftt  Lords. 

Pofe.  After  this. 

Your  Grarc  will  hardly  care  to  over- 

U)ok 
This  same  petition  of  the  foreign  exiles 
F«)r  Cranmer's  liie. 
Mary.     iMake  out  the  writ  to-night. 

YKjttunt. 

SrEM-:  II 

OxKoni).     Ckanmkk  in  Prison 

Cnnnntr.     Last  iii'jlit  I  (In-ain'd  lln* 

r;iL'nt>  Ui-fc  uliL''llt., 

And  tinif    iiiy^j  If  \v;is  lasli-u'd  to  tin' 

sf  ;ik('. 
Ami  tiniiHl  it  mH  m  visjoiiriry  llani''. 
('(•<>1    ."i^.    tin-    liiilil    ill    did   circii\in2 

Ami  tlini  KiiiL:  I  larrv  lonKM  fr<iin  out 

;i  rldiKJ. 
And  li.itjt'  III"-  IiMNf  L'ootl  couniij*';  ;ind 

I    lh-;,|-(i 

Aii.Miii-l   cix .  •  TIh'W  i>  innri-  joy   in 

1  l<-i\«  n 
And    :ill-i-    lli:il.    lli«-    tniMip'-t    of  llic 

li'-  i<i. 

I    7 /■'/.'///"  '^    /rt  f/m'i  f 

'A  \\\  .     t  ii'  ■■        ;i'       !i  :;rii|Mt>;     IiJmw  iu^i 
1  =  '  •■■•'■    :    w  !iil   i-  ji  V 
/.'■•'■    ■    l'.\  !  Ill  !;    (  "ol.!-.. 
■'  ■  '.  .      (  r- ,::!'!. ■]•,   j  cdirn    to  ijii'-Nt  ion 
;.■■..  .1    -i' II  I  ) 

\\  \\  I-   \  <■  J   I :  :.i-.ili<l   i:,   ■  li<    fnir    Catlii. 


■■  ■   > 


!■•      llir     ti:;.-     ("allinli 


(• 


•  .    ■  ■  I 
I :  .  II 


I5s     11'  I  '• '  ■■       .".ii-^-.    I   .iiii    iMorr  anti 

ml'    •  1  :i!:  Ill  i  I 
'A  !i\      jf    II:-     ti  liiiir..  ;>   M.-uiii;--,    Fa 


Cole.     Cnmnier.  it  is  dwi 
Couiu'il 
That  you  lo-day  should  nu 

cautiitioii 
IJefore  the    iieople    in  Sai 

Church. 
An<i   there    be    many   htTtl 

town, 
Who  loath  YOU  for  your  lat'. 

Koine, 
And  might  assiiil  you  itiumIh 

the  striH.*t, 
And  tear  you  piecemeal ;  k« 
a  guard. 
Cranmvr.     Or  seek  to  resc 

thauk  the  CoundL 
Cole.    Do  you  lack  way  in 
Cranmer.  Nay,  wl^i 

The  prison  fare  is  gbod  ■ 
me. 
Cole.     Ay ,  but  to  gifa  lhf| 
Cranmer.     Hand  it  me,  til 
I  thank  you. 

Colt:   *    For  a  little  sMoe,! 
Until  I  si-c  vou  in  Saint ifairlii 

I      Cmnimr.     It   is  agnioit  H 
I  dent  to  burn 

One  \\lio  ri.(rants:  tliev  mail 

w 

don  me. 
To  ^'ivr  the  ]>oor  —  llievgiwJii 

who  1 1  if. 
WVll.  burn  me  or  uol  bom* 

lixt  ; 
It  is  but  a  (-rnnniui)ion.  notlB 
A  li«»ly  suppiT.  not  :i  safrifioe; 
Xi>  man  ran  make  hi*  Mdar- 

t.Jarcia. 
Khtn'  Vn.i.v  Garcia. 

this  jiaper  for  iiir,  Cniun 
( 'ntnnn  / .      Ilavf  I  not  wrisi 

to  vitisfv  vou? 
Vifhi  (f<irn\I.  '  It  istbeiHL 
Cnf  u  /// c  /•.     G  i  ve  it  me,  th* 

I  tU'i  (f'arrifi.  ^ 

(.'ill II liar.     1  have  «ign*^  ■ 

and  I  will  sign  no  BOA 
IV'V,/  (f'lfri'fit.      It  is  nowB 

N^liat  you  have  sin'diil 
.  Till'  public  form  ihrrvof. 
Ci'tiii..',,  r.  linW 

1  '^iL'n  it  with  my  j^n ■<•:!«■•■  if' 
I  if  ill  n.irri,!.'   Hu;   Mi!*  ■« 

you.     Well,  sir.  ^^•*^. 
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an  Ui  Ing  Uie  ppoplu  tii  pm;  (nr 

irt  tbfin  to  a  piiru  (uul  vlrtuoun 

Ufo; 
•re    the   (tuMu'a   right  to 

llirtHiP :   corifi'M 
:   ihith   befori'  nil   liniuvra; 

.    EuclwrlaUc  iloctrino    In    yaur 

book. 
I  jva  Dot  tien  It  now ) 
^-     «■.  No.  Villa  Onrcta. 

<  luiire.    Win  lliej  liuvc  iiifny 
tael 


Villa  Oarri/i,    Hnvc  ymi  f>ond hnpm 
fi(  iiiervy  I    t*o,  iiu«w«ll. 

Cniamir.     (JoikI  liupvs.  not  tliclra, 
hHV  I  IliJtt  1  nin  llxt,  1. 

Fixibi-yoiid  fall ;  Uowtver,  InH 


Of  IIUNW  two  rriurs  K' 

Wh«i  li-rt  aiono  Ui  my  ili-ni>nii<fcDi;f. 
Wittiiiut  u   rrli-ail,  H  btmk.  my  rnllti 


■r  In  nijf  pri** 
ili-mHiiidi'Di;?. 
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Dnd  or  lulf-drown'd,  or  ulsc  snum 

heftvOy 
AgainBt  the  huge  comiplioDs  of  tlic- 

Church, 
Jtoaatera  ol  mistrailition.  old  UDOugh 
To  Kare  me   into  dieamlng.     'Whut 

Cronnicr,  against  whole  agesT'  was 

it  BO. 

Or  Bm  I  sluiderlng  my  most  iuwsrd 

To  veil  the  fault  of  my  most  outwaid 
foe  — 
-  The  soft  and  tivmulous  cowaid  in  the 
flesh  T 

0  hlgh(!r,  holier,  earlier,  purer  churtli, 

1  hare  fouud  tlii'u  and  not  leave  thee 


It  is  but  a 

No  «acriOc«,  but  n  life-giving  fcabt ! 

IWritei.)     go.  so ;  this  will  I  say — 


Enlef  BoNNKk. 

Bonner.     Good    day,     old    friend : 

what,  you  look  somewliat  woru; 

And  yet  it  ia  a  day  to  test  your  health 

Evenat  the  best.    I  scarce  havespoken 

with  you 
Bioce  when! — yotir degradation.    At 

Never  stood  up  a  bolder  man  than 

You  would  uot  cap  the  Pope's  com- 


Your  learning,   and  your 

and  your  heresy, 
Pumbfounned  half  o'f  us.     So,  after 

Lhnt. 
We  bad  to  dis-archbishop  and  iinlord. 
And  make  you  simple  Cranmer  once 

""  ri  barber  dipt  your  hair. 


Scraped  from  ji 

holy  oil  : 
And  worse  than  all,  you  had 


finger- points  the 
kneel 


Which  was  not  pleasant  for  you,  Mas- 
ter Cranmer. 

Now  you.  tliat  would  not  recognise 
the  Pope," 

And  you,  that  would  not  own  the 
Real  Presence, 

Have   found  a  real   presence  in  the 


clent  faiui  . 
And   BO   you  have  recanted 

How   arc  the   niighty   fallm. 

Traumcr  1 
Cranmer.      You    have   hwi 

fierce  against  the  Pope  I 
But  why  ding  back  the  stooe  be 

me  with  J 
OBonner,  if  I  ever  did  you  kiK 
Power  hath  been  given  yuu 

faith  by  tire  — 
Pray  you.   remembering   hon 

self  have  changed. 
I)c    somewhat    pitiful,    aftrr 

gone. 
To  the  poor  flock  —  to  women 

children  — 
That  wheu  1  was  archbishop  he 


Win  thro'  thisday  with  honor  I 

self, 
And  I  '11  say  Bomething  for  y^ 

—  good-byo. 
Cranmer.     This  hard  coarse 

old  hath  crouch'd  to  me 
Till  I  myself  was  half  ashao 

Enta-  Thiblby. 
Weep  not.  good  Thirlby. 

Thirlbg.  O.  my  lord,  m 

My  heart  is  no  such  block  as£ 
is: 


Who  am  disgraced  ? 
TAirtbs.        On  earth;  but  9 

recanting. 

iirr.  Will  they  bi 

Thirlby  T 
Thirtbg.     Alasl    they  will 
bumiogH  will  not  belp 
The  purpose  of  the   faith;  I 

Ag^iist  them  Is  a  whisper  to  I 
Of  a  spring-tide. 

Cramner.  And  they  wil 
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y.   Ay ;  and  besides  will  have 

u  in  the  church 

our  recantation  in  the  ears 

tn,  to  the  saving  of  their  souls, 

rour  execution.       May  Ood 

Ip  you 

it  liard  hour  t 

ler.    And  may  Ood  bless  you, 

lirlby ! 

ey  shall  hear  my  recantation 

ere.  [Exit  Thirlby. 

1,  dishonored  !  —  not  by  them, 

deed,  lai 

3   own  self — by  mine   own 

jidl 

dnn'd  hand  and  Jutting  veins, 

was  vou 

n'd  the  burning  of  poor  Joan 

Kent; 

I  she  was  a  witch.    You  have 
ritten  mudi, 

.  were  never  raised  to  plead 
r  Frith, 

logmas  I  have  reach'd.     He 
IS  delivered 

;cular  arm  to  burn ;  and  three 
as  Lambert ; 

I  foresee  himself  Y  truly  these 
unlngs, 

Iby  says,  are  profitless  to  the 
imers,  130 

p  the  other  side.     You  shall 
im  too, 

(t  when  I  am  burnt. 
ich  by  inch  to  die  in  agony  I 
lUmer 

lef  end  —  not  Ridley.    Hooper 
im'd 

larters  of  an  hour.     Will  my 
gets 

fts  his  were  ?    It  is  a  dav  of 
in. 

^  muse  upon  it 
y  takes  the  burner's  part,  and 
skes 

seem  even  crueller  than  it 

t  doubt  that  God  will  give  mo 

rength,  140 

have  denied  Him. 

Soto  and  Villa  GAurrA. 

Oareia.  We  are  nmciy 

you  to  Saint  Mary's,  Master 

isnmer. 

*.   And  I.     Lead  on  ;  y<>  loose 

e  from  my  bonds.       [Exeunt. 


scenk  iii 

St.  Mart's  Church 

Cole  in  the  Pulpit,  Lord  William e 
OP  Thamb  pruiding.  Lord  Wil- 
liam Howard,  Lord  Paget,  and 
others,  Cranmer  enters  between 
Soto  and  Villa  Garcia,  and  tJie 
whole  Choir  strike  up,  *  Nunc  Dimit- 
tis.'  Cbanmer  is  set  upon  a  Scaffold 
hrfore  the  people. 

Cole,   Behold  him  — 

[A  pause :  people  in  tJu  foreground. 

People.   O,  unhappy  sight  1 

First  Protestant.   See  how  the  tears 

run  down  his  fatherly  face. 
Second  Protestant.  James,  didst  thou 
ever  see  a  carrion  crow 
Stand  watching  a  sick  beast  before  he 
dies? 
First  Protestant.     Him  perch'd  up 
there  ?  I  wish  some  thunderbolt 
Would  make  this  Cole  a  cinder,  pulpit 
and  all. 
Cde.  Behold  him,  brethren ;  he  hath 
cause  to  weep  !  — 
So  have  we  all.     Weep  with  him  if  ye 

will. 
Yet—  10 

It  is  expedient  for  one  man  to  die. 
Yea,   for  the  people,  lest  the  people 

die. 
Yet  wherefore  should  he  die  that  hath 

retuni'd 
To  the  one  Catholic  Universal  Church, 
Repentant  of  his  errors  ? 
Protestant    Murmurn.    Ay,    tell    us 

that 
Cole.    Those  of  the  wrong  side  will 
despise  the  man. 
Deeming  him  onc^  that  thn)*  the  fear 

of  death 
Gave  up  his  eatise.  except  he  s<'al  \\\^ 

faith 
In  si^lit  of  all  witli  flaming  martyr- 
(iom. 
(^ntnmfr.    Ay.  »o 

Cole.  Ye  hear  him,  and  allKMt  then* 
may  semi 
Acconlin^  to  the  canons  panion  due 
To  him  that  so  n^jx-nts,  yet  are  tliere 

causes 
Wherefore  our  Queen  and  Council  at 
this  time 


75© 


QUEEN   MARY 


Adjudee  tiim  U>  Uic  ilmlli.     He  l«Ui 

Wb  m  tnut'jr. 
A  dMkkrr  and  conf  uiunlx  of  I  Ih:  n«Iii> : 
And  wlicB   iIm    Klitt^a  <Uv< 

anodatltMiw. 
He  bent.  Ub  liavUc  nifCropoUun. 
A«if  haliail  Ivm  tlic  lIulvValiipr.Bt 
AAd  JailK»l  It-  ^>^  I  ""1  '•'■n  ^'^ 
A  bun  brrci^rfiil  unTttr  wh  it 
That  any  tiiiui  m  writing,  pnaKUng: 
f!u  poiKninit  tbe  Cliuich.  ao  Im^  ooa- 


For  vaniitic  ami  exaaipk. 

Tbera  bs  fw  ibla  man'*  sndb^  wUcb 


For 


k.    Tftkt  llwrL-furv.  all,  (-zaiuplc 

(>/  Uiu  nuui, 
if   our   Holy   Qui^n  not  pardoi 

him. 


Hudb    It!M  sliall   olkt^n  In  like  cauae 

That  si)  of  you.  tlw  lii^iett  aa  Uu 

Hay  lirani  tlwr*'  b  no  [■owco'  agi 

I  he  l»rd 
TlKTiv  tfaitil*  a  inan.  onco  of  so  faigb 

Chief   prrlaie  uf  our  Cburdi,  arch- 

bliJinp,  flrat 
In    Council,    wcond     pi^ram    tn    the 

Frienil  f<ir  so  long  time  of  a  mighty 

King: 
And  noic  vp  acv  downfallen  and  dr- 

From  r<:iiiiicillor  to  caitiff —  Ulen  so 

low. 
T\w  leprous  fluttering*  of  the  byway. 

AihJ    iiff»l    of    \be    dty,    would    niM 

E«tal«s  nitli  Itlm  ;  in  hrivf.  ao  taiser- 

abk- 
Tbere  is  no  hope  of  better  left  for  him. 
no  place  for  irone. 


God    viH  best    Armrt  Ha 

Or  givr  lb«  wntiy  ai 

dernx 
And  for  i£t  eroU  4aII  b 

By  rrer^  pciesl  tc  Oxto 


FuUU  your  jmmam  nadt 

Your  true  uodcubted  C 

may  fanu- 
CroKBu-r.   And  tliat  1 1 

Fktber  of  Heavrti 
O  Son  of  God.  Rolerairr 

0  BolvOlKHt.  praornUi 

Tfam   iwraouB   and    ooi 

BMrry  on  me, 
Most  minctsMt  siniKr.  v 

1  have  ofTvBded    egaW 

vanb 
Uore  gricToualj  tluii  H 
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iier  should  I  flee  for  any 

Qcd  to  lift  my  eyes  to  hea- 

Snd  no  refuge  upon  earth, 
ipair  then  ?  —  God  forbid  ! 

xi, 

irt  merciful,  refusing  none 
to  Thee  for  succor,  unto 

I  come  {  humble  myself  to 

;  90 

Lord  God,   although  my 

ye  great, 

2at  mercy  have  mercy  I  O 

.he  Son, 

It  faults  alone,  when  Thou 

lest 

flesh,  was  the  great  mys- 

vrought ; 

■"ather,  not  for  little  sins 

yield    up  Thy  Son   to 
n  death ! 

greatest  sin  that  can  be 

ich  as  mine,  incalculable. 
Ic,  —  sin  against  the  light, 
God,  which  I  had  proven 
lown.  100 

must  be  greater  than  all 

Father,  for  no  merit  of 

y  name  by  man  be  glori- 

jt  blessed  Son's,  who  died 

n. 

,  every  man  at  time  of 

et  forth  some  saying  that 

ve 

h  and  better  humankind ; 

:ives  life's  last  word  a 

to  live, 

e  stone-cut  epitaph,  re- 

ish'd  voice,  and  speak  to 

no 

le  grace  to  glorify  my 

7  it  is  a  grievous  case, 
upon  this  bubble  world, 
in  a  moment  break  and 

)r  nothing  else.     What 
tint  John? 


'  Love  of  this  world  is  hatred  against 

God.' 
Again,  I  pray  you  all  that,  next  to 

God, 
You  do  unmurmuringly  and  willingly 
Obey  your  King  and  Queen,  and  not 

for  dread  . 
Of 'these  alone,  but  from  the  fear  of 

Him  120 

Whose  ministers  they  be  to  govern  you. 
Thirdly,  I  pray  you  all  to  live  together 
Like  brethren  ;  yet  what  hatred  Chris- 
tian men 
Bear  to  each  other,  seeming  not  as 

brethren, 
But  mortal  foes !  But  do  you  good  to 

all 
As  much  as  in  you  lieth.  Hurt  no  man 

more 
Than  you  would  harm  your  loving 

natural  brother 
Of  the  same  roof,  same  breast.  If  any 

do. 
Albeit  he  think  himself  at  home  with 

God, 
Of  this  be  sure,  he  is  whole  worlds 

away.  130 

Protestant  Murmurs.    What  sort  of 

brothers  then  be  those  that  lust 
To  burn  each  other  ? 

Williavis.  Peace  among  you,  there ! 
Cranmer.     Fourthly,  to  those  that 

own  exceeding  wealth. 
Remember  that  sore  saying  spoken 

once 
By  Him  that  was  the  truth,  '  How  hard 

it  is 
For  the  rich  man  to  enter  into  heaven ! ' 
Let  all  rich  men  remember  that  hard 

word. 
I  have  not  time  for  more  ;  if  ever,  now 
Let  them  flow  forth  in  charity,  seeing 

now 
The  poor  so  many,  and  all   food  so 

dear.  140 

Long  have  I  lain  in  prison,  yet  have 

heard 
Of  all  their  wretchedness.  Give  to  the 

poor. 
Ye  give  to  God.    He  is  with  us  in  the 

poor. 
And  now,  and  forasmuch  as  I  have 

come 
To  the  last  end  of  life,  and  thereupon 
Ilaugs  all  my  past,  and  all  my  life  to 

be. 


(."(«'.     nmr  iiuu.  iii>   i;«.n.ni  iiiv-iiii«.:ii. 
Crurnit*  r.     I  do  believe  in  GckI,  Fa- 
ther of  all ; 
In  every  article  of  the  Catholic  faith. 
Ami  evrrv  >vlhil)lr  lauL'ht   u^  bv  uiir 

Loril. 
His   proplu^t.s.    ami    apostles,    in    the 

Testaments. 
Both  Old  and  N»  w. 

Try/..      Bi'  plainer,  Master  Crannnr. 
Crit/i//it  r.     And  now  I  eonie  to  the 

irreat  eause  that  weiirlis 
Upon  my  conseimee  more  than  any 

thinL'  i> .  ■ 

Or  said  or  done  in  all  my  life  by  me; 
For  there  be  writ  in  ITS  I  have  set  :ibr<vid 
Airainst  the  truth  1  knew  within  my 

heart. 
Written  for  fear  of  death,  to  Siiv«.'  my 

life. 
If  that  midit  be;  the  papers  by  my 

hand 
Sign'd  since  my  deuradation  —  by  this  ! 

hand 

\Ih>J'U iifj  o'/f  Jiis  riiilif  Jill  ;"L 

Written  ;ind  sii^nM  —  I   h'-re  ren<»'.Jiuc 

tliem  all  : 
And,  sinee  mv  hand  i^lbiided,  luiviii:: 

written  \ 

Airainst  my  heart,  my  h:ind  shall  llrst 

be  burnt.  , 

St>  I  mav  fome  to  the  tire. 
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for  some  backwardness  and 

en  him 

3  against  a  thousand,  and 

nan 

^oil'd  life  against  the  pikes 

dies. 

Yet  that  he  might  not  after 

lose  papers 

atiou    yield    again,     who 

tpers  of  recantation !  Think 

Uien 

aer  read  all  papers  that  he 

i? 

1  those  they  tell  us  that  he 

i? 

/  not;  and  you  shall  see, 

rOrd,  2IO 

ever  hero-like  the  man 
fire,  this  Bonner  or  an- 

s  lying  fashion  misreport 
o  the  glory  of  their  church. 
V  Latimer  and  Ridley  die  ? 
\  eighty,  was  he  not  ?  his 

3ver  then. 

His  eighty  years 
3what  crooked  on  him  in 
eze; 
ley  had  stript  him  to  his 

pright,  a  lad  of  twenty- 

220 

I  with  his  hands  the  start- 

me, 

his  hands  and  all  his  face 

1, 

wder  suddenly  blew  him 

longer  burning;  but  he 

and  boldly,  and,  'fore 

.  heretics,  but  right  Eng- 

es. 

iven  grant,  we  clash  with 

oldiers  and  our  Latimer- 

T  something. 

Your  mild  legate  Pole 
that  the  devil  helpt  them 

230 
•  of  the  Crowd  in  the  dis- 


Hark,   hoi^  those  Roman  wolf-dogs 
howl  and  bay  him  I 
Howard.  Mi^ht  it  not  be  the  other 
side  rejoicing 

In  his  brave  end  ? 
Pctget.        They  are  too  crush'd,  too 
broken. 

They  can  but  weep  in  silence. 
Howard.  Ay,  ay,  Paget, 

They  have  brought  it  in  Large  measure 
on  themselves. 

Have  I  not  heard    them  mock  the 
blessed  Host 

In  songs  so  lewd  the  beast  might  roar 
his  claim 

To  being  in  Gkxl's  image,  more  than 
they? 

Have  I  not  seen  the  gamekeeper,  the 
groom. 

Gardener,  and  huntsman,  in  the  par- 
son's place,  240 

The  parson  from  his  own  spire  swung 
out  dead. 

And  Ignorance  crying  in  the  streets, 
and  all  men 

Regarding  her  ?  I  say  they  have  drawn 
the  fire 

On  their  own  heads;  yet,  Paget,  I  do 
hold 

The  Catholic,  if  he  have  the  greater 
right, 

Hath  been  the  crueller. 
Paget.  Action  and  reaction. 

The  miserable  see-saw  of  our  child- 
world. 

Make  us  despise  it  at  odd  hours,  my 
lord. 

Heaven  help  that  this  reaction  not  re- 
act 249 

Yet  flercelier  under  Queen  Elizabeth 

So  that  she  come  to  rule  us. 
Howard.  The  world  *s  mad. 

Paget.  My  Lord,  the  world  is  like  a 
drunken  man, 

Who  cannot  move  straight  to  his  end, 
but  reels 

Now  to  the  right,  then  as  far  to  the 
left, 

Push'd  by  the  crowd  beside  —  and  un- 
derfoot 

An  earthquake  ;  for  since  Henry  for  a^ 
doubt — 

Which  a  young  lust  had  clapt  upon 
the  back, 

Crying,    *  Forward  1 '  —  set   our    old 
church  rocking,  men 


Hi 

1  t 
I 


ml 


to  it : 
Alt  ho'  your  lordsliip  hath  ns  little  of 

each 
C'lcavinir  to  vmir  nriirinal  A«lain  <l:iv 
As   inav    be   coiKunant    with    iiK.ri.il 

iiy. 
Iltnmnl.      We    talk     ami     (raiuiKT 

sufTers. 
The  kimUiest  man  I  fvur  knew  :  xr. 

sc-e.  2:. 

I  spfak  of  liiin  in  tht-  past.     rnlia]>j»v 

land ! 
Ilanl-iiatund  <^uirii.   half  Sjiaiii'^li  in!  ^^  i 

luTself.  \\1, 

And  ;rraftr(l  nn  ihr  lianl-irniinM  st-irk     «l:i.- 

of  Spain  — 
Her  lilV,  sincr  Philip  Irft  lur.  and  shi 

Inst 
Her   ticriM'   drsin*   nf   iH-arini:   him   a  '  ii  1 

child.  I  \ !  ■ 

Hath,  like  a  brii'f  and  biltrr  winter' •»     th: 

dav,  l»n 

(i»>n«Miarro\vinir  down  and  d:irk«ninLr 

to  a  cl()s<'.  '  n<.' 

Then'   will    In*   innrr   cnnsjiirarifN.    I     hi; 

f«*ar.  :i:i' 

P'ff/tf.    Ay.  ay.  iM'wan- of  Fr:i!i.i'.      '  I>1 

I  have    seen    hcifiics    nf    ilic    jm.  .nr  j  1 

sort.                                               jv  't 

Expectant   of  tin-  ra»k    from  day  :■■  7  1 

•lay,  i 
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we  was  fort'oil   to  stick 

fetched  her  round  at  last. 
I-ord  therovore.  Durable 's 
Icher  in  Islip.  335 

lou  's  thy  way  wi'  man  and 
1  wonder  at  tha,  it  beats 
lut  I  do  know  ez  Pwoaps 
.i  bad  things;  tell  'ee  now, 
mmat  as  sumuiun  tow  hi 
owld  Bishop  Gardiner's 
wur  an  owld  lonl  a-cum  to 
1.  and  a  wur  so  owld  a 
de  vor  his  dinner,  but  a 
•  howHomiver,  vor  '  I  wunt 
my  Ijord  Bishop,  aavs  lie, 
earscz  liatimerand  fiidley 
and  so  they  bided  on  and 
r  o'  the  clock,  till  his  man 
t  vn/  here,  and  tells  un  ez 
vS  tuk  holt.  'Now,'  says 
,  says  he,  *  we  'II  gwo  to 
id  the  owld  lord  fell  to's 

will,  God  bless  un!  but 
rur  struck  down  like  by 
G<m1  avon;  a  could  taste  a 
I  a  set  un  all  a-vire,  so  'z 
on  un  cum  a-lollupin^  out 

as  black  as  a  rat.  Thank 
erevore!  360 

he  fools ! 

Joan ;  and  Queen  Mary 
k-burnin'  and  a-burnin',  U) 
by  born  ;  but  all  her  burn- 
:*r  burn  out  the  hyp<KTisy 
the  water  in  her.  There  *s 
,  the  vire  of  G^kI's  hell  ez 
It  that. 

lank  the  Fxinl  therevore ! 
'he  fools-I  370 

umin',  and  a-bumin*.  and 
volk  miidder  and  madder ; 
u  my  word  vor  *t,  Joan.  — 
*t  wrong  not  twice  i'  ten 
buruin'  o'  the  owhl  arcli- 
um  the  Pwiwip  out  o'  this 
»r  iver  and  iver. 

Out  of   the   church,    you 
» of  cursed  cn^iie**. 
ave  you  duck'd  !     (  W^mtN 
y  out.)    Said  1  imt  riirht '{ 
hould  reverend  pn-lale  or 
i«i  prince  x^^ 

in  hour  such  brute  inalii;- 

r 

an  acrid  wine  has  Luther 
Ml 


Paget.   Pooh,  pooh,  my  lord!  poor 

garrulous  country-wives. 
Buy  you  their  cheeses,  and  they'll 

side  with  you ; 
You  cannot  Judge  the  liquor  from 

the  lees. 
Htneard.     I  think  that  in  some  sort 

we  may.    But  see, 
Jiuter  Pktkrs. 
Peters,    my    gentleman,    an    honest 

Catholic, 
Who  follow 'd  with  the  crowd  to  Cran- 

mer's  fire. 
One  that  would  neither  misreport  nor 

lie. 
Not  to  gain  paradise;  no,  nor  if  the 

Pope  390 

Charged  him  to  do  it  —  he  is  white  as 

death. 
Peters,  how  pale  you  look !  you  bring 

the  smoke 
Of  Cranmer's  burning  with  you. 

Ptter$.  Twice  or  thrice 

The    smoke    of    Cranmer's    burning 

wrapt  me  round. 
Jlotcard.  Pet<*rs,  you  know  me  Cath- 
olic, but  Knglish. 
Did  he  die  bravely  ?    Tell  me  that,  or 

leave 
All  else  untold. 
Piters.  My  lord,  he  die<l  most 

bravely. 
HoieanL   1" hen  t^'ll  me  all. 
Pi'jet.       Ay.  Ma.ster  Peters,  tell  us. 
Pitern.    You  wiw  him  how  \\v.  past 

amon^  the  cn)wd ; 
And  over  as  he  walk'd   tlie  Spanish 

friars  400 

Still  plietl  him  with  entreaty  and  n*- 

pHMich : 
Hu^t  Cninmer,  its  the  helmsnmn  at  the 

helm 
Steers,    ever    UK)king    to    the   ha))py 

haven 
Where  he  shall  rest  at  ni>rht.  moved 

to  his  death  ; 
.\nd    I    could    see    that    many   silent 

hands 
Came  fnun   tin*  crnwd   and    nut    his 

own  :  and  thu«<. 
When    we    had    r«»me    where    Kidley 

burnt  with  Latimer. 
He.    with    a    cheerful    smile,    as   one 

whose  mind 
Is  all  ma(h>  up.  in  haste  put  ofT  the 

rags 


'  filed  bim,  but  Onuuns  onlr  tbttok 

hbhMd,  1 

0raiuwer'dtbemin8tnllIngnegatlT«8; 
Whereat  Lord  Williame  gnve  a  sudden    ] 

■  Ibke  umrt  I    m&ke   short  t '    and   so    I 

tbej  lit  the  wood. 
Tbeu  Craomer  lifted  his  left  hand  to    I 

hesren.  410 

And  tbruat  his  right  into  the  bitter    ] 

And  erring,  in  his  deep  Toice,  more 

than  once, 
'This  hath  offended— thin  unworthy 

handl' 
80  heU  It  till  It  all  was  bum'd,  be- 

Tbe  flame  had  reach'd  his  body ;  1 
stood  near —  ' 

Mark'd  him— he  never  uttered  moan 
of  pain.  t 

He  neTw  ■tlrr'd  or  writhed,  but,  like 

UnmoviDg  in  the  greatness  of   the 

flame, 
Qare  up  the  ghost ;  and  so  past  mar- 
tjr-llke-  ' 

—  '  -ay  I 

WthwT 
Atpef.    To  purgatoiy,  man,  to  pur- 

Afan.    Naj,  but,  my  lord,  hu  de-  { 
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1  Oran,  and  the  Philippines, 

he  fair  spice-islands  of  the 

t. 

admiringly).     You  are  the 

htiest  monarch  upon  earth, 

le  Queen  ;  and  so,  indeed,  30 

the  more. 

A  little  Queen  1  but  when 
>  wed  your  majesty.  Lord 
yard, 

n  insolent  shot  that  dash'd 
seas 
made  us  lower  our  kingly 

d  England. 

Howard  is  all  English  1 
10  king,  not  were  he  ten 
8  king, 
our   husband,   but    must 
T  his  flag 

'  England  in  the  seas  of 
land. 

Is  that  your  answer  ? 
Being  Queen  of  England, 
3  other. 

80. 

But  wherefore  not 
:uge  vessel  of  your  State, 
iege,  41 

i  side  of 
? 

No,  madam,  no  !  a  candle 
)  sun 
moke — a  star  beside  the 

>st ;  your  people  will  not 

1  me — 

e  are  as  cheerless  as  your 

[mine;  witness  the  brawls, 

ibbets. 

8  a  Spaniard  —  there  an 

shman ; 

are  unlike  as  their  com- 
)n; 

be  your  swallow  and  rc- 
-  50 

annot  bide. 

Not  to  help  mc? 
\e  also  for  my  love  to  you, 

and  these  judgments  on 
nd  — 

autumns,  horrible  agues, 

'he  blood  and  sweat    of 
38  at  the  stake 


her  who  loves  you 


Is  Gkxi's  best  dew  upon  the  barren  field. 
Bum  more ! 
Mai'y,      I  will,  I  will ;  and  you  will 

stay? 
Philip,    Have  I  not  said  ?  Madam, 

I  came  to  sue 
Your  Council  and  yourself  to  declare 

war. 
Mary,    Sir,  there  are  many  English 

in  your  ranks  60 

To  help  your  battle. 

Philip.  80  far,  ^ood.     I  say 

I  came  to  sue  your  Council  and  your- 
self 
To  declare  war  against  the  King  of 

France. 
Mary.     Not  to  see  me  ? 
Philip.         Ay,  madam,  to  see  you. 
Unalterably  and  pesteringly  fond ! 

[Atide, 
But  soon  or  late  you  must  have  war 

with  France ; 
King  Henry  warms  your  traitors  at 

his  hearth. 
Carew  is  there,  and  Thomas  Stafford 

there. 
Courtenay,  belike  — 
Mary.  A  fool  and  featherhead  I 

Philip.    Ay,  but  they  use  his  name. 

In  brief,  this  Henry  70 

Stirs  up  your  land  against  you  to  the 

intent 
That  you  may  lose  your  English  heri- 
tage. 
And  then,   your    Scottish    namesake 

marrying 
The  Dauphin,  he  would  weld  France, 

England,  Scotland, 
Into  one  sword  to  hack  at  Spain  and 

me. 
Mary.     And  yet  the  Pope   is  now 

colleagued  with  France ; 
You  make  your  wars  upon  him  down 

in  Italy  — 
Philip,  can  that  be  well  ? 

Philip.  Content  you,  madam  ; 

You  must  abide   my  judgment,  and 

my  father's, 
Who  deems  it  a  most  just  and  holy 

war.  ij 

The  Pope  would  cast  the  Spaniani  out 

of  Naples ; 
Ho  calls  us  worse  than  Jews,  Moors. 

Saracens. 
The  Pope  has  push'd  his  horns  beyond 

his  mitre  — 


They  will  not  lay  more  tazu  on  a 

land 
Bo  huDger-nlpt   ami  wretched :  and 

you  know 
^la  crown  is  poor.    We  have  given 

the  church- lands  back. 
ntB    noblea  would   not ;    nay,     tbej 

dapt  their  hands 
Upon  tfadr  swords  when  ask'd  ;  and 

therefore  Ood 
la  hard  upm  the  people.     What's  to 

be  done T 
ffir,  I  will  move   them  In  your  cause 

And  we  wHl  raise  us  loans  and  sub- 


Wfll  aid  u«.     There  is  Antwerp  and 
the  Jewa  loo 

Philip.    Madam,  my  thanks. 
JfiMy.  And  yoil  will  atav  your 

PUUp.    Ajid  further  to  discourage 
andb    ' 
ne  plots  a 

Toa  must  proclaim   Elizabeth  your 

heir. 
8be  stands  between  you  and  the  Queen 

of  Scoto. 
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I  have  to  pray  you,  some 
Id  time, 

(1  the  Princess  carelessly  on 
is ;  139 

rom  me,  but  as  your  phantasy ; 
me  how  she  takes  it. 

Sire,  I  will 

I  am  not  certain  but  that 
lilibert 

the  man ;  and  I  shall  urge  his 
it 

te  Queen,  because  I  am  not 
rtain. 
erstand,  Feria. 

Sire,  I  do. 

And  if  you  be  not  secret 
tliis  matter, 
erstand  me  there,  too  ? 

Sire,  I  do. 

You  must  be  sweet  and 
pple,  like  a  Frenchman, 
lone  of  those  who  loathe  the 
•neycomb. 

[Kjrit  Feria. 

Enter  Rrnard. 
f.     My    lic|<e,    I    bring  you 
•odly  tidings. 

Well?  150 

/.     There  mil  lie   war  with 
ance.  at  last,  my  liege  : 
las  Stafford,  a  bull  headed  a.s.s, 
rom  France,  with  thirty  Eiig- 
hmen, 

k<*n  Soarbon>*  Castle,  north 
York: 

,.s  hinLself  protector,  and  af- 
ms 

en  has  forfeited  her  right  to 
ip 

nage  with  an  alien  —  other 
Ings 

a  weak  WyaH  !  Little  doiiltt 
z  will  soon  be  silenced  ;  ))ut 
e  Council  —  1 

Jk'd  with  some  already  —  arc 
r  war.  i^«> 

lie  fifth  conflpiracy  liatch'd  in 
ance ; 

ow  their  teeth  upon  it ;  ami 
•ur  Qrace. 

will    take  advice   of   mine. 
ould  stay 

a  while,  to  shape  and  /rui<l(> 
B  event. 

.  Good  !  Henanl.  I  will  stay 
eo.  '   i 


Renard,        Also,  sire. 
Might  I  not  say  —  to  please  your  wife, 
the  Queen  ? 
Philip,    Ay,  Rcnard,  if  you  care  to 
put  it  sa 

[Exeunt. 


scENB  n 

A  Room  in  the  Palacr 

Mart,  sitting:  a  rose  in  her  hatid. 
Ladt  Clarrncb.  Alick  in  the 
background. 

Mary.     Look !   I  have  play'd  with 
this  poor  rose  so  long 
I  have  broken  off  the  head. 
Ijody  Clarence.       Your  Grace  hath 
been 
More  merciful  to  many  a  rel)el  head 
That  should  have  fallen,  and  may  rise 
again. 
Mary.    Tliere  wen'  not  many  hang'd 

for  Wyatt's  rising. 
lAidy  Clarence.     Nay,  not  two  hun- 
dred. 
Mary.  I  could  weep  for  them 

And  her,  and  mine  own  self  and  all 
the  worM. 
[Mdy  Clarence.    For  her?  for  whom, 
your  Grace  ? 

Enter  Usher, 
UsJicr.  The  Canlinal. 

^wf^r  Cardinal  Wm.v.  (Mahy  nW*>. 
Mary.      Reginald  Pole,  what  news 
Iiath  plagueil  thy  heart? 
What  makes  thv  favor  like  the  bl<K«l- 
less  hrad  •  10 

Fallen  on  tlie  bltn^k,  and  held  up  by 

the  hair  ? 
Philip  ?  — 

I^*le.     No,  Philip  is  a.s  warm  in  li*"'- 
As  ever. 

Mary.    Ay,  and  then  a<«  cold  jis  ever. 
Is  Calais  taken  t 

Pnlc.      Cousin,  there  liaih  ehaneetl 
A    >harper  harm    to    Knirlaiiii   aiul  to 

K«>rne 
Than  Cilai^  taken.     Julius  the  Thinl 
Was  evir  just,  and  mild,  and  father- 
likr; 

Hut  this  new  Po|x»  CanilTa.  Paul  the 

Fourth. 
Not  only  n-ft  nii*  of  that  legateship 


Konif, 
That   you   iiiidit  rest  umoni:  us.  till 

tin*  l*Op«'. 
To  cnnipa^-'  wiiifli   I  wri>t«-  niy^'li"  t«> 

K«)in»'. 
K»»v<'rsr«l    his    do. im.    ami     lliat    yr.i 

niijflit  not  >.r«  III 
Tu  ili«>btv  hi^  Il'-linr^s. 

P'^l*.      '  llr  h:it.>,  Pl.ilip: 

He   is   all    Italian,   ami   In-   liatis   tin- 

Spaiiianl ; 
Ik*  caiuiot  ilriMin  that    /  a«l\i<»<l  th«- 

war : 
Ilestriktsthru'  uw  at  riiilip  and  \  fiir 

Nay.  hut  I  know  it  of  old.  hr  hair-,  mr 

t  oo : 
So   hninds   mr  in  lln'  .^lan*  t>f  (hri^ 

tentloni 
A  heretic  I 
Now,   fvrn    now,  when  howM   hcfon 

my  tinn-. 
The  hous<-  half-ruinM  «  n-  tin-  U  ■»'-••  !•• 

out  : 
AVhen    I   >liouM    L'uid«*  tin-  (  hu:rh  ::. 

j>raer  at  h<»nn'.  j 

Aftrrmy  t  wcniy  y»'ar<-i>!"  li:i»)i-<lini«  :  *. 
Anil  all  my  lit">l"r.  j  la^-or  t'»  '.ii'li-  M 
Till'  j»riniacy  -   ah«!«'*ir!      L":-:;i^". 
NVhi-n  I  w  a--  r-.;i«  r  in  tIm-  patrini   :i\  . 
I  wa^  I'Mi  ]i-!ii.!iT  |..  til.-  |,'.;!lii  r-iri. 
And  I  and  h  an.' d  f:i«  ri^!^  .in.   :..:  "■;'• 
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e  one  fleah,  and  cleave  unto 

other 

1  wife  ? 

Ah,  cousin,  I  remember 
uld  dandle  you  upon  my 

ige.  I  watch'd  you  dancing 

huffe  father.;  he  look'd  the 

t  Harry, 

1  cockboat ;  prettily  you  did 

sntly.    No  —  we  were  not 

n  happiness,  no  happiness 

3  are  made  one  flesh  in  mis- 

90 
naids  are  not  lovely — Dis- 

•intment, 

,  Injustice,  Evil- tongue, 

in. 

Surely,  not  all  in  vain. 

sin,   peace  I  I  am  sad  at 

',  myself. 

r  altar  is  a  mound  of  dead 

9  clay, 

he  grave  that  yawns  for  us 

ad; 

is  one  Death  stands  behind 

joom, 

is  one  Death  stands  behind 

•ride  — 

Ave  you  been  looking  at  the 

ice  of  Death  *  ? 

;  but  these  libellous  papers 

fi  I  found  100 

our  palace.  Ixx)k  you  licrc 

5  Pope 

t  me  with  •  Pole,  the  her- 

bumt  others,  do  thou  burn 

If. 

iim  thee ; '  and  this  other ; 

ontinually  for  the  d(>ath 
u^ed  Queen  and  Cardinal 

I  dare  not  read  it  her. 

Away ! 
u  bring  me  thosf*  ? 
3U  knew  me  better.  I  ncvor 

;  they  come  l)ack  upon  my 
at.  no 


The  hands  that  write  them  shoukl  be 

burnt  clean  off 
AsCranmer's,  and  the  fiends  that  utter 

them 
Tongue-torn  with  pincers,  lash'd  to 

death,  or  lie 
Famishing  in  black  cells,  while  fam 

ish'd  rats 
Eat  them  alive.    Why  do  they  bring 

me  these  ? 
Do  you  mean  to  drive  me  mad  ? 

Au,  I  had  forgotten 

How  these  poor  libels  trouble  you. . 

Your  pardon. 
Sweet  cousin,  and  farewell  I  'O  bub- 
ble world, 
Whose  colors  in  a  moment  break  and 

fly!' 
Why»  who  said  that  ?  I  know  not  — 
true  enough  I  im 

[Put9  up  the  papen,  aU  but  ths 
last,  which  falU.     EJtit  Pole. 
Alice,    If  Cranmer's  spirit  were  a 
mocking  one, 
And  heard  these  two,  there  might  be 
sport  for  him.  yAtide, 

Mary.  Clarence,  they  hate  me ;  even 
while  I  speak 
There  lurks  a  silent  dagger,  listening 
In  some  dark  closet,  some  long  giu- 

lery,  drawn. 
And  panting  for  my  blood  as  I  go  by. 
Lady  Clarenet,   rlay,  madam,  there 
be  loyal  papers  too. 
And  I  have  often  found  them. 
Mary.  Find  me  one  I 

Lady  CloTfnee.     Ay,  madam :    but 
Sir  Nicholas  Heath,  the  Chao- 
cellor, 
Would  see  your  Highness. 
Mary.  Wherefore  should  I  see  him  ? 
fxidy  Clarenef.     Well,   Madam,   he 
may    bring    you    news    from 
Philip.  iji 

Mary.  80,  Clan^nce. 
fjiidy  Clarenre.  Ix't  me  first  put  up 
your  hair ; 
It  tiimbl(>s  all  abroad. 

Mtiry.  And  the  gniy  dawn 

Of  an  old  a^e  that  never  will  Ih»  mine 
Is  all  the  eli'arer  s«*en.     No,  no  ;  what 

matters  ? 
Forlorn  I  am.  and  let  me  look  forlorn. 
Khtt^r  Sill  Niciioi,AS  Hkatii. 
Heath.   I  bring  your  Majesty  such 
grievous  news 


tin*  brad. 
Whiit   s:ii(l  you.  my  ijood    loril,   that  I 

our  bravr  KmrliVh  ' 

Had  s;illi«.'(l  nui  fruiu  Cal  ii<  :iii.l  .Irivm 

l>aik 
Tlu'  Fn-ni-luurii  from  tlnir  tr.iifht  vv 

//"////.  Ala>:  II...  I 

That    irafrway  to  tlic  mainland  i.\rr 

wliirh 
Our  flag  hath  tloatt'd  fnr  tw.)  liundr.  d 

y«'ars 
Is  France  airain. 

^  Afftri/.  So:  hut  it  i^  not  ln<r        I 

Not  vi't.  iSf/ntl  out  :  hi  Kn-hmd  as  cf 

*  ()ld 
liise  lionlikc.  strik»-  liard  and  dnji  int. . 
The  prey  tlicy  an*  nndimr  fr'»rn  1:«  r 

ay.  and  rrn«l  : 

The  reuihTS  too.     Si-nd  out.  si'n<l  out.  ' 

and  make 
Mustrr-;  in  all  the  counties  :  Lratht  r  all 
From  sixrc<'n  years  to  si\:\  ;  c. .Il.r? 

the  tlcet*; 
Let  evrry  craft   that  carried  sail  and 

izun 
Steer  ti»\vard  Calais.      Cui^nm  i<  n.-t 

taki-n  yet  ? 
I/t'if//.   Guisnes  i<  not  tak<  n  yet 

Jlxith.   Ah.  madam,  hu*  y-i-.r  j.-.  .;.:■• 
avi-  v<-)  cfild  ;  '  "; 

'  *\c>  mu(  h  fra:-  tlirst  Kn.lai.d  ^\'^   :    • 
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s  hate  me  and  desire  my 
h, 

%rence.  No,  madam,  no. 
ly  husband  hates  me,  and 
-es  my  death.  loo 

(ireiice.  No,  madam;  these 
ibels. 

hate  myself,  and  I  desire 
leath. 

lareriee.  Long  live  your 
?sty  I  Shall  Alice  sing  you 
pleasant  songs  ?    Alice,  my 

3ur  lute  (Alice  goea).    They 
he  gloom  of  Saul 
I'd  by  young  David's  harp. 

Too  young  f 
knew  a  Philip. 
Re-enter  Alice. 

Qive  me  the  lute, 
e! 

(She  sings,) 
1  of  woman  happy  in  betroth- 

9  like  a  breath,  and  love  is  lost 
ling.  3IO 

;  speak  low,  my  lute,  but  say 
rid  is  nothing  — 
!!x)w,  lute,  low  ! 
ver  round  the  flowers  when 
"st  awakon  ; 

'  the  fallen  leaf,  and  not  be 
;en. 

5 !  O,  low,  my  lute  !  we  fade 
forsaken  — 
^w,  dear  lute,  low  I 

ay  I  not  low  enough  for 

ur  Grace  hath  a  low  voice. 

How  dare  you  say  it  ? 

lat  he  hates  me.     A  low 

ilderness  where  none  can 

a2o 

shipwreck  on  a  shoreless 

from  the  dust  and  from 
ave  ! 

he  ground,)    There,  am  I 
louffh  now  ? 

xl  Lord  1  how  grim  and 
y  looks  her  Grace, 
ir  knees  drawn  upward  to 
in. 

n  old-world  tomb  beside 
ther's, 


And  this  was  open'd,  and  the  dead 

were  found 
Sitting,  and  in  this  fashion ;  she  looks 

a  corpse. 
Enter  Ladt  Magdalen  Dacrbs. 
Ladp  Magdalen.  Madam,  the  Count 
de  Feria  waits  without. 
In  hopes  to  see  your  Highness. 
Ladg  Clarence  {pointing  to  Mary). 
Wait  he  must  —  230 

Her  trance  again.     She  neither  sees 

nor  hears, 
And  may  not  speak  for  hours. 

Lady  Magdalen,  Unhappiest 

Of  queens  and  wives  and  women ! 
Alice  (in  the  foreground  with  Lady 
Magdalen).  And  all  along 

Of  Philip. 
Lady  Magdfilen.   Not  so  loud  I  Our 
Clarence  there 
Sees  ever  such  an  aureole  round  the 

Queen, 
It  gilds  the  greatest  wronger  of  her 

peace;, 
Who  stands  the  nearest  to  her. 

Alice.  Ay,  this  Philip ; 

I  used  to  love  the  Queen  with  all  my 

heart  — 
God  help  me,  but  methinks  I  love  her 

less 
For  such  a  dotage  upon  such  a  man.  340 
I  would  I  were  as  tall  and  strong  as 
you. 
Lady  Magdalen.  I  seem  lialf -shamed 

at  times  to  be  so  tall. 
Alice.   You  are  the  stateliest  deer  in 
all  the  herd  — 
Beyond  his  aim  —  but  I  am  small  and 

scandalous, 
And  love  to  hear  bad  tales  of  Philip. 

Lady  Magdalm.  Why  t 

I  never  heanl  him  utter  worse  of  you 
Than  that  you  wore  low-statiired. 

Alice.  Does  he  think 

IjOW  stature  is  low  nature,  or  all  wo- 
men's 
IjOw  as  his  own  ? 

Duly  Magdalen,    There  you  strike 
in  the  nail. 
This  coarseness  is  a  want  of  phanta.sy. 
It  is  the  low  man  thinks  tlu;  woman 
low ;  asi 

Sin  is  too  dull  to  see  beyond  himself. 
Alice.    Ah.  Magdalen,  sin  is  l)old  as 
well  as  dull. 
Uow  dared  he  ? 


Our  droc«ing  Queen  riioold  knowl 
In  Hampton  Court 

My  window  look'd  upon  the  corri- 
i  dor; 

And  I  was  robing ;  this  poor  throat  of 
mine 

Barer  than  I  should  wish  a  man  to 
see  it — 

When  he  we  speak  of  drove  the  win- 
dow back, 

And,  like  a  thief,  push'd  in  his  royal 
hand; 
^  But  by  Gkxl's  providence  a  good  stout 

staff 

Lay  near  me,  and  you  know  me  strong 
of  arm. 

I  do  believe  I  lamed  his  Majesty's 

For  a  day  or  two^  thoT,  give  the  devil 
his  due,  370 

I  never  found  he  bore  me  any  spite. 
Aiice,  I  would  she  could  have  wed- 
ded that  poor  youth. 

My  Lord  of  Devon, — light  enough, 
VJ    .  Ood  knows, 

fAnd  mixt  with  Wyatf  s  rising,  —  and 
thebqy 
.'  Not  out  of  him — but  neither  cold, 

y.\  ooarse,  cniel, 

'  {  And  more  than  all — no  Spaniard. 

i^  LadjI  Clarence.  Not  so  loud. 

•''-  Lord    Devon,  girls  I    what  are  you 

whispering  here  ? 
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^lareTiee.  Ay,  so  your  Grace 
»uld  bide  a  moment  yet.      310 

No,  no,  lie  brings  a  letter.  I 
.y  die 

read  it.    Let  me  see  him  at 

Count  db  Feria  (kneels). 

I  tnist  your  Grace  is  well, 

tide.)    How  her  hand  burns  I 

I  am  not  well,  but  it  will 

ter  me, 

t,  to  read  the  letter  which 

1  bring. 

Madam,  I  bring  no  letter. 

How  I  no  letter  ? 
His   Highness  is  so  vex'd 
h  Strang  affairs — 
That  his  own  wife  is  no  af- 
'  of  his. 

Nay,  madam,  nay !  he  sends 
veriest  love,  319 

he  will  come  quickly. 

Doth  he,  indeed  ? 
lo  you  remember  what  you 
I 
.  you  came  to  England  ? 

Madam,  I  brought 
's  congratulations;  it  was 
ed 

^hness   was  once  more    in 
py  state 
im  an  heir  male. 

Sir,  you  said  more ; 
he  would  come  quickly.     I 

horses 

road  from  Dover,  day  and 
It; 

road  from  Harwich,  niglit 

day; 

lild  came  not,  and  the  hus- 

i  came  not ; 

J  will  come  quickly.  —  Thou 

learnt  330 

,  and  I  mine.     There  is  no 

I 

>  so  to  shame  himself  again. 

lim  that  I  know  he  comes 

lore. 

it  last  I  know  his  love  is 

I. 

[  am  in  state  to  bring  forth 
h  — 

ommission'd  to  Elizabeth, 
mel 


Feria.  Mere  compliments  and 

wishes. 
But  shall  I  take  some  message  from 
your  Grace  ? 
Mai*y.   Tell  her  to  come  and  close 
my  dying  eyes,  340 

And  wear  my  crown,  and  dance  upon 
my  grave. 
Feria.   Then  I  may  say  your  Grace 
will  see  your  sister  ? 
Your  Grace  is  too  low-spirited.     Air 

and  sunshine. 
I  would  we  had  you,  madam,  in  our 

warm  Spain. 
You  droop  in  your  dim  London. 

Mai^.  Have  him  away  I 

I  sicken  of  his  readiness. 

lAidy  Clarence.         My  Lord  Count, 

Her  Highness  is  too  ill  for  colloquy. 

Feria  (kneels  and  kisses  her  hand). 

I   wish    her    Highness   better. 

(Aitide.)    How  her  hand  burns! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  III 

A  House  near  London 

Elizabeth,    Steward    of   the 
H0U8EUOLD,  Attendants. 

ElizabetJi.   There 's   half   an   angel 
wroug'd  in  your  account; 
Methinks  I  am  all  angel,  that  I  bear  it 
Without  more  ruffling.     Cast  it  o'er 
again. 
Steicard.    I  were  whole  devil  if  I 
wrong'd  you,  madam. 

[Kvit  Steward. 
Atteudant.    The    Coimt    de    Feria, 

from  the  King  of  Spain. 
Elizabeth.     Ah !  —  let     him    enter. 
Nay,  you  need  not  go : 

[  To  her  Ladies 
Remain  within  the  chamber,  but  apart 
We  '11    have   no    private   conference. 
Welcome  to  England  1 
Enter  Feria. 
Fen'a.    Fair  island  star  1 
Elizabeth.    1  shine!    What  else,  Sir 

Count  ? 
Feria.    As  far  as  France,  and  into 
Philip's  heart.  10 

My  King  would  know  if  you  be  fairly 

served, 
And  lodged,  and  treated. 
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e  Ibe  lodging,  sir. 

.  „-n  WKli-scrveil,  dud  am  in  cverylliiug 
Most  loyal  und  ""S^  gmlfful  to  tlii; 

fhria.    You  aliould  be  graterul   to 

He  spoke  of  this ;  and  luito  liiin  you 

Tliftt   Mary  hatb   acknowleiigetl   you 
her  heir, 
Mitubetk.   No.  uot  to  her  nor  him : 
but  to  the  people. 
Who  know  my  right,  and  love  me,  aa 

The  people  I  whom  God  aid ! 

n>rio.  You  will  be  Quwn, 

Anrt,  were  I  Philip  — 

ISiKtbeth.     Wherefore  pause  you  — 

FMa.   Nay,  but  I  speak  from  mine 
own  self,  not  bim. 
Tout  royi^  sister  cannot  test;  jonr 

Will  be  tniK'h  coveted  I    What  a  deli- 

Our  Spanish  ladies  have  none  siii-b  -^ 

and  thcrtr. 
Were  you  in  Spain,  tliis  fine  fair  gos- 

Like  Bun-gilt  brcathinga  on  a  frosty 

round  your  should . . 

otint 

Troth,  some  have  auid  so. 
Ftria.  —  would  be  deemed  n 

mintcle, 
Elizabeth.   Your  Philip  halh  gold 
hair  and  golden  beani :  to 

There  must  be  ladies  muny  with  bair 
like  mine. 


Blizolitth.   I  am  happy  you  approve 

It 
firia.   But  aa  lo  Philip  and  your 
Grace,  —  eonsider.  — 
If  auch  a  one  as  you  should   match 

tritb  Spain, 
What    hinders   but   that    Spain    and 

England  Join'd 
Should    mako   Hic   niighliest  I'mpire 

Spain  would  bo  Etiirland  on  her  sew, 
and  Engbtud 


Mistress  of  the  ludleH. 


Bliiabeth.    Il  may  cl 

Will  be  the  ] 
yet. 

Except  you  put  Bn 

Wide  III   tbi!  man 

man's  dream. 

Etiiabrth.    Perh*! 

I  take  il   that  tb»  S 

l«  yoa; 
But  is   Don   C 
matcbf 
f^ria.    T>ou  < 

twelTB  roui 
EUiahrth.    At.  K 
wilin 


a  my 


good  I 
■  Mm  ■■ 


knnp  ntm  ■oi''J 
But— bo  would  I 

And  tliiii  I  Jcwce  a 


My  BiBler  .  .. 

marriages. 

Make  mc  futT  fa 

But  I  am  raucb  behol 
Have  you  augbt  else 

Ffna.  NotUoi 

Save  that  metbought  1  pill 

Hie  Qneen 
That  ahe  would  se«  your  Al 
she — died. 
ElUabeth.    God's  dpstfa' w 
fore  spake  you  uot  he 


without  \ 
I   am   much    beholden   to  i 

yowl  master. 
Why    did    you    keep  mr 

Horsea.  there', 

t&i(  Ella 
Jfleriii.    So  from  a  clear  ik; 

thunderbolt! 
Don  Carlos?    Madam,  if  y 

Philip, 
Then  I  and  he  will  snaffle  yo 

death.' 
And  break  your  pacvs  In. 

you  tame. 
Ood's   deatb,    foraootli — yc 

know  Kin;  Pbilf p  I 


SCK»B    IV 

n.     Bktomi  thk  IUuck 

tonuiv  •DilAi'jt.     Volucs  0/  the 
n^/At  puminff. 


r  abe  '•  iljrlnit 

jVi  1.  Ciirrllimi  I'lilr. 
flMit  HDgpUjDln  tlirli  wlnitH, 

uaukB 

L     Amen.    Ooinpoii. 


Twn  Otiikiui 
^Vn>r    1'hc-n>  x  Uic  OuMii'ii  ll|EltlJ 
Itviir  slic  i-iuiiuit  llvl^  ^ 

finmnil.    Uwl  I'urw  bur  iitnl  ImJI 
Ipilct     (Innllixr  littniH 
Alrratlji :  liiit  ui  psf  Llu^i  full  in  kl 
Thi'  hotiiuit  huht  in  all  tbii davU* ' 
Vim  but  It  Wirt  o(  whitar. 

Oiii-niiify, 
[  waU'liM  H  woDuui  liurn;  uxl 

Tlii^  niiitJii-r  rniav  upon  licr~ 

Anil.  Hlr.  tbty  burl'il  It  ttock  Ibio'I 
flfe,  ' 
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Might  be  in  fire  for  ever.     Ah,  good 

neighbor. 
There  should  be  something  fierier  than 

fire 
To  yield  them  their  deserts. 

Fir«t.  Amen  to  all 

Your  wish,  and  further  !  17 

.1  Thinl  Voici'.  Deserts  1  Amen  to 
what  ?  Whose  deserts  ?  Yours  ? 
You  have  a  gold  ring  on  your  finger, 
and  soft  raiment  abi)ut  your  body ; 
and  is  not  the  woman  up  yonder  sleep- 
ing after  all  she  has  done,  in  peace 
and  quietness,  on  a  soft  beil,  in  a 
dosed  room,  with  light,  fire,  physic, 
tendance ;  and  I  have  seen  the  true 
men  of  Christ  lying  famine-dead  by 
scores,  and  under  no  ceiling  but  the 
cloud  that  wept  on  them,  not  for 
them.  30 

First.   Friend,  tho'  so  late,  it  is  not 

safe  to  preach. 
Vou  had  best  go  home.     What  are 

you  -* 
Thinf.    What  am  I?     OrKMvhocrics  " 
roiitiuuallv  with  swvat   and    u-ars  tn  ' 
tin;    Lord    G«m1    tljat    it    would    pit-as*'  ; 
Him  (Hit  of  llis  inliniic  \n\v  to  brrak 
<l«>\vii  all  kiiiiT'-liip  ami  (iiuciishij*.  all 
I>ni'>tlnMHl  ami  pnlacv  :  to  caiK'cl  and 
abnlish  all  bruidsnf  Imnian  alhiritnui'.  ■ 
all  tlu;  inai:i<tracv,  all  tlu-  n<»I)U<.  and 
all  tlir  w«'altliy  :  and  tt>  S'Mid  nsaijrain. 
accordini:    to    His   proinisr.    tin*   onr 
Kin::,    tin-   Christ,  and    all    thinu:>  in  ■ 
roiunion.  as   in   th«'   day  of   tli«'   Iir>t 
<liunh.      N\Iicn      Cliri^t      .It*>^u<      wa- 
Kin:;.  4 

/•V'-s'*.    If  "'V*  r  1  h'-.-ml  a  ni:i'lni:i:i. 

l«'t  '*i  away  I 
NVliy.  y<Mi  l<inL'"  wiii'l»il-    Sir.  y<'U  j"-* 

lnvoiirl   ini;. 

1  pri'lc  niyx-lf  i>:i  iM.inj  ni-nlt  r.i!«-. 

<  io-'tl   :ii:;l!t  !     (Jolioiiu'     iJc-viilrv.    y..i 

Tin/  w.i'ili  will  li<  Lir  vuii.     <J<f    y.ivi 
honn/  a*   u.'u'i.-.  [A'/.  ''■  ^ 


Si  KM      V 
L'»M)nN.      A   KmoM   in   nil.  rM.\«i 

1,,.                                        .,              t;  !■?■ 

f  fl-   ■  I  -I  '■  •     .  ■  I.     \   ■' ■  ,         I    .»    ■■ '  ■    ■      . 

.-!  r.  ,1   n  .,.';*'.•■.  .1     ',  .•    ■  .1 ,.         .   t     ,--,'■.  .1  " « 

.'.■/   .'/..   .r,r''  .^.y.'/v'/'.     Mahy.   Lady 


Clarence,  Ladt  Maadale 
CKES,  Ali(*e.  Queen  paci 
(iallcry.  A  ttritingtabit  in 
Queen  rames  to  tlu  table  and 
and  gfM'it  again^  pacing  th€  Gi 

[jady  Clarence.   Mine  eyes  ar 
what  hath  she  written  ? 
Alice.   *l  am  dying,  Philip: 

to  mc' 

Txtdg    Magdalen.    There — u 

down,  poor  lady,  up  and 

Alice.   And  how  her  shadow 

one  by  one 

The  moonlight  casements  patte 

the  wall. 
Following  her  like  her  sorrow 
turns  again. 

[Queen  sits  and  tt rites,  at 
again. 
Lady  Clarence.  What  hath  si 

ten  now  ? 
Alice.  Nothing :  but  *  come, 
come."  ana  all  awry. 
And  blotted  bv  her  ttiirs.     Th 
not  last.  [C^ueen  r 

.V'ln/.     I    whistle   to  the   bi 
broken  cage, 
And  all  in  vain.  [Stifin; 

Calais  •:«  mv  —  Guisues  gone,  toe 
Philip  gone  ! 
/../'///      (hintiCi.      Dear      e 
I*hilip  is  but  at  tlit*  wars 
I   cannot  doubt   but    that    he 

airain  ; 
And  he  is  with  vou  in  a  measu 
1  nc\ir  l«'<»k*d  upnn  so  fair  a  li! 
A>  \nur  i:n'at   King  iu  armor 

his  haml 
rpi'ti  lii>  helmet. 

\p.-iutii,t;        tn       th*'       J^'rti' 

riiili]!  n/t  th*   trull. 
JA/'  •/'.  I)oth  ho  not  look 

1  iia'l  JM-aiil  of  him  in  battle  ovi 
Aii'i   I  would  have  mv  warrioi 

arni<. 
He  >:vA  it   was  not  courtly  tc 

h«  Imeted 
!»•  :i're    tin-  (^iieen.     He  had  h 

«i<iiis  moment, 
.M'li')'  }.»ull  not  believe  me. 

h'-  smiles 
A-  i:'  le    l-'Ved  mt;  VCt  I 

/../.'7;  I  'til.  j.i'i .  And  s<^  h 

M'.i/.     He  never  loved  me 

lie  could  not  love  me. 
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•  was   bis   father's   policy  against 

France. 
wn  eleven  years  older  than  he. 
iDor  boy  I  [  Weejts. 

Aliee.        That  was  a  lusty  boy  of 

twenty-seven ;  [-^liriV/<'. 

iDor  enough  in  God's  grace  ! 
Jffirjf.  And  all  in  vain  ! 

le  (jueen  of  Scots  is  married  to  i\\i\ 

Dauphin,  31 

hOd  Charles,   the  lord  of    this  low 

world,  is  gone  ; 
kBd  all  his  wars  and  wisdoms  past 

away  ; 
iid   in   a   moment   I   shall    follow 

htm. 
Lantft  Clarence.   Nay.  d<»are8t  lady, 

see  your  good  physician. 
Mary.   Drugs  —  but  he  knows  they 

cannot  help  mo  —  says 
hat  rest  is  all  —  tells  mo  I  must  not 

think  -~ 
hat  I  must  rest  —  I  shall  rest  by  and 

by. 
■tch  the  wild  cat,  cage  him,   and 

when  he  springs 
jkI  maims  himself  against  the  bars, 

say  •rest.'  40 

rhy.  vou  must  kill  him  if  you  would 

liave  hhn  rest  — 
iea«l  or  alive,  you  cannot  make  him 

Ladjf  (jUirente,   Your  Majesty  has 

lived  so  pure  a  life, 
od  done  such  mighty  things  by  Holy 

Church, 
trust  that  God  will  make  you  happy 

yet 
Mnry.    What  is  the  strange  thing 

happiness  ?    Hit  down  here, 
ell  me  thine  happiest  hour. 
Ijuiff  Clarence.  I  will,  if  that 

ity  make  your  Grace  forgrt  v(»ursi*lf 

a  little, 
bene  runs  a  shallow  brook  acrons  our 

field 
or  twenty  miles,   where  tbe  black 

crow  flies  five,  ^^ 

JkI  doth  so  bound  and  b.ibbl(>  all  the 

way 
J  if  itself  were  happy.     It  was  May 

tinw, 
od  I  was  walking  with  tlic  man  1 

loved, 
loved  him.  but  I  thought  1  was  not 

loved. 


And  lK>th  were  silent,  letting  the  wild 

bnx>k 
8iM>ak    for  us  —  till  he  stoop'd  and 

gather'd  one 
From  out  a  bed  of  thi<'k  forget-me- 
nots, 
Look'd  hanl  and  swt>et  at  me,  and 

gave  it  me. 
I  took  it.  tho*  I  did  not  know  I  took 

it. 
And  put  it  in  my  l>osoni,  and  all  at 

once  f<i 

I  felt  his  arms  about   me,   and   his 

lips — 
Mary.   O   Goil !     T  have   Ix'en   too 
.     sla(*k.  too  slack  ; 
There  are  Hot  Gospellers  even  among 

our  guanls  — 
Nobles  we  darwl  not  touch.     We  have 

but  burnt 
The  heretic  priest,  workmen,  and  wo- 
men and  children. 
Wet,    famine,    ague,    fever,    storm, 

wreck,  wrath,  — 
We  have  so  play'd  the  cowanl ;  but 

by  (i<Krs  grace, 
We'll  follow  Philip's  Icmling,  and  set 

up 
The    Holy   Ofllce    hen*  —  garner  the 

wlwrnt. 
And  burn  the  tares  with  uncjuench- 

able  fire  !  7 

Bum  !-^ 
Fie.  wlmt  a  savor!  tcU  the  cooks  to 

close 
The  doors  of  all  the  oftices  below, 
l^timer ! 
Sir,  we  are  private?  with  our  women 

hen'  — 
Ever  a  rough,  blunt,  and   un<*oiirtly 

fellow  — 
Thou  light  a  torch  that  never  will  iro 

out  ! 
*T  is  otit  —  mine  tlanies.     W<>nien,  the 

llolv  Father 
Has    ta'en    thf    leirati  sliip   fri»ni   our 

cousin  1*«»1«-  - 
Was  that   wtll  tlinnV  ainl    iH»nr    l*i»li« 

j>in«  s  nt  it.  Ni 

As  1  do.  i<i  tht'  di-ath.    I  am  but  a  wn 

mail. 
I    liave    no    pMWiT.  -     A!i.    Wf  :ik    and 

mn-k  <»1<1  man. 
SevenfiiM  di-lnmor  d  iviii  in  t!n*si;j!ii 
Of  IhiiH'  own  srrtaries    ■  No,  no.     No 

pardon  1  — 


^  bv  snillis 


Why.  tlmt  was  false ;  Uitre  is  the  rigbt 

IuumI  still 
Beckons  me  hence. 
Sir,  you  wtre  barni  for  hereay,  not  tor 

treason. 
Renicnuber  tli&t  I  'I  was  1  and  Bonner 

did  it. 
And  Pole :  we  are  llirw.'  to  one  —  llaTc 

you  found  mwcy  llierv. 
Grant  It  me  Iipit^  and  sec,  h 

aiid  gOF§.  90 

Gentle  as  iu  lift'. 
AUtif.     Mndani,  wlio  goes  ?    King 

Philip  ! 
Mar)/.    No.  Plillip  comes  and  goes, 

but  never  goca 
Women,  when  I  nm  dead, 
Open  my  heart,  and  ibcrc  j'ou  vfill 

find  wrilteu 
Tito  namea,  Philip  and  Csl^ ;  open 


Ay,  worse  ilwu  tliat^iiol  one  hour 

true  to  me  I 
Foul   magigots  cruwling  In  a  festcr'd 

Adulttroua    to   the    Tery    heart    of 
hell !  .«, 

Haet  tbouaknife  1 
Alife.        Ay,  madam,  but  o'  God's 

Mary.    Fool,  think'st  tbou  I  would 

peril  mine  own  soul 
By  slaughter  of  the  body  !     I  could 

not.  girl. 
Not  this  way  —  callous  with  a  coo- 

Unwoundable.     The  knife  I 

Alirt.  Take  heed,  take  heed  I 

The  blade  is  keen  as  death. 

Mary.  This  Philip  shall  not 

Stare  in  upon  mc  in  my  hagganl- 

Okl,  miaembitf,  diseiiscd, 

Incapable  of   children.      Come   thou 

[Oiitt  out  Ihe  pieture  and  throuv 

Lie  there     {Wtiilt.)    O  God,  I  have 
kill'd  my  Philip ! 
Alia.  No. 

Hadam,  you  have  but  cut  the  canvtis 


We  can  replace  it 


Marg.       All  Is  ircll  Umb  :  n 
I  will  lo  re^t ;  he  ^d  I  miMl  havi 

[(.W««/'Eli«abetli-  imlhM 
A  cry  !  What's  that  f  Eliahctb 

volt! 
A  DOW  North umbt^rland.  snotho' 

I'll  tijbt  ft  on  the  tfamkold  al 

pm»e. 
Lail^  Claitnct.     SloiUn.yoaii 

sister  comes  to  siv  yon. 
Mttry.    1  will  not  su-  bcr. 
Who  knows  if  Boleya's  (inngbM 

my  sister  t 
I   will   see    none    czcnit   tbe  pi 

Your  arm.    [  To  LmIt  dan 
p  Saini  of  Arsgon.  witli  thai  > 

worn  smile 
Among   tliy   patient   wrinkla  — 

me  lience.  (& 

The  Prikst  pana,    JifUr  El.tUJ 

and  Sir  Wn-i-tAM  Cacn> 


No  one  in  waiting  T 
As   if   tlie    chaniburluiD    vac   I 

himself  t 
The  room  she  sleeps  in  —  b  do( 

the  way  ! 
No,  that  way  there  arc  volcca. 

too  laic  ? 
Cecil  .  .  .  God  guide  ttut  )c«  1 

the  nay  I  |  HtU  ElUs 

CMt.   3Iany  points  wettthci'd.  I 

At  lasl  a  bartxir  opens :  but  lh*T< 
bunk  rocks  —  Ihoy  need  flae  sU* 

—  much  it  is 

To  be  nor  mad  nor  bigot — hi 

Nor  let    priest^    talk,  or  dt«si 

worlds  to  be, 
Hiacolor  things   about  ber —  su 

loueties 
For  him,  or    him  —-  sunk   rocks 

passionate  faith  — 
But  ^  if  let   be  —  balanw   and 

promise ; 
Brave,  wary,  sane  lo  tbe  bcait  oi 

—  a  Tudor 

School'd  by  the  sbailow  of  dwU 

Boleyn.  too. 
Glancing  across  the  Tudor — nc 

Enter  Al.tcR. 
How  is  the  good  Queen  now  1 
Aliet.  Awaj  from  n 


IK  V 

i  In  lief  Khllilitnod  —  praUliog  t( 
bur  mutlin*  >v 

bplrotliiU    U)  [|io  Eiitp'.-ru: 
Churl  i-». 
ekiliilikii-JcitlouB  <>(  lilm  agnl:i  — 
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n  tuivr  tbntr  Ulbk.  rivb  and 


yi'tly  forlii! 


IbuakM  lii-r  (atiier 
U»k 

t   IhnC   gwlk-M   Oermnii      Ati, 
ihune  (lays 

It  WHS  iie?tT  aictry 


!   the   Htblc   > 


Awl  whii  Mya  llint  T 
It   Is  K  Htv'lng   suiuni;   tlif 
CbUiuHim. 
tit    It  iK^ver  will  be  auiny  worlj 
In  Eiiglnoil 


KnUtr  Kj.iiAimTn.  ^H 

mciitlh.     TliB  liniTii  if)  ill-mi.       ^ 
(VfiV,        TbiJilicru  iiLe>tiuiitit  my 

litimngc 
KliiaiMth.    SIi«  knew 

kiiuwlMlguil  iiic  hi.T  lii-ir, 
I'my'il  uiv  tu  pnj-  lict  iIi*1jU.  iuiiI  li 

Ihn  Fnilli : 
'I'lii^ti  irlaspt  Ihu  croM,  auil  ji 

lU  [HWCV. 

I  loft  lier  lying  nUII  and  bmuUtnl 
MoTo  tio&utitiil    UuMi  111  life.     " 

would  you  vex  you 
I'our  ibtcrt   Sir,  I  Mwtor  I  IibtvJ^ 


QUEEN  MARY 


To  be  yiHir  Uncea.  To  ivjgn  U  rest- 
leas  fence. 

Tierce,  (juarl.  and  tridtery.  Peace  is 
will)  tlic  (lead.  i^d 

Her  liti!  was  winter,  (or  her  spriug 

And  ehe  loinl  muck:  pray  God  she 

be  forglTtn  I 
Cecil.     Paiue  with   the  dead,  vtbo 

never  went  M  pcttevl 
Vet  she  loved  »iic  so  much  —  I  needs 

That   uever   hiiglisli   inouurch  dying 

left 
England  to  little. 


KHuibeth.  But  with  C 

And  otJieis,  [f  our  pcnoD  bt  i 
From  tmjtur  slalw — we  vi 

Englund  gnat. 
Entrr   Paokt.   and  otArr   L 

THK  CiWKnt.,  8iK  Raus 

LonU.  Ood  save  Elint 
(juwu)  u(  England  t 

Jiagtnh«U.  Ood  HR»e  th« 
the  l*^Mey  h  uo  more 

PagiHatidti.  Are  we  so 
thnlT 


I. 


1 


Tiefrap  and  (hnimm'-Of.n^ral 

UK  L«BI>  Litton,  —  AFlgr  olil-world  rarord*  —  •ueb  M  Ikn  [kr«ai  tiM 
KomudB  K«n,  — KilwRnl  I^cbkui'i  l1l*lor}*  iilIhvNcirman  Cnmiuart,  uid  ] 
ttUua\eti  Kuiiimnn-  Ininlini:  ai  (ho  wain  Ilmn.  hare  bi-«ii  iiiBlnlr  halpfnl  t* 
It  till*  Ihuu.  Tuor  (alhrr  ■bilkalMl  hia  '  H*n>l<l '  \«  niT  fallivr'i  lirMfaM  U 
»  d«Jic«t«  Btj  '  IlarulJ  '  (c  yonnclr. 

OTOW-DAY   AT  BATTLE  ABBEY.  WW 

iRM  berr  —  Mny  liftiiih  nii'l  blixim  of  tprlng^ 
injn  voniirr  Tnim  an  Kiigliib  rim 
__  'WfUi  mv  falii>  cgi- 1  OT'TWlirlm 
tt&Te  wM, ',    niiil  fttucy  )icttr»  Ibc  riag 


Ill 


■r  of  o 


■    ijI  our  Nortnan-nlBnder'd  king. 
ni;  ■  iHit  o[  Euglisli  bloodi 

(I -I'  ..,.-'   fi<  .1."!-  'i'imv  !     WuatiuU  and  ttUi^ 

Wliri.'  iiii;;IjL  m.i.U,  rigbt  tight  hiindnd  yeaiSftgD; 
Miglii,  /igliL  1  uy,  guml.  80  till  tbln)^  make  for  good— 
But  he  and  be,  if  soul  be  soul,  are  wkeni 
Each  atBuda  full  faco  witli  all  he  did  below. 
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HAROLD 

ACT  I 

ScRNR    I.  —  LosDOK.     TiTB    Kino's 
Palace 

1  through  t/te  open  windom.) 

9  talking 


(.1  a>mct « 


Firit  Coitrtier.   Lo  !  there  once  more 

—  i.liis  is  the  acvcntli  niBlUl 

I'on  grimly  gliiring,  treble -braudiah'd 


Firit  Courtier.   IxxA  yon,  t 

That  daoccs  !□  it  as  mad  wlifa 

Third  Courtier.   Ay,  like  i  ' 

hell  wbo  skipa  and  Ilia 

To  right  aDd  left,  and  cantiol  s 

Seeond  Courtier.     Steam'd  i 
from  the  undescxoiliblf 

AbTaoi. 

tint  Courtis.  OrflOBt«ddo< 
from  the  throne 

Of  God  Almighty, 
Aldv^th.  Oamel,  taao 

What  thiokest  thou  this  nKUi 
Gamd.  War,  nv  dai 

Aldayth.  Doth  this  affn|^l  i 
Oamd.        Mightily,  my  doi 


:r  lleralili.    (Giig  qfAmitiu,  H 


/^S. 


HAROLD 


775 


.   Stand  by  me  then,  and 
upon  my  face,  la 

!  comet. 

Enter  Morcab. 

Brother  I  why  so  pale  ? 
It  glares  in  heaven,  it  flares 
1  the  Thames, 
;  are  as  thick  as  bees  below, 
I  like  bees,  —  they  cannot 
k — for  awe; 

le  skies,  then  to  the  river, 
:e 
.8,  and  hold  their  babies  up 

tat  they  would  Molochize 

I  too, 

e  heavens  clear. 

They  fright  not  me. 
OFWiN,  after  him  Gurth. 
ord  Leofwin  what  bethinks 

lis !  ai 

Lord   Leofwin,  dost  thou 

ve  that  these 

of  blood-red  fire  up  yonder 

1 

3f  England  and  the  wrath 

eaven? 

'  London  (passing).   Did  ye 

ast  with  bestial  violence 

orman  bishops  down  from 

es  in  England  ?  I  alone  re- 

• 

1  not  Heaven  be  wroth  ? 

With  us,  or  thee  ? 
London.  Did  ye  not  outlaw 
archbishop  Robert, 
umi^ges  —  well-nigh  mur- 
ira  too  ?  30 

>  reason  for  the  wrath  of 
en? 

Why,  then  the  wrath  of 
en  hath  three  tails, 
ily  one. 
[Exit  Bishop  of  London. 

LRCHBISHOP  StIOAND. 

Ask  our  archbishop. 
»uld  know  the  purposes  of 
en. 

N'ot  I.     I  cannot  read  the 
)f  heaven ; 
vines  will  grow  the  better 

av{fhing).  He  can  but  read 
ing's  face  on  his  coins. 


Stigand.  Ay,  ay,  young  lord,  there 

the  King's  face  is  power. 
Ourth.  O  father,  mock  not  at  a  pub- 
lic fear. 

But  tell  us,  is  this  pendent  hell  in  hea- 
ven 40 

A  harm  to  England  ? 
Stigand.      Ask  it  of  King  Edward  I 

And  he  may  tell  thee  I  am  a  harm  to 
England. 

Old  uncanonical  Stigand  —  ask  of  me 

Who  had  my  pallium  from  an  Anti- 
pope  I 

Not  he  the  man  —  for  in  our  windy 
world 

What's  up  is  faith,  what's  down  is 
heresy. 

Our  friends,   the  Normans,   holp  to 
shake  his  chair. 

I  have  a  Norman  fever  on  me,  son, 

And  cannot  answer  sanely.  —  What  it 
means  ? 

Ask  our  broad  earl. 

[Pointing  to  Harold,  wlio  enters. 

Harold  {seeing  Gamel).  Hail,  Gamel, 

son  of  Orm  I  50 

Albeit  no  rolling  stone,  my  good  friend 
Gamel, 

Thou  hast  rounded  since  we  met.  Thy 
life  at  home 

Is  easier  than  mine  here.   Look !  am  I 
not 

Work- wan,  flesh- fallen  ? 

Gamel.      Art  thou  sick,  good  earl  ? 
Harold.  Sick  as  an  autumn  swallow 
for  a  voyage, 

Sick  for  an   idle  week  of  hawk  and 
hound 

Beyond   the  seas  —  a  change  !   When 
earnest  thou  hither? 
Gamel.  To-day.  good  earl. 
Harold.  Is  the*  North  quiet,  Gamel? 
Gamel.  Nay,  tliere  \w  murmurs,  for 
thy  brother  breaks  us 

With  over- taxing  —  quiet,  ay,  as  yet  — 

Nothing  as  yet. 

Harold,         Stand  bv  him,  mine  old 
friend,  61 

Thou  art  a  great  voice  in  Northumber- 
land i 

Advise  him  ;   sjieak  liim  sweetly,  he 
will  hear  thee. 

He  is  passionate,  but  honest.     Stand 
thou  by  him  ! 

More  talk  of  this  to-morrow,  if  yon 
weird  sign 


•.r        AA\^ 


mon* 
Than  Fn-iicli  or  Xnrinan.     War*'  the 

worst  that  follows 
Thinirs   that    srrni  j.-rkM  ..nt  ,.t"   ih.. 

Of  Xatiirc  is  ilu-  hot  n-li-i.Mis  f.,.,] 
Who,  srt-irii:  war  in  hrav.-n.  l"..r  lira- 

Veil's  (.Ted it 
Makes  it  oTi  <..irth— but   l.H.k.  wh.-rr 

K'iwanl  draws 
A  faint  foot  hiiluT.  l.-aniii::  upon  T..- 

ti.iT. 
JIc    hat!i    learnt   to   h.ve    cur   T<><]  <■ 
nuich  of  late. 
Ltnf,ri„.   And//,  hath  learnt,  d.-pit,. 
tin*  titfer  in  hinj. 
To  sleek  an<l   supj.le  himself   to  !]„■ 
Kin  it's  hand. 
(i'lrth.    i  trust  tlie  kin-lv  fou<h  that 
<Mires  the  evil 
May  s<Tve  to  charni  tin-  ti-.r  out   .-i' 
him. 

lA'[f>r;„.     lie  JKith  a<  nillr-h  of  .at   ;,- 

liirrr  in  iiini. 

OurTnsti-  Inves  the  h-,.;d  Mll-l   ^^.^\    \\y. 

man. 
lliruhl    \jiy'  H.-tt.rdie  Th.-ui  li..'      , 
hnttr  Kino.  <^t-i;kn.  ./,,//  Tum  i<. 
./''''^"'•'^-  Im  lieav.M  .i.:'.' 

M.iTiis  upon  earth:  ^i_'ri<  .■\ ,  rvw  J|.  r-  ' 

your  pri»--.r> 
(|rnss.\vorldly.  siiM..riia.M].  ;:i:!.  ar':'d ' 

1  hev    <inrei-    ,:i'i    '.••■.!      ■  )..  : ..      I  >       •.     . 
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en  all  my  foes,  lightened  for 

ht  of  this  poor  crown,  and 

me  time 

!  for  prayer  to  gain  a  better 

'ears  of   service!   England 
s  thee  for  it 
he  man  to  rule  her ! 
{a«idey        So,  not  Tostig  1 

And   after    those   twelve 
B  a  boon,  my  King, 

holiday,  —  thyself   wast 
t 

le  chase,  —  thy  leave  to  set 
feet 

%nd  hunt  and  hawk  beyond 
teas !  130 

What,  with  this  flaming 
jr  overhead  ? 

Well,  when  it  passes  then. 

Ay,  if  it  pass. 

Normandy  —  go  not  to  Nor- 

And   wherefore    not,   my 
•,  to  Normandy  ? 
brother  Wulfnoth  hostage 

A  father's  loyalty  to  thee  ? 
3.  let  me  hence  and  bring 
lome. 

Not  thee,  my  son ;  some 
messenger. 

A.nd  why  not  me,  my  lord, 
)rmandy  ? 

Norman  Count  thy  friend 
nine  ?  140 

I  pray  thee,  do  not  go  to 
landy. 

because  my  father  drove 
Tormans  out 

d  ?  —  That    was    many  a 
ler  gone  — 
nd  forgiven  by  them  and 

Harold,  I  will  not  yield 
eave  to  go. 

Vhy,  then  to  Flanders.  I 
lawk  and  hunt 

Be  there  not  fair  woods 

elds 

t  Wilful,   wilful!   Go  — 

lints 

rosper  all  thy  wandering 


And  homeward  I — Tostig,  I  am  faint 
again. —  150 

Son  Harold,  I  will  in  and  pray  for 
thee. 
[Estit,    leaning    on   ToStig,  and 
followed  hy  Stigand,  Morcar,  and 
Courtiers. 
Harold,   What  lies  upon  the  mind 
of  our  good  Kin^, 
That  he  sliould  harp  this  way  on  Nor- 
mandy ? 
Queen.   Brother,  the  King  is  wiser 
than  he  seems ; 
And  Tostig  knows  it ;   Tostig  loves 
the  King. 
Harold.     And  love  should    know  ; 
and  —  be  the  King  so  wise,  — 
Then  Tostig  too  were  wiser  than  he 

seems. 
I  love  the  man,  but  not  his  phantasies. 
He-enter  Tostig 

Well,  brother. 

When  didst  thou  hear  from  thy  North- 

umbria  *i 

Tostig.    When  did  I  hear  aught  but 

this  •  When  *  from  thee  ?  160 

Leave  me  alone,    brother,   with  my 

Northumbria ; 
She  is  my  mistress,  let  rw/j  look  to  her  1 
The  King  hath  made  me  earl ;  make 

me  not  fool  1 
Nor  make  the  King  a  fool,  who  made 
me  earl  1 
Harold.  No,   Tostig  —  lest  I  make 
myself  a  f<x)l 
Who  made  the  King  who  made  thee 
make  thee  earl. 
Tostig.    Why  chafe  me  then  ?  Thou 

knowest  I  soon  go  wild. 
Gui'th.   Come,   come  I  as  yet  thou 
art  not  gone  so  wild 
But  thou  canst  hear  the  best  and  wisest 
of  us. 
Harold.    So  says  old  Gurtli,  not  I ; 
yet  hear  !  thine  earldom,         170 
Tostig,  hath  been  a  kingdom.     Their 

old  crown 
Is  yet  a  force  among  them,  a  sun  set 
But  leaving  light  enough  for  Alfgar's 

house 
To  strike   thee  down  by — nay,  this 

ghastly  glare 
May  heat  their  fancies. 

Tostig.        My  most  worthy  brother, 
Thou  art  the  quietest  man  in  all  the 
world  — 


Ay,  ay,  and  wise  in  peace  and  great  in 

Pray  God  tlie  ptcjplo  diooso  thee  tor 

tUeir  kitiR  1 
But  all  Uie  powers  of  the  liouse  of 

Ooilwin 
Are  not  onfrftoieii  in  thee. 

Uaii^d.      Thank  the  Saints,  no  [  i*. 
But   thou   hast  drain'd  tiiPin  shallow 

by  thy  tolH 
And   thou   art  ever  here   abuul    tlie 

King. 
Thine  abseui;c  well  may  weoi  a  want 

ofcarc. 
Cling  to  their  love  ;  for,  now  Uie  Kins 

of  Godwin 
Sit  topmost  in  the  fleld  of  Kuglauil. 

Like  the  rough  bear  bcucatb  tho  trc, 

good  brother. 
Waits  tJU  tlio  man  let  go. 

Tontig.  Good  counsel  trtily  I 

I  heard  from  my  Norlhuuibria  yoster- 

Uarold.   How  KWs  it  then  with  thy 

Northiiinbriat    Well? 
Toilig.     And  wouldal  thou   tliat  it 

went  ntlgtit  else  than  well  1    i 
UaiiM.  I  would  It  went  aa  wt-ll 

witli  mine  earldtm, 
Leofwin'a  und  Gurth's. 
TtMis.  Yh  f!ovem  milder  mt 

Ourtli,    We  hoTO  made  tlicm  milder 

by  just  government. 
Thtlig.     Ay.   ever  give  yourselvfs 

your  own  pttoil  wortl. 
Leiifitiii.   An  hourat  gift,  by  all  Uie 

Sainls.  if  giver 
And  tukar  be  but  honest  I   but  they 

Each  otlier.   and  so  ofKn,  an  honest 

Will  not  believe  thrm. 

Hamld.         I  niav  tell  tlire.  Tostig, 

I  heard  from  thy  Northumberland  to* 

day. 

T'atig.    From  spies  of  tliine  tn  spy 

ray  uakedncM  » 

In  niy  poor  Nortk 

It'nikil.   TliiTe  is  a  movemi^nt  tliert-, 
A  blind  om-^  uothing  yet. 

Ttmllg  Crush  it  al  oniv 

Wilh  sll  lUe  ["iwiT  1  have !  —  I  must 
-1  willl- 


My-  wise  hcad-stmkiug  Uvditt 

Harold.  HaUb 

The    nothing    9orapIhin{.     f 

"whun  In  power 
And  niiieataliould  not  (rowiiH. 

but  amile 
As  kiiidnvtw.  watfliing  all.  iiU  i 

Kliall  make  lic^r  strike  as  Pox 

when  lu  niriki!  — 
0  Tuotig.  O  da»r  broUm-i 

pm»c«. 
Rein  fu.  not  Issb  ttMm,  iMd 

auil  run 
And  hrcnk  ImUi  n«ck  vul  adt 
Totttg.  Gfi4 

Good    coLtnacI     Ibo'     kuv   i 

Pour  not  Hater 
In  Uic  full  vcaad  ruiuiingouii 
To  swamp  tlui  hooM. 

Le^in.     NortlKKitwaal 
Out  of  the  waste,  to  twn  rati 


Ufpein.    To    the  drnf  kU 

that  wilt  not  dancH 

However  wisely  cliarmd. 

l\mtig.  No  mon, » 

QtiTfk.    I   likewise  cry  '  no 

Unwhoksomo  talk 

For  Godwin's  house  '.    iJttiv' 

hast  u  looeyie  1 
Toatlg.  thou  luok'Bt  as  tbou 

spring  tiitoD  him. 
Saint  Olaf.  not  while  I  am  bj' 

Join  handa.  let  brctJireDdwrtl  ii 
Let   kith  and   kin  etoDd  cUx 

shield- wall. 
M'ho  breaks   us   tlieo  T    I  a; 

hast  a  tongur. 
.\nd  Tostig  is  not  stout  enaoA 

it. 
Vex  him  not,  I.,^ofwin. 

Totlig.  No.  1  BIB  wH ' 

Altho'  ye  Beek  to  ves  me.  omi 
I  have  to  moke   report  rf  » 

I'arldom 
To  tho  good  King  who  gawl 

Notany  ofyim.  —  lamnMtMl 

UaroiiL       The    KiugT  lb(  C 

ever  ai  his  praVcn: 

III  all  that  liBwUes mailer d* 

I  am  tlie  King. 


/^\ 
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That  shalt  thou  never  be 
thwart  thee. 
\  Brother,  brother ! 

Away  ! 

[Exit  Tostig. 

Spite  of  this  grisly  star  ye 

%e  must  gall 

tig. 

ri.      Tostig,  sister,  galls  him- 

f  ; 

•t  smell  a  rose  but  pricks  his 

je 

the  thorn,  and  rails  against 

!  rose.  240 

I  am  the  only  rose  of  all 

stock 

veT    thom'd   him;    Edward 
cs  him,  sb 

liim.    Harold  always  hated 
1. 

3w  they  fought  when  boys 
md.  Holy  Mary ! 
)ld  used  to  beat  him  1 

Why,  boys  will  fight, 
vould  often  fight  me,  and  I 
t  him. 

Gurth  would  fight.     I  had 
:;h  ado 

ine  own  against  old  Gurth. 

Gurth, 

t  like  great  States  for  grave 
ae ;  but  Tostig  — 
en  —  at  a  something  —  for  a 

ling  —  250 

would    fist  me  hard,  and 

n  we  fought 

d,  and  he  loved  me  none 

less, 

wouldst  get  him  all  apart, 

tell  him 

re  he  was  but  worsted  he 

wrong'd. 
hast  taught  the  King  to 

I  him  too ; 

spoilt    child  sways  both. 

3  heed,  take  heed  ; 

le  Queen ;   ye  are  boy  and 

no  more. 

Ith  Tostig  in  any  violence, 

be  sideways  guilty  of  the 

!nce. 

Come,  fall  not  foul  on  me. 

ve  thee,  brother.  260 

Nay,  my  good  sister  — 

it  Queen,   Harold,   Gurth, 

Leofwin. 


Aldwyth.  Gamel,  son  of  Orm, 

What  thinkest  thou  this  means  ? 

[Pointii^  to  the  emnet. 
Gamel,  War,  my  dear  lady, 

War,  waste,  plague,  famine,  all  ma- 
lignities. 
Aldwyth.    It  means  the  fall  of  Tos- 
tig from  his  earldom. 
Qamel.    That  were  too  small  a  mat- 
ter for  a  comet ! 
AUUcyth.  .  It  means  the  lifting  of 

the  house  of  Alfgar. 
Oainel.    Too  small  1  a  comet  would 

not  show  for  that  1 
Aldwyth.      Not  small  for  thee,  if 

tliou  canst  compass  it. 
Gamel.    Thy  love? 
Aldwyth.        As  much  as  I  can  give 
thee,  man ;  269 

This  Tostig  is,  or  like  to  be,  a  tyrant. 
Stir  up  thy  people  ;  oust  him  ! 

Gamel.  And  thy  love  ? 

Aldwyth.    As  much  as  thou  canst 

bear. 
Gamel.       I  can  bear  all. 
And  not  be  giddy. 
Aldwyth.       No  more  now  ;  to-mor- 
row. 


Scene  II 

In     tue     Garden.      Tue     King's 
House  near  London.     Sunset 

Kdith.  Mad  for  thy  mate,  passion- 
ate nightingale  !  — 

I  love  thee  for  it  —  ay,  but  stay  a 
moment ; 

He  can  but  stay  a  moment ;  he  is  go- 
ing. 

I  fain  would  hear  him  coming  !  —  near 
me  —  near, 

Somewhere  —  to  draw  him  nearer  with 
a  charm 

Like  thine  to  thine  1 

{Siiujing.) 

Love  is  come  with  a  sonj;^  ami  a  smilo, 
Weli'onic  Love  with  a  Miiilc  ami  u  >on^. 
Love  ran  stav  but  a  little  while, 
Whv  cannot  lie  star  ?   Thev  call  him  awav. 
Ye  do  him  wrong,  ye  do  him  wmnp  ;         n 
Love  will  .stay  for  a  whole  life  long. 

Entev  Harold. 
Harold.      The  nightingales  in  Ha 
vering-atte-Bower 


To  leune  aniiut  tbj   wetl.     The 

Cftdy  AJdwyth  I 

Was    here    to-day,    and    when    bIic  | 

touch'd  on  tbee 
She  Btammer'd  in  her  hak- ;  I  am  s 

she  bates  tbec, 
Panta  for  ibj  blood. 
BaroUL         Well.  I  have  giTca 

catuc— 
I  fear  no  woman. 

Bifith.  Hate  not  oue  who 

Bome    pity  for    thy  hater  1      I 

Her  momlog  wanted  sunlight,  she  so 

The  coarent  and  lone  lite  —  wilhin 

tbe  pale- 
Beyond  the  passion.     Nay  —  sbc  htOd 

with  Edward, 
At  least  metbought  she  beld  with  holv 

Edwaid,  ]o  ! 

That  marriage  was  half  sin.  [ 

HaroU.  A  IcBson  ivnrtb 

Finger  and  thumb  ^  thus  {tnain  hi* 

fijtgen). 

And  my  answer  to  it  — 
See  here  — an  interwoven  H  and  E  ! 
Take  thou  this  ring ;  I  will  demand 

his  ward 
From  Edward  when  I  come  again. 

Ay,  would  she  * 


I 


HAROLD 


781 


ingle,  shore- weed,  not  the  liv- 

5  rock  70 

uards  the  land. 

'>.  Except  it  be  a  soft 

e, 

ler-eaten  to  the  fall.     Mine 

iiilet  — 

—  upon  thine  eyelids,  to  shut 

IT  dream.     Sleep,  sleep,  and 

)u  shalt  see 

lOimds  fleeting  like  a  beam  of 

ht, 

•  my  peregrine  and  her  bells 

lieaven ; 

T  bells  on  earth,  which  yet 

heaven's ; 
at  they  be. 
He  cannot  guess  who  knows. 

my  king. 

Not  yet,  but  then  —  my 
'en.  [Ki;eunt. 

,LD\y YTU  from  t?ie  thicket 

i.  The  kiss  that  charms  thine 

lids  into  sleep  80 

mine  waking.  Hate  him  ?  I 

Id  love  him 

'old,  than  this  fearful  child 

do; 

'.  hated  ;  why  not  hate  the 

i  ?  Griffyth,  when  I  saw  him 

sr-like  up  his  mountains,  all 
blood 

lid    have  only  pulsed  for 
fyth  beat 

rsuer.    I  love  him,  or  think 
7e  him. 

e  King  of  England,  1  his 
3n, 
sure  of  it.    Nay,  I  do  love 

be  cloister'd  somehow,  lest 
cing  90 

d  his  ward  to  Harold's  will. 
.t  harm  ? 
it  blood  enough  to  live,  not 

)ld  goes  and  Tostig,  shall  I 

r  Tostig  with  him  ?    fawn 
him? 

ith  all  ?  '  0  thou  more  saint 
king  I' 


And  that  were  true  enough.  '  O  blessed 

relics ! ' 
'  O  Holy  Peter! '  If  he  found  me  thus, 
Harold  might  huto  me;  he  is  broad 

and  honest. 
Breathing  an  easy  gladness  —  not  like 

Aldwyth  — 
For  which    I    strangely  love    him. 

Should  not  England  100 

Love  Aldwyth,  if  slie  stay  the  feuds 

that  part 
The  sons  of  Godwin  from  the  sons  of 

Alfgar 
Bv  such  a  marrying  ?   Courage,  noble 

Aldwyth  ! 
Let  all  thy  people  bless  thee ! 

Oiu-  wild  Tostig. 
Edward  hath  made  him  earl ;  he  would 

be  king. 
The  dog  that  snapt  the  shadow  dropt 

tne  bone. 
I  trust  he  may  do  well,  this  Gamel, 

whom 
I  play  upon,  that  he  may  play  the 

note 
Whereat  the  dog  shall  howl  and  run, 

and  Harold 
Hear  the  King's  music,  all  alone  with 

him,  no 

Pronounced  his  heir  of  England. 
I  see  the  goal  and  half  the  way  to  it.  — 
Peace-lover  is  our  Harold  for* the  sake 
Of    England's    wholeness  —  so  —  to 

shake  the  North 
With   earthquake  and    disruption  — 

some  division  — 
Then  fling  mine  own  fair  person  in  the 

gap 
A  sacrifice  to  Harold,  a  peacc-ofTering, 

A  scapegoat  marriage  —  all  the  sins  of 

both 

The  houses  on  mine  head  —  then  a  fair 

life 

And  bless  the  Queen  of  England  ! 

MoTcar  {cAnningfrom  the  thicket).  Art 

thou  assured  120 

By  this,  that  Harold  loves  but  Edith  ? 

AldwytJi.  Morcar ! 

Why   creep'st  thou   like   a  timorous 

beast  of  prey 

Out  of  the  bush  by  night  ? 

Mnrrar.  I  follow'd  thee. 

Al(!irf/th.  Follow  my  lead,  and  Iwill 

make  tlu*e  earl. 

Marcar.  What  lead  then  ? 

Aldwyth.  Thou  shalt  flash  tt  secretly 


Among  tlie  good  N^ortliiiinbrinu  folk, 

Ihat  I  — 
Tbat  Harold  lovoa  me  —  yen,  iuid  pres- 

Tliat  I  and  Harold  are  betroth'd  —  and 

last  — 
Pi^rchikace   Uial   Harold  wrougs  lu<- : 
tbo'  I  would  not  lui 

That  it  aboiild  conip  to  that. 

Murair.  1  will  both  flssll 

And  thuntler  for  thee. 

Aldwjilh.  1  said  '  sccn-Uy  ; ' 

II  fa  the  flash  tbat  miinjers,  the  poor 

Never  hami'kl  htMd. 

Viirtar.         But  thunder  may  bring 

That  wliiuh  the  flash  hall)  uCrick'^n. 

AlditgtK  Down  with  Tnstig! 

That  first  of  all.  —And  when  doUi 
Harold  got 
Mar-Mr.    To-morrow — first  to  Bo- 

aham.  lbi;n  to  Flandere. 
Aldtegth-  NottceorucbiirktiUTos- 
tig  shall  liavc  shown 
And  redden'd  with  bin  people's  blood 

thi-  ti*th 
Tbatahall  be  broken  by  us  —  yea,  and 

Chair'd  in  bis  place.  Good-night,  and 
dream  thyself  t,o 

Their  chosen  eurl.  [Erif  Aldwyth, 
MoTcar.        £arl  flrsl,  aad  after  tbat 

Who  knows  I  may  not  dream  myself 
their  king  t 


ACT   II 

BCESE    I.   —  SKAfiHOtte,       POS'TIIIKl'. 
NlOHT. 

Harold  and  hit  Mkk.  irrerlml. 

Harold.  Friends,  in  that  last  inhos- 
pitable plunge 
Our  boat  hatb  hurst  her  ribs;  but  ours 

art  whole ; 
I  have  but  bark'd  my  hauda 

AtUruiant.  I  dug  mine  into 

My  old  fast  friend  [he  ^ore.  and  ding- 
Fell  tile  remoraulcM  ouldraujht  of  the 

Haul  likp  a  great  strong  fdlow  at  my 

legs. 


And  then  I  n 


Sosudileulj  hath  fallen  ns  !U'I 
Put  thou  Uie  eomet  and  thi« 

Jliirold.    Put  thou  thyself 
Iher-wit  together. 
Be  not  a  fool  I 

Kntrr  FisnKHscES  iritk  Urrth4 

01.0  going  up  tit  one  aftkfM, 

Widtwl  B<*wlll-o--ll 

Wolf ot Iheshore !  dog.wltht 

lights 
Tboii  hast  bctray'd  us  oo  the 
of  thine  1 
iMf.  Ay.  but  thou  li«l  tc 
the  l»ack  berring-pond  bebir 
We  be  flsbermcn  :  1  came  to : 
my  net* 

Itni-old.  Todragnafntotliet 
ermen  f  devilal 
Who,  while  ye  fish  for  men  w 

false  fires. 
Let  the  gfiAt  devil  fish  fof  y 

Untf.  Nay  then,  we  be  1 
blessed  Apostles;  theynvrvi 
men.  Father  Joan  says. 

Hni-^d.   Ibadlieferthatthe 
swallowed  me. 
Like  Jonah,  than  liave  know 

were  such  devils. 
What ■«  to  be  done? 

f7Jj  hit  Men — pne»  apart  a, 

PiKlwrinan.  Rolf,  what  llsbi 
low  Jonab  1 

IMf.  A  whale  I 

Mfhfrman.  Thcoawhalet' 
we  liave  swallowed  the  King 
land.  Isawhimovcrlhcre.  L 
Itolf,  when  I  was  down  in  tl 
nhe  was  down  wllh  the  huu 
thou  didst  stand  liy  her  and 
thy  crabs,  and  set  her  up  a; 
now.  by  the  patient  Saints, 
crabb'd  as  ever. 

IMf.  And  I'll  give  her  t 
af!;aiu.  wbcu  thou  art  ilowa  s 

fYthrrman.  I  thank  thee.  B 
thou  to  Count  Guy ;  he  is 
hand.  Tell  him  what  bath  ei 
our  creel,  and  he  will  fee  thee 
as  he  will  wrench  this  nutlimi 
si)m  out  of  him  —  and  why 
wliat  right  tiad  he  to  ^'-l 
wrecked  on  another  man's  Itu 
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rhou  art  the  human-hearted- 
istian-charitiest  of  all   crab- 
Share  and  share  alike  1     51 

[JfJxit. 
I  {to  Fisherman).  Fellow,  dost 
3u  catch  crabs  ? 
naiL   As  few  as  I  may  in  a 
1  less  than  I  would  in  a  calm. 

.    I  have  a  mind  that  thou 
lit  catch  no  more. 
nan.    How  ? 

I  have  a  mind  to  brain  thee 
th  mine  axe.  58 

laji.  Ay.  do,  do,  and  our 
nt-crab  will  make  his  nippers 
line  heart ;  he  '11  sweat  it  out 
he'll  sweat  it  out  of  thee  I 
!  's  here  !  lie  '11  spo^ik  for 
Hold    thine   own,   i*    thou 

rijy,  Count  of  Pontiiieu. 

Guv,  Count  of  Pontliicu  ? 
Harold,  Earl  of  Wessex ! 

Thy  villains  with  their  ly- 
lights  have  wreck'd  us! 
.rt  thou  not  Earl  of  Wessex  ? 
In  mine  earldom 
ly  hang  gold  bracelets  on  a 
h. 

I  them  for  a  year,  and  com- 
back  70 

i  again. 

Thou  art  a  mighty  man 
wn  earldom ! 

Were  such  murderous  liars 
c — if  I  caught  them,  they 
lid  hang 
ited  for  sea-marks,  our  sea- 

heir  only  wail  I 

Ay,  but  my  men 
the  shipwreckt  are  accursed 
lod;  — 
lertj  me  to  hold  with  mine 

men? 

The  Christian  manhood  of 

tnan  who  reigus ! 

Y,  rave  thy  worst,  but  in 

Dubliettes 

rot  or  ransom.  — Hale  him 

«!  80 

[7h  one  of  his  Attendants. 

to  William ;   tell   him   we 
f  Harold. 


SCBNB  II 

Bayeux.    Palace 
Count  William  and  William 

Ma  LET. 

WiUiam.   We  hold  our  Saxon  wood- 
cock in  the  springe. 
But  he  begins  to  flutter.     As  I  think 
He  was  thine  host  in  England  when  I 

went 
To  visit  Edward. 

Malet.         Yea,  and  there,  my  lord. 
To  make  allowance  for  their  rougher 

fashions, 
I  found  him  all  a  noble  hast  should  be. 
William.  Thou  art  his  friend.   Thou 

know'st  my  claim  on  England 
Thro'  Edward's  promise.     We  have 

him  in  the  toils ; 
And  it  were  well  if  thou  shouldst  let 

him  feel 
How  dense  a  fold  of  danger  nets  him 

round,  10 

So  that  he  bristle  himself  against  my 

will. 
Makt.   What  would  I  do,  my  lord, 

if  I  were  you  ? 
William.    What  wouldst  thou  do  ? 
Malet.         My  lord,  he  is  thy  guest. 
William.    Nay.  by  the  splendor  of 

Grod,  no  guest  of  mine. 
He  came  not  to  see  me,  had  past  me  by 
To  hunt  and   hawk  elsewhere,  save 

for  the  fate 
Which    huntwl   him  when   that   un- 

Saxon  blast, 
And  bolts  of  thunder  moulded  in  high 

heaven 
To  serve  the  Norman  purpose,  drave 

and  crack'd 
His  boat  on  Pontiiieu  beach ;  where 

our  friend  Guy  20 

Had  wrung  his  ransom  from  him  by 

the  rack, 
But  that   I   stept  between  and  pur- 
chased him. 
Translating  his  captivity  from  Guy 
To  mine  own  hearth  at  Bayeux,  where 

lie  sits 
My  ransom'd  prisoner. 

\Mab  t.  Well,  if  not  with  orold, 

With  golden  deeds  and   iron  strokes 

that  brought 


Tby  war  with  Brittniif  l»  n  gooi)li< 

Tluin  elsci  Iwit  tM«u,  lip  puiil  bis  m 

Wiliinm.   8u  tlint  liencofortti   thej 
MO  uul  like  U)  iMigitc 
Wilh  Hnrol.1  against  nur. 

Jfaltt.  A  marvnl.  how 

lie  fnim  llie  1)<luiil  sonils  of  Cuesuou 
IImIivI   l.hy  shore- awallow'd,  iinnor'd 

Nonoaus  up 
Ti)  fljtlit  for  Uiec  again ! 

Wiiiiam.  PerdinDcc  ngtiinst 

Thnir  aav^r,  bhtc  tliou  save  liim  from 

tUukaelf. 

Malrt.    Que  I  should  let  him  boitic 

ngatn.  my  lonl. 
Wiaiam.    Simple  I  let  fl;  Ilic  hinl 
withiu  Mie  lukod, 
To  patdi   tho  bird  again  within  the 

buahl 
Ho. 
Smrtotfa  thou  mj  way.  before  be  clash 

with  me: 
I  want  bis  voi<»  In  Knglanil  for  the 

I  want  thy  Toice  with  him  to  bring 

hill)  round ; 
And  twins  brave  he  must  be  subtly 


Anil  bt^ing-  trutUul  w 


ought  upon  to 
break.     Eng- 


Vtiwa  that  he  dare 

buirl  oiir  own 
Tliro'  ITarold's  help,  he  shall  be  my 

dear  friend 
As  well   OS  thine,   and   tbou   thyself 

Shalt  iiave 
Large  lordship  there  of  lands  and  t«r- 

MaUt.    I  knew  thj  purpose ;  he  and 
WuUnolb  neser 
nave  met,   except   in   public ;    aliall 

[n  private  f     I  have  often  talk'd  wiUi 

WulfnoUi.  sa 

And  stufTd  the  boy  with  feaw.  that 

tliesc  may  act 
On  Harold  when  they  meet 

William.  Then  let  Uiem  meet! 

Malrt.    1   eau   but   love  this  Dohlc, 

lioDCRt  Harold. 
William.    Lkivu  liiiu  I  why  not  ¥  thine 
is  a  hiving  nfflra', 
1  fanvi!  rominiasioird  Uiee  to  save  the 


Help    the    good    ship.    rtuJir 

8tint(cu  nvk. 
Or  lie  is  wreckl  for  ever. 

Enter  WiLLiAH  Ittn^i 

WtlUaiu  Biifiu.        FttibBT. 

WiUiam.  W. 

WiUiata  RiifUM.    They  ha* 

away  the  toT  Ibjou  g^n 

The  Nuniittn  kuixiiL 

William.         Wliy.  boy  T 

Willinm  Iht/u*.         B««auw 

The  horse's  leg — it  wn«  miw 

I  like  to  have  my  toys^  am 

them  too. 
WilUam.    Well,  tbou  shall  1 

other  Nonuiui  koiglil. 
William  Ruftu.    And  may 

hia  legs  ? 
WiUiam.         Ye«,  ~  get  tU 
Wiaiam  Hu/iu.     1 11    Idl 

have  had  my  way  wftb 

MnM.    I  never  knew  U.ee  cl 
will  for  aught 
Save  for  the  prattling  of  U 

WiUiam.    Who   shall    N-   i 
England.     1  am  heir 
Of  England  by  the  promiw  of  t 
Maltt.    But  there  the  great 
bl^  chuOHe  their  king. 
The  cUoico  of  England  is  the 
England. 
Wiaiam.    I  will  be  King  of 
by  tlie  laws. 
The  ehiiice,  and  voice  of  Engl 
Miilfl.  Can 

Wiaiaia.    The  voice  of  an; 
is  the  swoid 
That  guards  Uiera.  or  the  sw 

beats  tliem  down. 

Here  comcK  the  would-be  whi 

be — kinglike  .  ,  . 

meshes  lireak, 
More  kinglike  he  than  like  lo 

king. 
Enter  H.'iHOi.t>.  mitmnj,  viiA 

on  the  ffnmitd. 
He  aees  me  not — and  yet  he 

of  ma 
Earl,  wilt  thou  fly  my  falcons 

day  T 
Tliey  are  of  llie  beal.  stronj 

against  the  wind. 
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d  (looking  up  suddenly ^  hating 
lught  but  the  last  word).  Which 
^ay  does  it  blow  ? 
%m.  Blowing  for  England,  ha  ? 
t.  Thou  hast  not  teamt  thy 
uarters  here. 

ids  so  cross  and  jostle  among 
lose  towers. 

(f .  Count  of  the  Nonnans,  thou 
^t  ransom'd  us, 
I'd,  and  entertained  us  royally  I 
im.  And  thou  for  us  hast 
>ught  as  loyally, 
binds  us  friendship-fast  for 
rerl 

I        Good  I 

we  turn  the  scale  of  courtesy 
nuch  pressure  on  it,  I  would 
in, 

lou  hast  promised  Wulfnoth 
>me  with  us,  90 

1  again  with  Wulfnoth. 
m.  Stay — as  yet 

ast  but    seen    how  Norman 
inds  can  strike, 
k*d  our  Norman  field,  scarce 
uch'd  or  tasted 
ndors  of  our  court 
f.  I  am  in  no  mood  ; 

be  as  the  shadow  of  a  cloiid 
your  light. 

m.  Nay,  rest  a  week  or  two, 
will  fill  thee  full  of  Norman 
n, 

1  thee  back  among  thine  is- 
id  mists 
ghter. 

Count,  I  thank  thee,  but 
i  rather 

the  free  wind  from  off  our 
xon  downs,  100 

rged  with  all  the  wet  of  all 
)  west 

n.   Why  if  thou  wilt,  so  let 
be  —  thou  shalt. 
c  a  graceless  hospitality 

the  free  guest  to  the  ban- 
et-board ; 

w  we  will  ride  with  thee  to 
rfleur, 

thee  shipt,  and  pray  in  thy 
lalf 

>ier  homeward  winds    than 
,t  which  crack'd 
at  Ponthieu,  —  yet  to  us,  in 
±* 


A  happy  one — whereby  we  came  to 
know 

Thy  valor  and  thy  value,  noble  earl,  no 

Ay,  and  perchance  a  happy  one  for 
thee, 

Provided — I  will  go  with  thee  to- 
morrow— 

Nay  —  but  there  be  conditions,  easy 
ones. 

So  thou,  fair  friend,  will  take  them 
easily. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.   My  lord,  there  is  a  post  from 
over  seas 
With  news  for  thee.  [Exit  Page. 

William.   Come,  Malet,  let  us  hear  I 
[Exeunt  Count  William  and  Malct. 
Harold.     Conditions?    What  condi- 
tions ?  pay  him  back 
His  ransom  ?  *  easy '  —  that  were  easy 

—  nay  — 

No  money-lover  he  1    What  said  the 

king? 

I  pray  you  do  not  go  to  Normandy.' 

And  fate  hath  blown  me  hither,  bound 

mc  too  121 

With  bitter  obligation  to  the  Count  — 

Have  I  not  fought  it  out  ?  What  did 

he  mean? 
There  lodged  a  gleaming  grimness  in 

his  eyes, 
Gave  his  shorn  smile  the  lie.     The 

walls  oppress  me, 
And  yon  huge  keep  that  hinders  half 

the  heaven. 
Free  air  I  free  field  I 

Moves  to  go  out.     A  Man  at-arms 
follows  him. 
Harold  (to  the  Man-at-arms).     I  need 
thee  not.     Why  dost  thou  fol- 
low me  ? 
Man-at-arms.    I  have  th«  Count's 

commands  to  follow  thee. 
Harold.     What    then  ?      Am   I   in 
danger  in  this  court  ?  130 

Man-at-arms.    I  cannot  tell.    I  have 

the  Count's  commands. 
Harold.    Stand  out  of  earshot  tlien, 
and  keep  me  still 
In  eyeshot. 
Man-at-anns.    Yea,  lord  TTarold. 

[Withdrairs. 
Harold.  And  arm'd  men 

Ever  keep  watch  beside  my  chamber 
door, 


WUdi  way    loercr   the  Tkoe-arrow    Hakes 

Not  ever  fair  for  England  T  Wliv.  but  1  '11  liack 

now                                       '  .M<il.l. 

HenM — tbou  heard'at'Lim— that  I  |  Our  dull 

,  must  not  hcDcc 

Save  on  conditioni).  Our  duk 

Jtaltt.  60  la  tnitli  he  a 

Jiarold.  Halet,  thy  mother  was 

Englishwoman  ; 

There   somewhere    b^ts  an   EnjHsb 

pulse  in  thee ! 

Malet.  Well  — for  mv  mother's  sake  I  Totliosc 

I  lore  your  England,                   I  he 

But  lor  my  father  I  love  Normandy.  I   leave 

ifiiiWd.     Speak    for    thy   mother's  all 

sake,  and  tell  mc  tnie.  How  wai 

Maltl.  Then  for  my  mother's  sake,  toi 

and  England's  sake                  i^o  1/araCii 

That  aufTers  in  the  dally  want  of  tlie«,  nif 

Obey  the  Count's  conditions,  my  gooti  mi 

Ibrold.   How,  )[alct,  if  they  be  not  Poor  bro 

honmablel  Wul/n. 

Malet.   Seem  to  obey  tliem.  Shall  Hec 

Harold.               Better  die  than  Wo '.  m< 

MaUt.     Choose   therefore    whether  Make  bli 

thou  wilt  hare  thy  conscience  tal 

^Vblte  as  a  maiden's  han^.  or  whelber  Nor  mar 

England  am 

Beihatter'd  into  fnirmcnia  I   a^.w-  •' 
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im  coming  with  his  brother 

do 

'eux  bishop,  and  I  hid  myself. 

i.   They  did  thee  wrong  who 

ade  thee  hostage  ;  thou 

er  fearful. 

wth.  And  he  spoke —  I  heard 

m  — 

irold  is  not  of  the  royal  blood, 

3  no  rij^ht  to  the  crown  ; '  and 

lo  saio, 

>  the  right,  for  thine  the  might ; 

is  here, 

der  is  thy  keep.' 
?.  No.  Wulfnoth,  no ! 

9th.     And    William   laugh'd 
d  swore  that  might  was  right, 

J  knew  in  this  poor  world  of 

rs  —  ioo 

the    Saints  must  go  along 

th  us, 

'.her,  we  will  find  a  way,'  said 

he  would  be  King  of  Eng- 
d. 

Never ! 
*th.  Yea,  but  thou  must  not 
s  way  answer  hirn. 

Is  it  not  better  still  to  speak 

truth? 

th.    Not  here,  or  thou  wilt 
'er  hence  nor  I ; 
e  racing  toward  this  golden 

a 

not  right  or  left,  but  tram- 
s  flat 

thwarts  him ;    hast  thou 
er  heard 

:ery  at  Alen^on,  —  the  town 
raw  hides  along  their  walls, 
cried,  211 

•  the  tanner.' 

That  had  anger'd  me 
n  William. 

*h.  Nay,  but  he  had  prison- 
heir  eyes  out,  sliced  their 
ds  away, 

;  them  streaming  o'er  the 
.lements 

heads  of  those  who  walk'd 
lin  — 
lim  fair,  Harold,  for  thine 

sake  ! 

Your  Welshman  says,  *  The 
th  against  the  World,' 


Much  more  the  truth  against  myself. 
WulfThoth.  Thyself  ? 

But  for  my  sake,  O  brother !  O,  for 

my  sake  I  aao 

Harold.    Poor  Wulfnoth  !  do  they 

not  entreat  thee  well  ? 
Wuifjwth.     I  see  the  blackness  of 
my  dungeon  loom 

Across  their  lamps  of  revel,  and  be- 
yond 

The  merriest  murmurs  of  their  ban- 
quet clank 

The  shackles  that  will  bind  me  to  the 
'Wall 
Harold.    Too  fearful  still. 
Wulfnoth.      O,  no,  no  —  speak  him 
fair  ! 

Call  it  to  temporize,  and  not  to  lie ; 

Harold,    I   do   not   counsel   thee  to 
lie. 

The  man  that  hath  to  foil  a  murder- 
ous aim 

May,  surely,  play  with  words. 
llarold.  Words  arc  the  man. 

Not  even  for  thy  sake,  brother,  would 
I  lie.  23 « 

Wulfnoth.   Then  for  thine  Edith  ? 
Harold.        There  thou  prlck'st  me 

deep. 
Wulfnoth.     And    for    our    Mother 

England  ? 
Harold.  Deeper  still. 

WulfTioth.      And    deeper    still    the 
deep-down  oubliette, 

Down   thirty   feet  below  the  smiling 
day  — 

In  blackness  —  dogs*  food  thrown  up- 
on thy  head. 

And  over  thee  the  suns  arise  and  set, 

And  the  lark  sings,   the  sweet  stars 
come  and  go, 

And  men  arc  at  their  markets,  in  their 
fields, 

And  woo  their  loves  and  have  forgot 
ten  thee ;  240 

And  thou  art  upright  in   thy  living 
grave. 

Where   there  is  barely  room  to  sliift 
thy  side, 

And  all  thine  England  hath  forgotten 
thee ; 

And  he  our  lazy-pious  Norman  King. 

With  all  his  Normans  round  him  once 
again. 

Counts  his  old  beads,  and  hath  forgot 
ten  thee. 


IlarM.     Thou  axi  of  my  blood,  anil 
so  mc-tliinke.  my  boy. 
Thy  fears  infect  me   beyond   reason. 

WuOnoth.      And    tben    our    fiery 
Tostie,  while  tby  banda 
Are  palsied  here,  if  his  Northumbrians 

Aud  hurl  bim   from   them,  —  i   huve 

henrd  tbe  Normans 
Count  upon  this  confusion^  may   he 

A  league  with  William,  so  to  bring 

Harold.     That  lies  within  the  8ba- 

dow  of  the  chance. 
Walfnolh.     And  like  a  river  in  flood 
tbro'  a.  burst  dam 
Descends  tbe  ruthless  Norman — our 

good  King 
Kneels  mumbllug  Bome  old  bone  — 

our  helpless  folk 
Are   masli'd   away,   wailing,   in  thtir 
owu  blood  — 
Harolit       WaiilDgl    not   warring? 
Boy,  tbou  hast  forgotten 
Tliat  Uiou  art  Englial'. 

Wulfnulk.         Tben  our  modest  wo- 

I  know  the   Norman   license  —  thine 
own  Editb  — 
JIarold.     No  more  I  I  will  not  bear 

tliee —William  comes. 
Wulfnoth.     I  dare  not  well  bo  seen 
in  Ulk  with  thee. 
Hake  tbou  not  mention  tbat  I  spake 
with  thee. 
yifotet  meay  to  the  bofk  af  the  ntn^e. 
Enter  William,   Malet,   and  Ofki- 

Officvr.     We  iiave    tbe    man     that 

niil'd  against  tby  birtb. 
Willinm.     Tesr  out  his  tongue. 
()f!et'r.  He  shall  not  rail  ajniin. 

lie  said  tlint  be  sliould  sec  confusion 

fall 
On  thee  and  on  thine  house. 

William.  Tear  out  bis  eyes, 

And  plunge  bim  into  prison. 

Offfixr.  It  sliaii  l>c  done. 

[Krit  Olllcer. 

Willtain.      Ix)Ok   not  ama/.ijd,    fair 

eurl  1  ili!tter  leave  undone      17a 

Than  do  liy  halves  —  tonguelcgs  and 

eyeless,  prlaoD'd  — 


/^ 


JlaroU.     BetllT  I 


William.       We   have    nt 

man's  immortal  soul. 

We  seldom  lake  man's  life,  1 

It   frights  [he  traitor  more 
and  blind, 
Hurdd.     la  mine  own  Ijuh 
liavc  Hcoro'd  the  nuui. 
Or  lash'd  bis  ntscnl  lack,  uu 
BO. 
William.      And  let  Mm 
slander  Ibee  ugain ! 
Yet  in  thine  own  land  in  ll; 

They  blindci;!  my  young  kim 

fred  —  ay. 

Some  said  it  was  thy  fstlitr't 

Harold.  T 

WiUiam.    But  Utou  and  be 

ftt  thy  word,  tor  then 

Art  known  a  sptaker  ri(  tio 

From  Uiis  foul  cliarge  — 

IlaroUl.     Nay,  nay.  lie  Ina. 
By  oatli  and  compiirgatioa  I 

Tbe  King,  the  lords,  Ibe  peop 

him  of  it. 

WiUiam.      But  tbou  and  I 

our  good  Norman*  (iiil 

From  England,  aod  this  nuili 

Arcbblsbop    Ilobcrt    banilf 

with  life. 

llaroid.     Archbishop  Riih 

bert  the  Archbiabop ! 

llobert  of  Juniijges,  be  thw- 

Malet.  Quill 

tlitrotd.     Coimt  •.  if  then:  1 

in  the  Norman  chair 

A  ruler  all   for  England  — 

flird 

All  offlwB.  all  bishoprics  w 

lisb  — 
Wc  could  not  move  from  Dfr 

number 
Saving  tbro'  Norman  Mtlxi 

Ye  would  applaud  that  Nor 

sliouhl  drive 
Tile  stranger  to  tlie  fleikdi! 

William.  Why.  Ulili 

Warrior  thou  ut,  ajid  mi; 
witlull 
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.  luauy  among  our  Norman 

300 
or  this,  ami  press  upon  me 
ying 

le  sea  have  given  thee  to 
lands 
thee  into  lifelong  prison 

I 

out  against  them,  as  I  may, 
Id  hold  out,  yea,  tho'  tliey 
Id  revolt  — 
ast  done  the  battle  in  my 

» • 

stest  friend  in  Normandy. 
I  am  doubly    bound   to 
if  this  be  so. 

And  I  would  bind  thee 
,  and  would  myself  309 
I  to  thee  more. 

Then  let  me  hence 
noth  to  King  Edward. 

80  we  will, 
hath  not  long  to  live. 

It  may  be. 
Why  then,  the  heir  of 
and,  who  is  he  ? 

The  Atheling  is  nearest 
e  throne. 

But  sickly,  slight,  half- 
>(l  and  a  child, 
nd  have  him  king? 

It  may  \n\  no. 
And  liath  King  Kdward 
ininounced  his  heir  ? 
Not  that  I  know. 

When  he  was  here  in 
dandy. 

s  and  we  him,  becaust*  we 
il  him 
of  the  Normans. 

Ho  did  w«. 

A  gentle,  gracious,  pun? 

aintly  man  !  321 

\i\  to  the  hand  that  shielded 

wl   that    if  ever  he   were 

,  he  would  give  his  kingly 

his  successor.      Knowest 

this? 

I  k*am  it  now. 

Thou  knowest  I  am  his 
n, 
ly  wife  descends  from  Al- 


HaroUL  Ay. 

WiUutm.    Who  hath  a  better  claim 

then  to  the  crown  ? 
So  that  ye  will  not  crown  tho  Atlie- 

ling? 
Harold.    None  that  I  know  —  if  that 

but  hung  upon  330 

King  Edward's  will. 

WtUiam,        Wilt  thou  uphold  my 

claim  ? 
Maiet  (aside  to  Harold).      Be  care- 
ful of  thine  answer,  my  gocxl 

friend. 
Wulfnoth  {aside  to  Harold).    ()  Har 

old,  for  my  sake  and  for  thine 

own  I 
Harold.     Ay  ...  if  the  King  have 

not  revoked  his  promise. 
William.   But  hatti  he  done  it  then? 
Harold.  Not  that  I  kn(»w. 

William.      Good,   good,  and  thou 

wilt  help  me  to  the  crown  ? 
Harold.      Ay  — if  the  Witan   will 

consent  to  this. 
William.     Thou  art  the  mightiest 

voice  in  England,  man. 
Thy  voice  will  lead  the  Witan  —  sliall 

I  have  it  ?  339 

Wu(fiujth  (anile  to  Harold).    ()  Har 

old,  if  thou  love  thine  Edith,  ay. 
Harold.     Ay,  if  — 
Malet  (anide  to  Harold).    Tliine  •  ifs' 

will  sear  thine  eyes  out  —  ay. 
William.    I  ask  tliee.  wilt  thou  help 

me  to  the  crown  ? 
And  I  will  make  thee  my  great  earl 

of  earls. 
Foremost   in    England   and    in   Nor- 
mandy ; 
Thou  shalt  be  verily  king  —  all  but 

the  name  — 
For  I  shall  most  sojourn  in  Nonnaiid y  : 
And  thoubemy  vice-king  in  Englinul 

Sfwuk. 
Wulfnoth   {nmdf   to   Han»ld).      Ay. 

l»n)ther  —  for  the  sake  of  Kn^' 

land  —  ay. 
J/itntlti.     Mv  lonl  — 
JAi/^  t  {(t/tidt'  to  1  lan>ld).     Tak<-  heed 

now. 
Uartffd.  Ay. 

Willitim.  I  am  coiitriit. 

For  thou  art   truthful,  and  thy   word 

thy  IhiimI.  ^s. 

To  morrow  will  we  ride  with  tlm-  tn 

Harlleur.  [Hxit  Williaip 


Maltt.  HnroM,  I  am  tliy  friend, 
one  life  wilh  tLee. 

Ajul  evt^D  aa  I  Riioulil  bless  tbee  sav- 
ing mine, 

I  thank  tbee  now  [or  liavin^  gaToI 
thyself.  \Krii  Mnlft. 

ILiroM.  For  li&ring  lost  myself  to 
save  myself. 

Said  ■  ay '  when  I  meant  '  no.'  \M  like 
aUd 

Thftt  dreads  the  pendent  scour^,  mid 

Ay  1  No  I  —  he  hath  not  bonnd  me  by 

an  oath  — 
Is  '  ay '  an  oath  ?  is  '  ay '  strong;  m  tm 

oatli  } 
Or  is  it  the  same  sin  ti>  biwak  mv  word 
As  break  mine  oath?     He  colVtl  my 

word  my  liond  1  jsi 

He  is  a  liar  who  knows  I  am  a  liar. 
Aud  Diskia  believe  that  be  hclivvhs 

my  word  — 
The    crime     b«    on     his    bead  — not 

biniiidcii  —  no, 
[tt'iddcnlj/   iltMri   -ire  Jluug    ujitii, 

diteotiering  t'ti  ntt  inner  haU 
Count  WUilatain/iiirlaleraim, 
KniUd  upon  hit  throna  httiitteu 
tint  Bishnp*,  Odo  of  Baycux 
bang  one;  in  Uu  eentre  of  the 
haU  an  ark  eorered  with  doth  of 

C.  anii  im  either  titU  of  it  the 
man  BnroDs. 
Ent^    a    Jailor    bifore    William's 
thrvHe. 
WiUiitm  [to  Jaflor).     Ena*e.   hast 

thou  let  thy  prisouer  seape  t 

Jailor.  Sir  CooDt. 

lie  had  but  one  foot,  hemusthave  hopt 

away, 
Tea,  some  familiiir  spirit  must  havB 
help'd  him. 
William.     Woe,  knave,   to  thy  fa- 
miliar and  to  thee  I 
Give  me  thy  keys. 

[Thcfff/iH  flaiAing, 
Nay,  let  them  lie.     Stand  there  and 
wait  my  will.  370 

[TAe  Jailor  ttandt  oiide. 
William  {lo  Harold).      Hast    thou 
such    trustless    JailorH    in    thv 
North? 
Harold.     We  liavc  few  prisoners  in 
mine  earldom  there. 
80  less  chance  for  false  keepers, 
Wittiam.  We  have  heard 


Of  thy  just,  mild,  and  eqaal 
Honor  to  thee  !  thou  art  pofa 

Tliy   nakei]  won!  thy  tnnd  ! 

It  now 
Before  our  ^thcr'd  NotTDSiih* 
F'^rlhey  will  not  bvlievu  the 

believe. 
[nttrndt   from    Ma    ihre 

tlamU  by  thr  art. 
Let  a]l  meii  here  beur  witnts 

[  Brekont  to  Handd.  irho  •]> 

Ent^  MaLKT  bthiiul  Mn 

Lay  Ihou  thy  hand  upon  this 

rail  I 
the  Jewel  of  Salnl  Pun 
Woven  iuln  the  gold.     Hwiwr 
this! 
Itareid.      What    shoidd    t 
Why  should  I  swear  oa 
William  imifogrls/).     Swear 
help   me  U)  the  fronu 

Mfiiet    {uMiperins    Harold; 

friend,  thou  hast  gone 

to  palter  now. 
Wti^fmilh      {vhisimring       1 

ijwuar  thou  to-day,  10- 

.is  thine  own, 
tlarold.    1  swear  to  help  the 

erown  of  Englattd 

According  as  King  Edward  i« 

WiUiam.     Tliou  must  swei 

lutoly,  noble  earl. 
MaUt  (fehUpering).     Delay  t 

to  thee,  ruin  to  Eagtaml 
Wttlfiioth      {ahitpen'ttg). 

dearest  brother,  1  beseo 

Harold  Ipalting    hii    hand 

jfird),     1  sw(«r  to  help 

the  crown  of  England. 

Williinn.     Thanks,  truthful 

did  not  doubt  thy  woni 

Bat  that  my  barons  might  beli 

And  t  hat  the  Holy  Saints  of  No 
^Vlien  thou  art  home  in  Englni 

Might  strengthen  thee  io  kee 

thy  word, 
I  made  thee  swear.     Show 

whom  he  liath  sworn, 
lTh£  tito    Bisbopa  atitan 
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\e  cloth  of  gold.  The  bod- 
'  bones  of  StiinUi  are  seen 
n  tlie  ark, 

;C8  of  all  the  canonized 
f  holiest  shrines  in  Nor- 

400 

[orriblc  ! 

<-.V  let  the  cloth  faU  again. 

Ay,  for  tliou  hast  sworn 

1 

•t  kept,  would  make  the 

irth  rive 

devil's  horns,  the  bright 

'ave 

c'ct  of  God,  and  scud  her 

lints  to  scatter  sparks  of 

•ur  cities,  l)hist  your  in- 
[lanh 

war  among  your  stand - 
•n, 

hearths  with  your  own 
—  Knou^rh  I 

t  brcfak  it !  I,  the  count 
king 

-am  grnteftd  for  thine 
oath.  410 

icrcely  like  a  conqueror, 

abridcgnM)ni  to  his  own. 
rule   acconiing   to  your 

►ur  ever- jarring  earldoms 

1  in  ortler  —  Angle.  .lute. 

.  Norman,  help  to  buihl 

le 

:  hers  of  Fnince.  —  The 

4  fair 

now.      To  night  we  will 

ry. 

vlll    I  ride  with  thee  to 

ir. 

William  ami  all  the  Nor- 

arons,  etc. 

o-night  we  will  \w  merry 

to-mom)w  —  4^' 

bastard  —  bast  an  1  —  Iw 
liat  most —  ! 

Anner's  bastard  !    Would  ; 
rd  me  ! 

I  were   in  some  wi<le. 
field 
I  but  my  battle  axe  and 


To  spatter  Ids  brains !  Why,  let  earth 

rive,  gulf  in 
These    cursed    Normans  —  yea,    anu 

mine  own  self ! 
Cleave  heaven,  and  send  thy  Saints 

that  I  may  say 
Even  to  their  faces,  '  If  ye  side  with 

William 
Ye  are  not  noble  ! '  How  their  pointtnl 

fingers 
Glared  at  me  !    Am  I  Harold,  Han>ld, 

son  43<t 

Of  our  great  Godwin  ?    J^ !  I  touch 

mine  arms, 
My  limbs  —  they  arc  not  mine  —  tliey 

arc  a  liar's  — 
I  mean  to  be  a  liar  —  I  am  not  bound  — 
Htigand  shall  give  me  absolution  for 

it  — 
Did  the  ch(»st  move  Y  did  it  move  ?    [ 

am  utt(T  CTavcn  ! 
O  Wulfnoth,  Wulfnoth.  brother,  tlioii 

hast  be  tray 'd  me ! 
Wulfnoth.     Forgive  me,  brother,  I 

will  live  here  and  die. 
Knter  Pa  ok. 
Page.     My   lord !  the  duke  awaits 

thee  at  the  bancjuet. 
llarM,  Where  they  eat  dead  men's 

tiesh,  and  drink  tlieir  bUnxl. 
Page.  Mv  lonl —  444^ 

IlanAd.  1  know  your  Norman  C(V)k- 

ery  is  so  spiced. 
It  masks  all  this. 
l^ige.      My  lord !  thou  art  white  as 

death. 
Harold.  With  looking  on  the  dead. 

Am  I  so  whit<*  ? 
Thy  duke  will  seem  the  darker.  Hence. 

I  follow.  [Kxeunt. 


ACT  HI 

ScENK  I.  —  TiiK  Kino's  Palack 

I.OMM>N 

Ktno  EdwmiI).  dffifiij  on  acourh,  nnd 
////  him  fttiindihij  thf  (^IKKN.  HaH- 
ol.li.  .\|{<  lllUSIln|'.*<TI(:  \M).  <JrUTn. 

Lkokwin.    Au<  iini>*iioi>     Ai.DHKi). 

.Xl.DWYTlI.  niid  K I  HI  If. 

Sf/f/'ind.    Sleeping  or  dyiniT  thi-n*  t 
If  this  bf  <l«-j\th. 
Then  our  great  C'otnicil  wait  to  crown 
thee  king  — 


J£l7-  I A  tir 

It  e'er  the  JXanaaa  grow  too  bird  for 

thee,  la    Tbfat 

Aak  mc  for  this  at  thv  most  need,  sod 

Harold,  Whei 

At  thf  most  need  —  not  sooner. 
nanU.  80  I  will     And 

Btigand.     Red    gold  — a    huDdrc<l 

purses— yea,  and  more! 
If  thou  canst  ouike  a  wholesome  ue 

these 
To  chink  agi^nat  the  Normnn,  I  do  bc- 

H^old  crook'd  spine  would  hud  c 


IbToid.  Thank  thoe,  father ! 

Thou  art  English,  Edward  too  b  Eng- 
lish now, 
Hohathctean  repented  of  hisNormao-    For  v 

Btigand.  A]r.  as  the  libertine  repents    'Wul 

who  cannot  » 

Hake  done  undone,  when  thro'   bis    Then 

dying  sense 
Shrflla, 'Ixwt  thro' thee!'   Thoy  have 

built  their  caatles  here ; 
Our  priorica  are  Norman;  the  Norman     Rema 

adder  {  UfGc 

llath  bitten  us ;  we  arc  poison'd  ; 

dear  England 
Is  demi-Nonnan.     Hel  — 
\Pointinfi  to  Klnir  Edward,  ulrepiiin.  I  Have 
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m  one  whom  they  dispoped  ? 
farold.  No,  Stigand,  no ! 

ttgaiuL   Is  naked  truth  actable  in 

tnie  life  ? 
Ave  heanl  a  saying  of  thy  father 

Go<lwin, 
it,  were  a  man  of  state  nakedly 

true, 
a  would  but  take  him  for  the  craft- 
ier liar. 
^tofwin.  Be  men  less  delicate  than 

the  devil  himself? 
bought  that  naked  Truth  would 

dame  the  devil, 
2  devil  is  so  modest. 
Jurth.  He  never  said  it  I 

dtofmn.  Be  thou  not  stupid-honest, 

bn)ther  Gurth !  71 

JaroUi.  Better  to  be  a  liar's  dog,  and 

hold 
master  honest,  than  believe  that 

lying 
A  ruling  men  are  fatal  twins  that 

cannot 
ve  one  without  the  other.   Edward 

wakes  I  — 
led  —  he  hath  seen  a  vision. 
StfiMiiYf.  The  gnH*n  tree  ! 

en  a  great  Angel  past  along  the 

highest 
ring,  *  The  doom  of  England  1 '  and 

at  once 
stood  beside  me,  in  his  grasp  a 

sword 
lightnings,  wherewithal  he  cleft 

the  tree  80 

wn  off  the  bearing  tnmk.  and  hurl'd 

it  fn)m  him 
ree  fields  awav,  and  then  he  dash'd 

and  drench VI. 
dyed,  he  soak'd  the  tnink  with 

human  blocxi. 
d  brought  the  sunderM  tree  again, 

ami  set  it 
■ight  on  the  trunk,  that,  tliuft  bap 

tized  in  blood, 
!w  ever  high  and   higher,  In-youd 

my  seeing, 
d  shot  out  sidelong  lx)uglis  h<t(>hs 

the  deep 
at  dropt  thenuMrlves.  and  nKjtctl  in 

far  isles 
fond  my  seeing;    and   th(>  great 

Angel  rose 
d  pftft again  along  the  higliest.  cry- 
ing. 90 


•The  doom  of  England  !'— Tostig, 
raise  my  head ! 

[Fiills  hack  seuscUfui. 
Harold  (raiting  him).     Let  Harold 

serve  for  Tostig ! 
Queen.  Harold  «'rved 

Tostig  so  ill,  he  cannot  serve  for  Tos- 
tig! 
Ay,  raise  his  head,  for  thou  hast  laid 

it  low ! 
The  sickness  of  our  saintly  King,  foi 

whom 
My  prayers  go  up  as  fast  as  my  tears 

fall, 
I  well  believe,  hath  mainly  drawn  it 

self 
From  lack  of  Tostig  —  thou  hast  ban- 
ish'd  him. 
IfarokL  Nay — but  the  Council,  and 

the  King  himself. 
Queen.  Thou  hatest  him,  hatc^st  him ! 
Harold  {coldly).     Ay  — Stigand,  un- 
riddle 100 
This  vision,  canst  thou  ? 
Stigand.                   Dotage ! 
Edward  {riarting  vp).    It  is  finisli'd. 
I  have  built  the  Loni  a  house  —  the 

Ijonl  hath  dwelt 
In  darkness.     I  liave  built  the  Ix>rd  a 

house  — 
Palms,  flowers,  pomegranates,  golden 

cherubim 
With  twenty-cubit  wings  fn)mwall  to 

w^all  — 
I  have  built  the  Ix)nl  a  hou8<»  —  sing, 

Asaph!  clash 
The  eyml)al.  He  man  !  blow  the  trum- 

\)ct,  priest! 
Fall,  cloud,  and  All  the  house  —  lo! 

my  two  pillars, 
Jachin  and  Boaz  ! 

[Sting  Harold  and  Gurth. 

Han)ld.  Gurth.  —  whrn*  am  I? 

Where   is  the   charter  of   our  West 

minster  ?  nc 

Stigand.    It   lies  be^hU*  tlirr.  kinir. 

upon  tliy  NmI. 
fCdiranf.   Siirn.  sipn  at  onrj- —  take, 
siirn  it.  Stiirand.  AMn  d  I 
Sign  it,  my  g(M¥l  son  HamM.  (Jnrth. 

and  Li'ofwin! 
Sign  it,  my  Quetn  ! 

-!//.  We  hav*' signM  it. 

Hdirnnl.  it  is  tini«iird  ! 

The  kingliest  abln-y  in  all   Christian 
lands. 


■QlnUon  for  it.  Mm 
XSitard.   SUgand  ii  not  cuMolcal 

enough  I  KMT 
To  save  thcc  from  tbc  wrath  of  Nor- 
man Sbidis.  Tiiyoi 
Stigand.   Norman  pnoiigh  !  Bclhrrc  lalioiil 
no  Saints  of  Etiglsntt 
Tohelp  us  from  tbcirbreUinrn  yonder  T  Thcv  1 
Bdintrd.                               Prt-lnb',  The  c< 
Hie  Bafnts  are  oae,  but  those  of  Nor- 

manlund  I  1    lukfi 

An  mtghtlor  than  our  own.  ~-  Ask  it 

of  AWred.                  [To  Hanilil.  To  con 
Aldrtd.  It  shall  be  granted  him,  mr 

king;  for  he  Tlie  ul 

'Who  TOWS  a  TOW  to  strangle  his  on'ii  A  life 

mother                                    ijo  . 

Il  guiltier  keeping  this  than  breaking  That  11 

it  I      Han 

Who  Inherits  T  '          ^ 

To  wai 

voice                           '  Arc  all 

In  making  of  a  king,  yet  the  king's  i 

voice  Mailc  ii 

Ik  mudi  toward  his  making.    Who  i 

Inherits  T  Son.  th 

Edgar  the  Atheline  T  t 

Edvard.            No,  no,  but  lliirolil.  What  i 

I  love  Itim :  he  hatit  servetl  me ;  nunc  ( 


HAROLD 


795 


1  forbear  liim,  Uarold,  if  he 
ics ! 

im  pass  unscathed  ;  he  loves 
.  Harold  I 
to  the  Normans  left  among 

)w'd  me  for  love  I  and  dear 

,  swear 

u  art  king,  to  see  my  solemn 

V 

5hU 

Nay,  dear  lord,  for  I  have 
)ni 
ear  falsely  twice. 

Tliou  wilt  not  swear  ? 

I  cannot. 

.    Then  on  thee  remains  the 
se, 

thou  embrace  her^  and  on 
*,  1 80 

hou  abide  it,  — 

King  swoom ;    Edith  falU 
'  kneels  ty  t?te  conch. 

He  hath  swoon'd. 
no,  as  yet  a  breath. 

Look  up  !  look  up  ! 

Confuse  her  not ;  she  hath 
un 
ig  prayer  for  thee. 

O  noble  Harold, 
lou  couldst  have  sworn. 
For  thine  own  pleasure  ? 
No,  but  to  please  our 
ig  King,  and  those 
0  thy  good  their  own  —  all 
:laud,  earl. 

/would  thou  couldst  have 
rn.     Our  holy  King 
n  his  virgin  lamb   to  Holy 
rch  189 

ee  from  the  curse. 

Alas !  poor  man, 
5e  brought  it  on  me. 

O  good  son ! 
.vledge  made  him  all  the 
fuller 

means  whereby   the  curse 
ht  glance 
and  England. 

Father,  avc  so  loved  — 
The    more   the    love,   the 
htier  is  the  prayer  ; 
the  love,  the  more  acecpt- 


The  sacrifice  of  both  your  loves  to 

Heaven. 
Nc  sacrifice  to  Heaven,  no  help  from 

Heaven ; 
That  runs  thro*  all  the  faiths  of  all  the 

world. 
And  sacrifice  there  must  be,  for  the 
King  200 

Is  holy,  and  hath  talk'd  with   God, 

and  seen 
A  shadowing  horror  ;  there  are  signs 
in  heaven  — 
Uarolih    Your    comet    came     and 

went. 
Aldred.         And  signs  on  earth  I 
Knowest  thou  Senlac  hill  ? 

Harold.  1  know  all  Sussex  ; 

A  good  entrenchment  for  a  perilous 

hour ! 

Ahlred.    Pray  God   that  come  not 

suddenly  I    There  is  one 

Who  passing  by  that  hill  tliree  nights 

ago  — 
He  shook  so  that  he  scarce  could  out 

with  it  — 
Heard,  heard  — 
Harold.      The  wind  in  his  hair? 
Aldred.  A  ghostly  horn 

Blowing  continually,  and  faint  battle- 
hymns,  .  210 
And  cries,  and  clashes,  and  the  groans 

of  men  ; 
And  dreadful   shadows   strove   upon 

the  hill, 
And  dreadful  lights  crept  up  from  out 

the  marsh  — 
Corpse -candles  gliding  over  nameless 
graves  — 
Harold.    At  Senlac  ? 
Aldred.  Senlac. 

Edward  {waking).  Senlac  !   Sangue- 
lac, 
Th(>  Lake  of  Klorxl ! 

Stigaiid.  This  lightning  before 

death 
Plays  on  the  word,  — and  Normanizes 
loo  : 
Harold.   Hush,  father,  hush  ! 
Kdirtird.         Tliou  inicanoniral  Um)\, 
Wilt     thni   play   with    the   thunder? 

North  and  South 
'I'hunder  together,  showers  of   blo(Ml 
are  blown  22c 

H('for(t  a  never-ending  blast,  and  hiss 
Against  the  blaze  thry  t:annut  quench 
—  a  lake. 
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BcBin  n 

IkthbOardbk.  The  King's  Housb 
NEAR  London 

Satk.  Crown*d,  crown'd  and  lost, 
crown'd  King  —  and  lost  to 
me  I 

(Singing,) 

rwo  yoimg  lovers  in  winter  weather, 

None  to  guide  them, 
Wftlk'd  at  night  on  the  misty  heather; 
Night,  as  bUck  as  a  raven's  feather; 
Both  were  lost  and  found  together, 

None  beside  them. 

That  is  the  burthen  of  it— lost  and 

found 
Together  in  the  cruel  river  Swale 
A  hundred  years  ago ;  and  there 's  an- 
other, lO 

Lost,  lost,  the  light  of  daj, 

To  whidi  the  lover  answers  lovingly : 

'  I  am  beside  thee.' 
Lost,  lost,  we  have  lost  the  way. 

'l«ove.  I  will  guide  thee.' 
Whither,  O  whither?  into  the  river, 
Where  we  two  niav  be  lost  tofirether, 
And  lo«t  for  ever  7  « O.  never!  ().  nevor! 
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PIlif*    William'fl    fi'llow-trickatrrs ;  — 

Ih'IUt  iliV 
I*b!iii  CHilit  this,  for  deiitli  is  (l(?:itb, 

!^ifN  lis  In-voihI  tbu  lit*.     Kins  \\\v  — 

tlioii  iirt  lint 
1^  holy  sistrr  y«*t,  my  /^irl,  to  four 
K^hfTi'  iiiiirht  Im.*  luoru  thuii  1)n>tlu'r  in 

my  kiss, 
^nl  iiiitrc  tliun  kIsUt  in  thine  own. 
hiith.  I  diin^  not, 

JlitnJfi.    S^-sirttl   by   tlio   (?hurch  — 
•  f^ivr  foi  a  wholo  lift!  lon.i?.' 
^"lu-n  was  that  sunt;? 

hiith.         Urn*  to  th<»  ni^htiiijjah'S. 

Jlirfthl.  Tiit'irantliemsof  nocliiirch, 

liow  swtft.  thry  ari' I  '*• 

^or  kiiiirty  ]»ri(.'st,  nor  priestly  kini: 

to  rniss 
"Tli'ir  liillin;;s  ere  they  nest. 

Kffith.  They  are  hut  of  sprinir, 

Tlu-y  lly  thii  winter  chan^^t*  —  not  so 

with  IIS-- 
^'o  win;rs  to  <"ome  and  p). 

//ii •■»./#/.         \\\\i  win^r'il  souls  llyin^ 
Bvynn<l  all  <'han«;<'  and  in  tlie  eternal 

dislanee 
T»s<'llU-on  the  Trulli. 

hIith,  Tliey  are  not  so  true. 

Thi-y  t-iian|;e  their  niiitC's. 
llin*itl.    Do  tliey  ?    I  did  not  know 

it. 
hUth.    They  say  thou  art  to  weil 

the  I^hIv  Aldwvth. 
n*in4*I.    They  s:iy,  they  say! 
Mit/i.  '       '  If  this  he  politic. 

And  Will  for  tlnf!  and  Kn^Hand  — and 
fur  her —  71 » 

fare  nut  f»»r  nic  who  love  the*'. 
tiurth  (riifffhff).         Harold.  IFarohl! 
Ihiuftl.   The  voice  (if  <!urth  !     {F.n- 
hr   <ffurth. >      <IikmI    evm.    niy 
i;inm1  lirother ! 
ffitrth.    (iikmI  even,  irentle  Kdith. 
H*lith.  (Join I  evrn.  (riirtli. 

'inrfh.    Ill   news  hath  onnie:     Our 
ha])less  brnilir-r.  T<»tiir 
H<".  ftnd  the  iriant  KinL'  of  Norw:iv. 

Ilanild 
Hanhtwla  —  Scotland.     Inl.'ind,     I<  <•   | 
laml.  Orkney,  j 

Ari'landfil  north  <if  llunilier.  niid  in  a  ! 

Held 
^ipai-kt  with  earnairc  that  tli<-  liykes 
aikl  br«M>kH 


Wen>  briii|;;«*(l  and  dannn'd  with  dem 

have  overt  Imiwn 
M«ircar  and  Kdwhi. 

Jltint/f/.      Well  then,  we  must  ll^h 
How  blows  the  wind  ? 

(Siii'th  A«;ainst  Saint  Vali? 

And  William. 

Ilttrtttit.       Well  then,  we  w  ill  t(»  tl 

North. 
(iiirth.    Ay,  but   wors*-  news:  lb 
William  sent  In  Itmue, 
Swearini^  thou  swarest  falsi-Iy  by  li 

Saint,<5. 
The  pope  and  that  Archdeacon  Hild 

brand. 
His  master,  liciinl  him.  and  have  sci 

him  back 
A  holy  pMifanon.  >ind  a  bicsxfil  hair 
<  )f  I'cier.  and  all  France,  all  lbirL''UMd; 
Poilou.     all     Christendom    is    raisi 

apiinst  thee. 
He  hatJi  cursed   thc<-.   and  all    tlio: 

who  liirht  f(M-  I  her. 
And  ^nven  thy  n-alm  of  Kndand   I 
the  bastanl. 
Ihirnhf.    Ha!  ha! 
tjfith.    <  >.  lauirh  not !   -  StranL^e  an 

!;h:i>tlv  in  the  ulmiiu 

Andsh:tdowinLr>»f  thi>doulili  tliumle 

cloud 
That  lours  on  Kni:I:iiid    -  lauirhterl 

llitr*i!tf.  No.  n«>l  strani:* 

This  was  old  human  lauirhter  in  ol 

Home 
Hefore  a   I*i>pi'  was  bum.   whm  ths 

which  ri'iL'ii  il 
('alldiisilf  (;,«!.       A  Uindh  r.  nderin 
Of  'Kiiuhr  unto  Cr-ar."      Tin   tliN 

Shrphenl ! 
Take  this,  ;ind  n  iidi  i  that 

linrth.  'I'hc\    h:i\»    l:iU.  rt  Y'TI 

J/itif'/tt.      The     I.Mfd     \\:i«'    *Jim1     ]ii] 

ciunc  as  mall  -    tin    l'n|i>  1 

Is    iMMii    ami    conic>   :t>.    <ii«i         \fi 

r.-iken  ? 

tt'Uff,.  \i\\. 

T.wti-  hath  !aU.  M  V..ik  • 

//,.r../,/  'I',.  V.,,-!,  :h,ii       IMiil 

H:iil*>t    t  hiMi  ln-rii  }iM\  I  r.    I    ]i:iil    bi  Mt 

I  MM  VI  (j 
All        bii!    I    |o\i    till  I-    :i:.il  lliiiil  Iin  - 

aii«I  that 
It'-Miairi-i  lic\iiiiii    ull    I  11  trii-iv;   and   a 

iliun  III  >. 
.\iid  tliat  tliiiU  krioWt  st 


For   niir.)l<i  — pci 

1ii'1|>1ml  [m 
A  bri'iifh  tluit  flcp 

world. 
Aud  toiicheH  Him  tbat  maiJc  it. 


3  b..y,„ 


SCEKB  I.  —  Is  NORTHUIIBBIA 

Archbishop  Aldred,  Morcar,  Ed-  I 
WIN,  ntu/FORCBB.     Enter  H/lROLD, 
the  Handard  of  tlie  golden  Dragon  of    ( 
Wt»uz  preudtng  him.  ' 

ffarold.  Whatl  arc  thy  people  sul- 

lea  from  dvft.'at  !  I 

Our  Wcsaex  dragoD  flies  beyond  tbe 

H  umber, 
No  voice  to  gi%cl  it. 

^uitn.  Let  Qot  our  great  King  I 

Believe   us  sullen  —  only   shamed   Ij 

the  quick 
Before  tho  King — aa  liaving  been  n 

bruised 
By  Harold,  King  oC  Norway  ;  but  on 

Is  Harold,  Klug  of  England.    Pardon  I 

us,  tlioiii 
Our  silence  is  our  rtvcrencc   for  the 

Kiii-f' 
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ke  me  on  his  knees  and  tell 
tales  40 

and  of  Athelstan  the  Great 
e  you  Danes;  and  yet  he 
1  that  Dane, 
le,  Saxon,  were  or  should  be 

ind ;  for  this  cowherd,  like 

father, 

c  the  Normftn  scoundrels  off 

throne, 

a  kingly  thoughts  —  a  king 

len, 

)ut  bom,  like  the  great  King 

H 

long  the  oxen. 

That  is  true! 

.y,  and  I  love  him  now,  for 

J  own  father  49 

and  cobbled. 
Thou  art  To8tig*s  brother, 

;s  the  land. 

This  brother  comes  to  save 

from  waste ;  I  saved  it  once 

re, 

^our  people  banish'd  Tostig 

•e, 

jrd  would  have  sent  a  host 

ast  you, 

do  loved  my  brother,  bade 

[Cing, 

on  him,  sanction  your  de- 
banishment,  and  choice  of 

;  realm  from  scattering. 

King  I  thy  brother, 
''  dare  to  speak  the  truth, 
wrong'd. 

he,  bom  so ;  but  the  plots 
1st  him  60 

n'd  tamer  men. 

Thou  art  one  of  those 
into  Lord  Tostig's  treasure- 

WO  hundred  of  his  follow- 

rhen  Tostig  hath  come  back 
power, 

d  back  to  Tostig. 
e.     Ugh !  Plots  and  feuds ! 
lineticth  birthday.    Can  ye 

?  Gkxlwin  still  at  feud  with 
Mr, 


And  Alfgar  hates  King  Harold.   Plots 

and  feuds! 
This  is  my  ninetieth  birthday ! 

Harold.  Old  man,  Harold 

Hates  nothing;   not  his  fault,  if  our 
two  houses  70 

Be  less  than  brothers. 

Voices.  Aldwyth.  Harold,  Aid wyth! 
Harold.    Again!    Morcar!    Edwin! 

What  do  they  mean  ? 
Edwin.    So  the  good  King  would 
deign  to  lend  an  ear 
Not  overscomful,  we   might  chance 

—  perchance  — 
To  guess  their  meaning. 

Morcar.  Thine  own  meaning, 

Harold, 
To  make  all  England  one,  to  close  all 

feuds, 
Mixing  our  bloods,  that  thence  a  king 

may  rise 
Half-Godwin  and  half- Alfgar,  one  to 

rule 
All  England  beyond  question,  beyond 
quarrel. 
Harold.  Who  sow'd  this  fancy  here 
among  the  people  ?  80 

Morcar.  Who  knows  what  sows  it- 
self among  the  people  ? 
A  goodly  flower  at  times. 

Harold.  The  (Jucen  of  Wales  ? 

Why,  Morcar,  it  is  all  but  duty  in 

her 
To  hate  me ;  I  have  heard  she  hates 
me. 
Morcar.     No ! 
For  I  can  swear  to  tliat,  but  cannot 

swear 
That  those  will  follow  thee  against  the 

Norsc^nien, 
If  thou  deny  them  this. 

Harold.  Morcar  and  Edwin, 

When  will  ye  cease  to  plot  against  my 
house  ? 
Kdwin.  The  King  can  scarcely  dream 
that  we.  who  know 
His  prowess  in  the  monnUiins  of  the 
W(;st,  90 

Should  care  to  plot  against  him  in  the 
North. 
Morcar.  Who  dares  arrai«?n  us,  King, 

of  such  a  j)h)t  ? 
Harold.  Ye  heard  one  witness  even 

now. 
Morcar.        The  craven  1 


8oo  UM 

Tboro  in  »  fucUoii  risen  iignln  for  Tos- 

BlQco  Toatlg  iTimo  with    NiirWfty— 
rriglit,  not  love. 
JIarolil.  Hortatrnni)  EtlwiD.  will  ye, 

Mi'iv.ir',  Siirfly,  siirelyl 

ll;n^.l    Mori'nr  iiiiJ  Btlwiii,  wiU  ye 


Iloli. 


mill 


Iloll.  iiri  .1, 

/toruH,  Wli.-ru  it>  Oiy  bIsU*  T 
Yofvar,    S(imcwbi-re  buni  at  luinJ. 
Cftil  tinil  Nlm  minrs. 

lOftr  yiw*  UN/,  IAth  wafm*  AMwvUl 
liamtd.  1  iluubi  uot  but  ibon 

knowrst 
Why  Ibou  tut  sunimon'd. 

vIMNwrt.  WhyT-Istay  wltbtiMw. 
liHt   Iby  Dorui  IVatlg  spy  me  ont 

nl<.<liv. 
And  lUv  iiiv  itll  itlivF. 

H-tf^'i'l.  I'luuit  tbnu  love  unc 

Wbt)  ilhl  diMTOwu  ibini)  Uti^bwid,  im> 

>iHfca  tbw f 
Dit)»t  lii'ii  uix  luvc  ihine  busUuid! 

AiarflA.  O ;  my  kmi. 

TI»P  nintilr,  iriM,  ml.  wirr,  aT*§e 

king  — 
Thnil  *«,  my  lord,  ft  wslcb  of  poUey- 
MinM.  W«sitt 

I  ktif «  Um  brave :  bv  h>«al  bis  Uod: 

llmt  au.lr  brf  crcM :  tus  fiae<rf  uu  farr 

IttiV  — 
1  bruit  bim  nMCv  ibaa  oaoc~b^  is 

it  Walo^ 
llrrtbiK  htrwiini^bcrhnk.    H^ 

1  b*]  brra  >U  Webh. 

?^ 

I  «w  iW«  an  t*  Ite  >p  hn  hSb— anl 

Itbtf  iM  iW  oMqwi'^  S  liny  la««. 


JiMw    Dwdte  II  Ml  UmmV  !toi 


Jlariilti, 
Sho   would  have  lovad 

AldwyUi.  AMW 
Const   tbou  love  du^> 

where  I  love  I    ' 
AldiirfftA.    I   CUD.  IB* 

OWD  rtaki\  for  u 
For  Eagliuid.  for  thy  H 

who  flutU'is        ; 
Butwceu  lht!e  aod  tJM| 

would  Hud 
Her  nest  wiUiio  Ute  i 

still.  ^ 

if  amid.    Canst  tJaoa 

Ciuinot  lov«  BfiMt 

ItaroUt,    'nwB  la  Ik 
Uomc.  Aldnd.  jdB  -^ 


Tbaiall  c 
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Scene  II 

Before  the  Battle  of 
r  AM  ford-Bridge. 

OLD  and  hi§  Guard. 

Who  is  it  comes  this  way  Y 
ig?    {Enter  Tostiq  with  a 
I  force.)    O  brother, 
hou  doing  here  ? 

I  am  foraging 
y's  army. 

I  could  take  and  slay  thee. 
I  arms  against  us. 

Take  and  slay  me, 
d  loved  me. 

Edward  bade  me  spare 

[  hate  King  Edward,  for 

»in'd  with  thee 

ne  outlaw'd.      Take  and 

me,  I  say, 

ount  thee  fool. 

Take  thee,  or  free  thee, 
)r  slay  thee,  Norway  will 
war; 

'ould  strike  with,  Tostig, 
for  Norway.  lo 

lothing  in  thine  England, 
for  Norway, 

not  thee,  but  war.     What 
thou  here. 

thy  mother's  bosom  into 
[? 

ihe  hath  wean'd  me  from 
:b  such  bitterness. 

mine  own  earldom,   my 
lumbria : 

g^ven  it  to  the  enemy  of 
ouse. 

Northumbria  threw  thee 
ic  will  not  have  thee. 
ii8used  her ;  and,  O  crown- 
•ime  ! 

•r^d  thine  own  guest,  the 
■  Orm, 
Ine  own  hearth. 

The  slow,  fat  fool ! 
ind  prated  so,  I  smote  him 
nly ;  21 

what  I  did.    He  held  with 

IT.  — 

f  for  all  things  that  I  do. 
Lnd  Morcar  holds  with  us. 
back  with  him. 


Know  what  thou  dost ;  and  we  may 

find  for  thee, 
So  thou  be  chasten'd  by  thy  banish- 
ment, 
Some  easier  earldom. 

Tostig.         What  for  Norway  then  ? 
He  looks  for  land  among  us,  he  and 
his. 
Harold.    Seven  feet  of  English  land, 
or  something  more. 
Seeing  he  is  a  giant. 

Tostig.  That  is  noble  I  30 

Tliat  sounds  of  Godwin. 

Harold.       Come  thou  back,  and  be 
Once  more  a  son  of  Godwin. 

Tostig  {turns  away).  O  brother, 

brother, 

0  Harold  — 

Harold  {laying  his  hand  on  Tostig's 
sliould&r).  Nay  then,  come  thou 
back  to  us ! 
Tostig  {after  a  pause  turning  to  him). 
Never  shall  any  man  say  that  I, 
that  Tostig 

Conjured  the  mightier  Harold  from 
his  North 

To  do  the  battle  for  me  here  in  Eng- 
land, 

Then  left  him  for  the  meaner  !  thee  !  — 

Thou  hast  no  passion  for  the  house  of 
Godwin  — 

Thou  hast  but  cared  to  make  thyself 
a  king  — 

Thou  hast  sold  me  for  a  cry.  —  4a 

Thou  gavest  thy  voice  agaiust  me  in 
the  Council  — 

1  hate  thee,  and  despise  thee,  and  defy 

thee. 
Farewell  for  ever.  [E^t. 

Harold.        On  to  Stamford-Bridge  \ 

Scene  III 

After  the  Battle  of  Stamford 
Bridge.     Banquet 

Hauoi.d  and  Aldwytit.  Gukth, 
Leofwin,  Morcau,  Edwin,  and 
other  Earls  and  Thanes. 

Voices.     Ilail  !   Harold  !    Aldwyth  t 

hail,  l)ri(lpgroom  and  bride  ! 
Aldwyth  {talking  with  Harold).    An- 
swer them  thou  ! 
Is  this  our  marriage  banquet?  Would 
the  wines 


bM  HAS 

Of  wcdilUig  Iwd  been  dndi'd  Into  thr 

Of  Ylirtiwy,  lunl  ciur  inftirUgr  and  U»y 

llucD    tlruiik    logethoT '.    these    poor 
Itnrids  bul  a^w. 


Tt»  battlivMcc  by  ihw 

Jhrol/t.  'Ttiprc  «™  A  moniful 

Wlieii,  bfinc  f'trcml  alouf  from  all  my 

And  striking  M   lUnlnidB  Mid    Uu 

I  had  wish'd  for  ouv  vrnpou. 
AUififti.  Why  tin  tliau  and  ? 

IbtvtJ.     I  have  lost  tbo  boy  who 
pUy'd  itt  bitll  with  mc, 
With  whom  I  foiight  another  flghl 

than  this     ■ 
or  Slamford-Bridge. 

AUuij/ih,       Ay  !  BT  t  thf  rlctorica 
Over  OUT  uwu  poor  Woles,  wlien  at 

thy  silk- 
He  conqucr'd  wiUi  thee. 

HariZt.  No  —  tlie  childish  fist 

That  ainoot  strike  again. 

Ahheyth.  Thou  art  too  kindly. 

Why  didst  iliou  let  ao  many  Norse- 

ini;n  hence  I 
Thy  fierce  fore  kings  had  dencli'd  Iheir 

pirate  hidea 
To  the  bleak  church  (loi)ra.  like  kites 
upon  n  iMrD.  » 

HartM.     Is  there  so  great  n  need  to 

tell  thee  wliv  T 
AhMvth.    Yiai,  am  1  not  lUv  wife? 
Foim.  Hail,  llamld.  Aidwyth! 

BrideffTiJom  and  bridi'  1 
Alaayth.     Auswer  tlieiii  ! 

[  r»  IlarDld. 

Ilanild  {In  aJl).       KarU  and  thanes '. 

Kull  tluinks  for  your  fair  greetiDg  of 

my  liridL- ! 
Rarla,  ihnnes,  and  all  our  countrymen  1 

the  day, 
Onrday  bogide  the  Derwent,  will  not 

Less  tliim  a  star  among  the  goldeaest 


hours 

Of  Alfnil,  iir  of  Eilwiird  his  tfrt-nt  son 
Or  AtJielsiiin.  tir  Kiii;li»li  Iruusidc 
Who  foudit  witli  Kuut,  or  Knut  vrhr 

ciiining  Dane  j. 

Died  EiiirliKb,     ETery  intm  about  his 

Kin*' 


Fought  tike  a  king;  tbe  King 

No  belter  ;  one  for  all.  mh]  kH  I 
Uue  soul  1  and  Iheref ovv  have  n 

ler'd  back 
Tlic  hugest  ware  fmin  Nmdai 

Surged  ou    111.   aud    oar  IMI 

The  Raven'*  wfntf,  and  doril 

utrrloQ  ercMK 
From   the  gray  nea   for  tms: 

are  buimt—  J 

Driuk  to  the  deud  who  dim 

thcliring  M 

Who  fought  and  wmihllwT«B 

haiifikr  livwl.  it 

lfhnppleriiclolive:tb«ybntbl| 
lu  the  large  mouth  of  BaM 

herfdvtt  ^ 

Die  with  Uic  workl.     nail— W 

Mortar.     Mar  all  liinAMI 

like  llnnlrada  ! 
AUlroitora  fail  like  Tostigl 

[Aliannib^l 
Aldagth.  Thv  cap ' 

Harold.     I  saw  the  band  id 

cover  It. 
Our  dear,  dead  traitor-brother, ' 

him 
Reverently  we  buried.     Friem 

I  beeii  here. 
Without  too  large  self-lauding 

hold 
The  sequel  had  been  other  th 

league 
With  Norway,  and  this  battle. 

be  wlui  liim ! 
He  WM  not  o(  the  worst.     If  U 

At  banquet  in  this  hall,  and  h 

For  there  be  those,  I  fear,  who  | 

To  make   him   upring,   that  » 

Danish  blood 
Itlight  serve  an  end  not  Bnfi 

peace  with  them 
Likewise,  if  thtji  ctko  be  at  p<se 

what 

Ood  gave  us  lodlvideuafrom  tb 

AUlwyth  {anitU  to  Uarold).    M> 

ourMorcaraulIeD:  it  ism 

HanM.     Hall   to   the  llvio: 

fought,  the  dcfiA  who  td 

rtnVy«.  mil.  hail  I 


..  t  Tlutfir.     Tbfii  for  \\m  biwianl 
I  tot  aoi)  nnthfntf  more  I 

Ay,  hnt  bi-likn 

>t  Ic-DJIlt  liii  UKlMlirC. 

(  nuM/.         Hj  HuUit  Kilmtinfl 
ftrfr-mFaMirc  him.     Hound  alevp  (» 
Uio  nutii 

Cmiiy  willimit  ilfralo 


\nriuk,. 
(Iml  «1iik  litm  I 
Caiiiii'I  liumla  whldi 


To  sliovo  tiMt  rtnuHiHl  lrH«»([  i>ff  our 

And  kolI  tlie  ■linitcr'd  Kudli  agnln  to 

HcuttlobUroi'kk'tJiellT   Wlittt'n  tim- 

wnr-Linah,  oih] 


To  SUnifnrtI  BriilRpT  I 

t4u  luud.  (Iml,  by  Halm  I>uiwtan,  tdd 

SttiatThiir  — 
Uf  (hNl,  HP  ili»'i|rht  bim  iIcwtM 


Third  T'lai-e.     Tlic  waslit-rwoni 

bral  ! 
Fourth    ri.<in,).    Tbe   tanners 

tan]  ! 
Fifth  Thane.    The  Falaiae  bybli 
Bntcr  a  Thank,  from  Pmenaey,  «pat- 
Urtd  uiilh  mttd. 
Harold.       Ay,  but  what  late  guest, 
Aa  bagrard  as  a  tost  of  forty  rtaya, 
And  o^cd  and  plaatcr'd  with  a  b 

dmi  mires, 
Hath  stumbled  ou  our  cupaT 

Thane  from  Peveasfy.     My  lord  the 

William  the  Norman,  for  tbe  wind  had 

changed  —  ,00 

Harold.    I   felt  it  in  tbe  middle  of 

that  fierce  fight 

At   Stamford-Bridge.     William   hath 

landed,  ha? 

ThaTie  from  Ptveniey.     Landed'  at 

Pevensey  — I  am  from  Peven- 

Halh  wasted  all  the  land  at  Pevensey  — 
Hatb  borrled  mine  own  cattle— Ood 

confound  him  1 
I  have  ridden  night  and  day  from 

Pevensey  — 
A  thousand  sbips— a  hundred  thou- 
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''  people  home,  descend  tlie 

}  of  full  allegiance  in  thy 

5   his  mercy,  for  the  Holy 
ler 

1  this  realm  of  England  to 
S^orman.  10 

Then  for  the  last  time, 
k,  I  ask  again 

the  Lateran  and  the  Holy 

er 

[1  England's  choice  of  her 

king? 

Earl,   the    first    Christian 

ir  drew  to  the  East 

he  Pope  dominion  in  the 

>t 

m  all  the  kingdoms  of  the 

So  I  — did  he?  — Earl  — I 

a  mind  to  play 

n  with  thine  eyesight  and 

x)ngue. 

-  thou  art  but  a  messenger 

illiam. 

—  go ;  make  me  notwrotli 

thee  I  20 

Mock-king,  I  am  the  mes- 

jr  of  God, 

m   Daniel!    Mene,   Mene, 

1! 

h  hell,  that  I  should  spare 

ft  is  wroth  with  tJiee  f  Hear 
^ain  ! 

have  moved  the  Church 
noves  the  world, 
;  Heavens  and  very  God  ; 
heard  — 

King  Edward's  promise 
hine  — thine. 

Should  they  not  know  free 
and  crowns  herself  ? 
hat  he  nor  I  had  power  to 
ise? 

that  Edward  cancell'd  his 
promise  ?  30 

ly  part  therein  —  Back  to 
juggler,  [Rin/if/. 

e  Saints  are  nobler  than  he 

OS, 

lat  God  is  nobler  than  the 
a  wc  stand  arm'd  011  Senlac 


And  bide  the  doom  of  God. 

Marr/ot.  Hear  it  thro'  me. 

The  realm  for  which  thou  art  forsworn 

is  cursed. 
The  babe  enwomb'd  and  at  the  breast 

is  cursed. 
The  corpse  thou  whelmest  with  thine 

earth  is  cursed. 
The  soul  who  figbteth  on  thy  side  is 

cursed. 
The  seed  thou  sowest  in  thy  field  is 

cursed,  40 

The  steer  wherewith  thou  plowest  thy 

field  is  cursed, 
The  fowl  that  fleeth  o'er  thy  field  is 

cursed. 
And  thou,  usurper,  liar  — 
Harold.  Out,  beast  monk  1 

[Lifting  his  hand    to  stnke   him, 
Gurth  stops  tJie  blow. 

I  ever  hated  monks. 

Margot.  I  am  but  a  voice 

Among  you ;  murder,  martyr  me  if  ye 

will  — 
Harold.     Thanks,  Gurth  !    The  sim- 
ple, silent,  selfless  man 
Is  worth  a  world  of  touguesters.     {To 

Margot.)    Get  thee  gone  I 
He  means  the  thing  he  says.     See  him 

out  safe  I 
J^ofwin.     He  hath   blown  himself 

as  red  as  fire  with  curses. 
An  honest  fool !    Follow  me,   honest 

fool,  50 

But  if  thou  blurt  thy  curse  among 

our  folk, 
I  know  not — I  may  give   that  egg- 
bald  head 
The  tap  that  silences. 
Harold.  See  him  out  safe. 

[Exeunt  Leofwin  and  Margot. 
Gurth.     Thou  hast  lost  thine  even 

temper,  brother  Harold  ! 
Harold.      Gurth,  when    I   past    by 

Waltham,  my  foundation 
For  men  who  serve  the  neighbor,  not 

themselves, 
I  cast  me  down  prone,  praying ;  and, 

when  I  rose. 
They  told  me  that  the  Holy  Uoo<l  had 

Ican'd 
And  bow'd  above  me;    whether  that 

which  held  it 
Had  weaken'd,   and  the   Kood  itself 

were  bound  60 


To   I.luit    necessity  whidi  bioils    us 

WhctliHr  it  bow'd  at  all  but  in  their 

Or  IT  il  boWd,  wlielher  it  Bymboirfl 

(»r  gitiry,  who  sliall  tell  T  but  tlioy 

weru  and, 
Ami  Bomijwhat  gtuliloii'd  tnu. 
tliirlA.  Yet  ft  a  fi-ar, 

Or  Hluidow  of  II  f™r,  lust  tLe  strange 

Uv  whom  thou  nwiiront  should  have 

p<,w.-t  U,  bulk 
Tliy  pui^unin'r'  in  this  ft  gilt  with  him 

wliu  mailo 
Ami  bcuni  tlioe  swoar— brcUier— / 

hnvn  not  sworn  — 
It  tbe  Kins  fait,  may  not  the  kingdom 


WliHlcvercliiiiiw.  but  leave  this  day 

h-f'i-i'ii   UnUriiiij).  And   waste  the 

hiiiil  iibiiut  thee  as  Ihou  goest, 
Anil  be  thy  hand  ea  wiuteronthe  Qehl, 
To  leave  the  toe  uo  fomsB. 

Hnrold.  Noble  Gurth ! 

Bcstwn  of  Godwin  I  It  I  full.  I  fall  — 
Tlie  doom  of  God  1    How  should  the 

people  light 
When  the  King  IliesT  And,  Leofwin, 

art  thou  roiul  1  Hh 

How   sliouli)    the    King  of   England 

waste  tlic  fields 
Of  Kngkiid.  his  own   people!— No 

glunro  yet 
Of  Uio  N'orlhumbrian  helmet  on  thi.' 

iiciiUi  ? 
[^i-fifin.     No,  but  a  Bhoal  of  wlTcS 

upon  tiie  heath. 
And  SIM1II1  imp  saw  Ihy  willy-nilly  nun 
Vying  II  tri-3«  ngaiust  oiir  golden  fern 
lltirokl.     Vying  a  tear  with  our  cold 

dews,  a'  sigh 
With    these    low -moaning    hetivcua, 

IjTt  her  be  fetcli'd. 
Wu  have  purtM  from  our  wife  wiih- 

out  rejirouch. 
Tho'  «'c  have  piunied  tliro'  all  Iut 

practlcfa ;  »i 

And  Uut  tfl  well 


r\ 


She  hitth  not  loft  u& 

Ilarvld.        Nutlet  vt\ 

QvTth.     Nnr  wf-ca,  tm 

Williain's.  •irhlii 

As  wind  blows,  or  t«l«  J 

h«  watchf« 
It  tills  war-atoriD  in  OM 

Wash  up  that  old  crowa 
btrl&nd. 
llarold.     1  inwrird  fai 
—  n  nil)  ntmlvM 
The  tnitli  of  love.     Efl 

aei'nis. 
Is  oft    na  cfaiUllm*  ft, 

ovil 
For  cWl. 

Lenftrin,     Oood  for  gk 

A  bastard  fMlMuWilH 

Pnir"d   tiot   with    Good. 

A  Huatch  of  ttlvep  wen  ! 

of  God. 
Qurth,  Leofnin,  go  ono 

the  hill  — 
What  did   tfad   dud    n 

Sanguelac, 
Tlie  lake  of  blood  T 
Leoflrin.     A  luke  Owl 

Ab  well  ns  llarold. 
narotd.  I.ikc  eac 

Tho  tKnches  dug.  tho 

And  wattled   thiek  with 

low-waods. 
Yeft,  wrought   at  them 

round  oure  more ; 
Sec  all  be  Bound  and  wb 

Can  shatter  Kngbuid.  rt 

by  shi<>kl ; 
Tell  tliat  agaia  lo  all- 
OurtA.  I  will 

Harotd.     Our  guardn 
toil'd  his  hand  asil 
I  haud.  foot,  heart  BmI 
wine  I 
[Onfpotir*  wt'iw  intoc 
lie  haiuh  t't  Iluohl 
WliatT  wemuBtuaeour 
dv- 
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Bman  have  slept  well,  since 
came  in  ? 

Ay,   slept    and    snored. 
ir  second-sighted  man 
3d  the  dying  conscience  of 
king 

their    snores    for    groans. 
y  are  up  again  lao 

ting  that  old  song  of  Bru- 
t>urg 
gland  conquer* d. 

That  is  well.     The  Nor- 

J  doing  ? 

Praying  for  Normandy ; 
3  have  heard  the  tinkle  of 
r  bells. 

And  our  old   songs    are 
'ers  for  England  too  I 
Saints  — 

Barring  the  Norman  I 

Nay, 
great    trumpet    blowing 
nsday  dawn, 

iiist  rest.  Call  when  the 
man  moves — 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Harold. 
-  thousands  of  horses  —  our 
Id  wall  — 

?ak  it  not — break  not — 
k  —  [Sl^^ps. 

f  Edward.      Son  Harold,  I 
king,  who  came  before     131 
3  thou  shouldst  win  at  Stam- 
Bridge, 

>nce  more,  from  where  I  am 
eace, 
loved  thee  in  my  mortal 

e  thou  shalt  die  on  Scnlac 

! 

f  Wulfnoth.       O    brother, 

1  my  ghastly  oubliette 

J   voice  across  the  narrow 

0  more,  dear  brother,  never- 

1  140 
f  Tostig,  O  brother,  most 
rotherlike  to  me, 

»t  thy  voice  against  me  in 

life, 

voice  against  thee  from  the 

e  — 

I 


Vision  of  Norman  Saints.      O  hap- 
less Harold  I   King  but  for  an 

hour ! 
Thou  swarest  falsely  by  our  blessed 

bones, 
We  give  our  voice  against  thee  out  of 

heaven  ! 
Sanguelac  1   Sauguelac  I   The  arrow  ! 

the  arrow  I 
Harold  (starting  up,   hattle-a^jce    in 

hand).  Away  I 

My  battle-axe  against   your   voices. 

Peace ! 
The  King's  last  word  —  *  the  arrow !  * 

I  shall  die —  150 

I  die  for  England  then,  who  lived  for 

England  — 
What  nobler?  men  must  die. 
I  cannot  fall  into  a  falser  world  — 
I  have  done  no  man  wrong.     Tostig, 

poor  brother. 
Art  thau  so  anger'd  ? 
Fain  had  I  kept  thine  earldom  in  thy 

hands 
Save  for  thy  wild  and  violent  will  that 

wrench'd 
All   hearts  of  freemen  from  thee.     I 

could  do 
No  other  than  this  way  advise  the 

king 
Against  the  race  of  Godwin.     Is  it 

possible  160 

That  mortal  men  should  bear  their 

earthly  heats 
Into  yon  bloodless  world,  and  threaten 

us  thence 
Uuschool'd  of  Death  ?  Thus  then  thou 

art  revenged  — 
I  left  our  England  naked  to  the  South 
To  meet  thee  in  the  North.   The  Norse- 
man's raid 
Hath  helpt  the  Norman,  and  the  race 

of  Godwin 
Hath  ruin'd  G(Kl\vin.     No  —  our  wak- 
ing thouL^hts 
Suffer  a  stonnless  sl)ij)wreck   in   the 

pools 
Of  sullen  slumber,  and  arise  airain 
Disjointed  ;     only     dreams  —  w  lie  re 

min(!  own  self  170 

Takes  part  ai^ainst  myself  !  Why  ?  for 

a  spark 
Of  self-disdain   born   in  me   w^hen   I 

swaro 
Falsely  to  him,  the  falser  Normaa 

over 


His  ^Idcil  ark  a(  mumuiy-Hiiiuts,  by 

I  knew  not  tlial  I  sware.  —  doI  for  my- 
self— 
For  Buglaud  ~  yet  uot  wlioUy  — 
BiUcr  Kditu. 

Edit]].  EdIUi. 
n<a  thou  Into  lliy  cloister  aa  llie  Kin^' 
Will'ii  it;  hcanfc,  tlie  pBrJury-iiiDngt.T- 

ILK  Coiiut 
Haili  iuikIo  loo  good  an  use  of  Holy 

Churcli 
To  break  hnr  close  I     Tlicrc  Ihe  gin\t 

Ood  of  trutli  iSn 

Fill  all  Diini:  hours  with  pt'iux! — A 

lyinjf  dcYil 
HnUi  huiintal  luu  —  luiutf  uatli  —  my 

wife  —  I  (niii 
Had  made  my  muriagc  not  a  lie;  I 

(xniM  uot. 
Thou  art  my  bride  I  and  tfaou  In  after 

PrayioB  peri'liance  for  liiis  poor  siHil 

of  inloe 
Iq  cold,  whitn  cclb  beneath  an  icy 

Tills  iiii'tinffy  to  tliee  !  —  and  this  lo 

England. 
My  legacy  of  war  against  the  Pojio 
From  child  to  child,  from  Popu  to 

Pope,  from  age  lo  agr, 
Till  tbe  eea  wash  &r  level  with  ber 
slioris.  i^ 

Dr  till  tbe  I'ope  lie  Christ's. 
EnUr  Alwwtth. 
AMtpyth{fo'Eii\\\.\i).  Away  from  him ! 
EdilA.    1  will.  — I  have  not  s|H>ken 
to  tbe  king 
One  word  ;  and  one  I  must.  Farewell  I 


[H,.i„g. 
Not  yet. 


(71'  Aluwytti.) 
Uave   thy   two    bretlireu  sunt    thrir 

Ald-tjith.   Niiy,  I  fear  not 
Harold.        Theu  there  a  do  forve  in 
tbee ! 
Tlioiididstposse»»  thyself  of  Edward's 


Thou  didsl  arouiH;  tlur  Hitci*  ?( 

Thou  liasi  bci-n  false  U)  EogU 

tome! 
As — in  somi!  KOl  —  I  barcbn 

10  tbee. 
Leave  mc.      No    room  —  Rb 

both  sides —  Gol 


g  thy  lore  for  OrtlVylli! 

Obey  my  first  and  bst  cmnnM 

Gol 
AUin/lli.  O  Harold  1  huiband 

wu  meet  agahi  1 
Ilamld.  After  the  bDtllc—al 

battle.     Go. 
Aldvgth.     t   go.      (.AmMl)  ' 

ootild  slab  her  alandtng  < 

Edith.  Alas,  my  lord,  abo  Ion 

lliraUl.  Ktvtr! 

Ktm.    IsilwiEinbercVia! 

Jlarold.  1  sw  il  it 

And  not  on  thee—  uor  KnglaiK 

Ood's  doom  ! 

Sdilh.  On  thfrr  on  UK'.    Ai 

art  England  I  .\lfned 

Was  EuglamT    Ethclivd  was  n 

England 
Is  but  her  king,  and  thou  art  I 

The  algniu  heaven  —  Ibesiidd* 

My  fatal  oath — the  dead  S: 
tlie  dark  dreams^ 

Th(r  Pope's  nualhema  —  tlic  Hd 

That  Ixiw'd  U>  me  at  WalUiam  - 
if 

I,  tbe  laal  English  Kiugof  Eag 
AV/»(A, 

First  of  a  line  that  coming  fr 

Aii'l  cliiisen  by  tbe  people  — 

Ilanild.  And  fighl 

And  dying  tor  the  people  — 

filiih.  Livinel 

IlartM.    Yea  so,  gooii  ebcei 

art  Harold.  I  am  Editb! 

lAiok  not  thus  wan! 

Kdith.     What  matters  )iow  I 
Have  we  not  liruken  Walraand 

landU  slain. 
Whose  life  was  alt  ooe  batUe 
nate  war,  ,    , 
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at-king,  a  mightier  man-in- 

is 

liam. 

Ay,  my  girl,  no  tricks  in 
I  — 

d  ho  1  when  all  was  lost,  he 
I'd, 

is  shield,  and  dash'd  it  on  the 
und,  330 

^ing  his  two-handed  sword 
ut  him, 

hs  at  every  swing,  ran  in 
n  us 

K>,  and  I  loved  him  as  I  hate 
vho  made  me  liar.     If  Hate 
kill, 
hing  wield  a  Saxon  battle- 

^aste  not  thy  might  before 
battle  I 

No, 
must  hence.     Stigand  will 
thee  safe, 
Farewell. 

\IIe  is  going,  but  turns  back, 
J  ring  thou  darest  not  wear, 
d  it  fashioned,  see,  to  meet 
hand. 

Id  shows  the  ring  which  is  on 
finger. 

340 
going,  but  turns  back  again. 
as  Death  this  day  to  aught 
irth's 
am's  death  or  mine. 

Thy  death  1  — to-day! 
y  birthday  ? 

Ay,  that  liappy  day  ! 
welcome!  happy  days  and 

!  [They  embrar.e. 

11  bear  thy  blessing  into  the 
e 

the  doom  of  God. 
Cries  (heard  in  the  dintance). 
Ha  Rou  1  Ha  Rou ! 

Enter  Qubth. 

The  Norman  moves ! 

Harold  and  Holy  Cross  ! 
'Exeunt  Harold  and  Gurth. 
Enter  Stkjand. 
Our  Church  in  arms  —  the 
t  the  lion — not 
>runing-hook  —  the  counter 
—  350 


Cowl,  helm ;  and  crozier,  battle-axe. 

Abbot  Alfwig, 
Leofric,  and  all  the  monks  of  Peter^ 

boro* 
Strike  for  the  king ;  but  I,  old  wretch, 

old  Stigandi 
With  hands  too  limp  to  brandish  iron 

—  and  yet 
I  have  a  power — would  Harold  ask 

me  for  it 
I  have  a  power. 
Edith.      What  power,  holy  father  ? 
Stigand.   Power  now  from  Harold 

to  command  thee  hence 
And  see  thee  safe  from  Senlac. 
Edith.  I  remain  I 

Stigand.     Yea,  so  will  I,  daughter, 

until  I  find 
Which  way  the  battle  balance.    I  can 

see  it  360 

From  where  we  stand;  and,  live  or 

die,  I  would 
I  were  among  them  I 

Canons  from  Waltham  (singing 
without). 

Salva  patriam, 
Sanctu  Pater, 
Saiva,  Fili, 
Salva,  Spiritus, 
Salva  patriam, 
Saucta  Mater.  1 

Edith.   Are  those  the  blessed  angels 

quiring,  father? 
Stigand.      No,   daughter,    but  the 
canons  out  of  Waltham,         270 
The  king's  foundation,  that  have  fol- 
low'd  him. 
Edith.^     O   God    of  battles,   make 
their  wall  of  shields 
Firm   as  thy   cliffs,   strengthen  their 

palisades ! 
What  is  that  whirring  sound  ? 
Stigand.  The  Norman  arrow  ! 

Edith.     Look  out  upon  the  battle  — 

is  he  stife  ? 
Stigand.      The    King    of  England 
stands  between  his  banners. 
He   glitters  on   the  crowning  of  the 

hill. 
God  save  King  Harold  1 

Edith.  — chosen  by  his  people 

And  fighting  for  his  peoph;  ! 

Stigand.  There  is  one 

1  The  a  throughout  those  Latin  hymns 
should  be  sounded  broad,  as  in  '  father.' 


Bio 

C«mi«    r  ''"^^  owe  of  , 

ISJilA. 
To  ni««ct  lifB>  ■ 


iftJU  — 

mis' 


,1  \^'. 


I 


MuiiU!fl  bitn  lo  ibc  draiti 
\j,.    80  |wrh>b  nil  Uh> 

Kull  (>mUlar  ; 
mnnim,  lluuilna, 

HuMbfvrAi   '- 


Oakosb  {tinging). 


4lt,  eiu'.h  n  BtatuL-  on  his  Iiutsf,  saiA 
wnil. 
KityUth  VHf.     Haroia  and  God  Al- 

niightr ! 
Normnn  Vi-itt.     Ila  Rou  1  Ila  Rou ! 
Canons  (eiri'iii-i). 

P<inim.l,  prr I,  ' 

At.Bli"|m,«,„r. 

BtioiiHii.     I.iiok.  iluM^'liU'r,  look. 

Kiim.       Nhv,  fuUiiT,  lixik  for  w  ,' 

SliyiuKl.     Iliir  axes  lit'liten  wHli  n 

Hi nKlc  flush  jm 

libout  Utu  Mutuiiiit  or  Uiu  hill,  nnd 


Hare 

fftoA  Gunhlntk 


^  Kaetanar  , 

A^mmC      No,  u  H 

Shmtta  «»BtMnK-lwp 

—  all  iltHr  twwv 
Swallow  til-.-  hili  1-jcii-l  m 
up. 
Kft'A.     O  Gol  .rf  ban 

bttttlp-SKP  kfro 
As  Ihjnc  o»-n  sfaarjvdiTt 

As  tliiite  own  bolta  thati 

ful  he*ds 
Charged    with  Ihe  *eiri 

whr refrain  th«;  tt) 


Sis  vJiu]i<T«if<tl 


Edith.     O  God  of  ImU 

three  to  oop. 

Make  thou  one  man  m 

them  down  I 

Canok*  (liiigit 


Franpr.  I'nalnr 

Stignitit.      Yea,  >«.  h 

liuicM  snap  ami  idn 

Against  the  shifting  lito 
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in  of  old  Woden,  liow  he 

copse  of  faces  I    There  ! 

i(?re ! 

d  horseman  cannot  meet 

ield, 

Uat  brains  the  horseman 

s  the  horse, 

(1  horseman  roll  along  the 

2  more,  they  fly,  the  Nor- 
ies  I  3 so 

U5  cum  equito 
ra*cipiutur. 

God,  the   God  of  truth 
eard  my  cry  ! 
.  follow  them,  drive  them 
sea! 

rum  ffcelera 
oena  seqaatur  t 

>uth  !  no ;  a  lie  ;  a  trick, 

nan  tricrk  ! 

on    the    pursuer,    horse 

t  foot. 

'  all  that  follow. 

Have  mercy  on  us  ! 

Hot-hcjuicd     fiHjls  —  to 

the  wall  of  shields  !       ^fxi 

roken  the  conunandment 

kin^  I 

fis  oath  was  broken  —  ( ) 
[orman  Saints, 
now  of  heaven,  and  s(*e 
1 
n  shrines,  panlon  it.  par- 

sware  himself  for  all  hi- 
ll 1  I  h(X>k  out  upon  the 
! 

They  thunder  a^uin  uimhj 
rricadea 
eagle,   but  the  strife   so 

tiottest  of  it ;  hold,  ash  ! 

villow  J 

i>«.     Out.  out  I 

'ieM.     Ha  Kou  ! 

Ha  I    Gurth     had    l<a|>t 

dm  j;. 

n;  he  hath  fall(>ii. 

And  I  am  ]i<  anl. 
.  in  the  Highest  !  fallen, 
I 


Stigand.      No,   no,    his  horse  —  he 

mounts  another  —  wields 
His  war-club,  dashes  it  on  Gurth,  and 

Gurth. 
Our  noble  Gurth,  is  down  ! 
Edith.  Have  mercv  on  us  t 

i>tigand.     And  Leof  win  is  down  I 
Edith.  Have  mercy  on  us  I 

O  Thou  that    knowest,   let  not  my 

strong  prayer 
Be  weakened  in  thy  sight,  because  I 

love 
The  husband  of  another ! 
Nonmin  (/rics.     Ha  Hou  I  Ha  liou  I 
Edith.     I  do  not  hear  our  English 

war-cry. 
Stigaiid.  Xo.  380 

hAlith.     Ix)ok  out  upon  the  battle  — 

is  he  safe  ? 
St  if/and.      He  stands  between   the 

banners  with  the  dead 
So  piled  about  him  he  can  hardly  move. 
I'Aiith  (taktu  up  the  war-cry).     Out  ! 

out  ! 
yorman  (-rien.     Ha  Hou  1 
Etiith  {rritM  out).     Harold  and  Holy 

Cross ! 
Xorman  (yitJf.     Ha  Hou  !  Ha  liou  ! 
Elith.  What  is  that  whirring 

.«M)Uud  ? 
St  if/and.      The    Norman  sends   his 

arrows  up  to  heaven, 
They  fall  on  those  within  the  palisjide! 
Edith.     L<M)k  out   ui)on  the  hill  — 

is  llan)ld  then*  Y 
Stiijtiiid.    SaniTuelae  —  Sangu«lae ~ 

thearn>\v  —  the  arrow  I  — away ! 


scKNK  n 

FlKLI)   OF   THK    I)KAI>.       NlCiHT 

Ai.nwvTU  find  KniTH. 

AJdirtfth.     O  E<iitli.  art  thou  here? 
O  Ilan»I.!.  llardd 
Our  llamM       \\r  >liall  n-vrr  x'l-  him 
more. 
E'h'th.     F«»r    tlnTi'    was   more    than 
sifter  in  ni\  kis«;. 
Ami  st»  tin-  faints  wrn*  wn)tli.     1  <'an- 

Tint   lose  thrill, 

F«»r   tiii'V    are    N«>rmaii    Saints      an<i 

y<t  I  should  -- 
Tliey  an-  so  much  holier  than  their 

liarlol'6  MU 


Al,t,n,tli.    i  wy  it  il.'.iv.  foririvL-  inc. 

Kditk.  Cross  tiiL-  [iot 

[  am  sueking  ouu  wUo  wtnl(k-U  me  i: 

WbisptT  I    Gud'a  aagtils  only  know  it 

What  art  thou  doing  bere  fttnoog'  the 

dead? 
Tbej  are  stripping  the  duud  bodies 

uakcd  youder, 
And  tliou  art  come  to  rob  them  of 
tiieirrin^! 
AldaytJi.    O   Edith.   Edith,  I   have 
loat  both  crowD  lo 

And  buaband. 
Edith.         So  have  I, 
Aldaylh.  I  tull  thee,  girl, 

1  am  seeking  my  dead  Hurokl, 

Edith.  And  I  mine  1 

The  Holy  Father  strangltd  him  with 

a  hair 
Of    Peter,    and    liis    brother    Tostig 

belpt : 
The  wicked  xiater  clapt  her  bands  and 

luugli'd  ; 
Then  all  the  dead  tell  on  bira. 

Atdwyth.  Eilitli,  Edith  — 

Edith.   Wtiat  was  he  likt,  this  biis- 
band  T  like  to  thee! 


the  doubt!  but  1  am  wiser 

rise — Will  none  among  you 

—  only  for  lliia 

re  found  it  here  ugaln  T 

[She  put:  it  on. 
And  til  nil. 
an  I  for  ever  and  evennoti.: 
[I/hlU  on  the  body  atid  din. 
.  Deatli  I  —  and  enough  of 
h  lot  tLis  one  day. 
3f  Buint  CalixtuB,  Hnd  tlie 


ben  I  w 


And  this  dead  KioL-'s, 
kinjjlikc 

s  bill  ycB- 

t  him   In  Ills   Eugliah 


Before  he  fell  ii 
When  all  I 

be  King, 
And  Harold  was 
Williaw.        T 
Take  them  a 
Malet,  I  vow   to  build  a  church   to 

God 
Here  on  the  hill  of  bailie;  let  our 

high  alCa 
Stand    where    their  standard    tell—; 

where  these  two  li 
Take  tliem  away,  I  do  not  love  toM 

Phirk  the  dead  woman  off  the  dea 
mail.  Malet  I 
MiitH.    FastiT   tlian   ivy  I    Must  ] 
hack  her  arms  off? 
ITow  shall  1  part  them  T 
WitUiim.     Leave  tliem. 

be!  , 

Hury  him  and  his  paramour  toget^ 
He  that  was  false  in  oath  to  ni»i| 


Was  Iftlse  lo  hia  own  wife.     We  will 

nut  give  Lim 
A  Cbriatku  burial ;  ;et  bn  was  u  w&r- 

AM    wise,    yea    truthful,    till    that 

bltghli^l  vow 
Wbicli  God  nvcngid  to-<]B3'. 
Wt&p  them  losviber  in  a  purple  cloak. 
And  lay  tbeui  boUi  uihiu  Um  waste 

At  IlHsUni:;*.  tbrro  to  giianl  the  lonil 

tor  which  k 

He  did  fomwcar  himself  —  a  wurrior 


And  thai  the  false  Nortbumbrian  held 

And  snvc  for  that  chance  arrow  which 

the  Baiots 
Sbarpen'd  and  Bent  against   him — 

who  can  tell?— 
Three  horses  bad  I  slain  beneath  me  ■ 

1  thought  that  all  was  lost.     Siace  1 

fcicw  battle. 
And    that   was   from    my  boyhood, 

newer  yet  — 


No,  by  the  epleudor  of  God— 1 

fouchl  men 
Like  Harold  and  his  brethren,  i; 

Of  English,     Et«7   wmb  aboi 

king 
Fell    where    he   Stood.    Tbey 

him  :  and  IHW  Ocd 
My  NoruuuiB  maj  but  Bwn  •■ 

To  the  door  of  dcMkl    Of  flat 

Biuek  At  flnt. 
Make   lliem  again  oat  nool*- 

niau.  Enell^. 
And    English.  NomiBu;  wr  s 

have  a  hand 
To  grasp  the  world  wiUu  mmI  i 

Flat.     Pmise  the  Ssintal    It  it 

No  more  blood  I 
I  am  King  of  England,  ao  tber  tl 

me  not. 
And   I   will   rule   according  lo 

(To  Aldwyth.)   Hsdam.  wo  wi 
treat  thee  with  ttU  hooor. 
\.  Sly  punish 
nlcan  bear. 


To  TDK  I^Kn  Ckaxcklj^v. 

I       TnR  nionr  honohablk  eaui.  of  hrlborne- 

l  iiBAK  XHLnnalR.  — T"  you,  Ih*  hiipimfil  ('liaacll«r  nl  nut  nwn  ilav,  I  i „_    . 

'  i>(  VMur  ipviit  pfvilwi-xtnr  ;  ~  whicli.  alTlm'  luil  in{i>i»l>il  to  ff-'   ' 
■  <x!|pU)di(  ol  uur  tnodcra  Uwatrr,  htt  n* rrnhvlu*      liir  tu  /lui 
lima  —  won  ;ouT  iip|jrub«llui].  Krerjuun,  Taniinws. 

DKAKATIS  I-KKfiOR* 


tr  FiiuiiT,  Biiiiip  nf  t,md"<t. 
L  ArtkMuv  -f  rcrV 


KniBliI-,  M. 


BECKET 
PROLOGUE 


Henrt  and  Becket  at  Oett. 

Henry.  Sothenoiirgood  Archbishop 
TheobalJ 
Lies  dyiDg. 
Becket.         I  am  grieved  to  know  as 

Henry.  But  wc  must  bnveaiiiightier 
man  tbnn  lie 
For  his  But-ccjisor. 
Jkettl.    Have  joii  tliought  of  one  t 
Henry.  A  cleric  lately  poisou'd  bis 
own  moUier, 
And  being  broiiglit  before  the  courts 
'■^le  Church. 

w  hi  pi  11 
I  would  have  hang'd  him. 
Beeket.     It  ia  roiir  move. 


UE 
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I  fear  the  Queen  would  have 
»r  life.        '  30 

.  Put  her  away,  put  her  away, 
y  liege ! 

away  into  a  nunnery  I 
ugh  there  from  her  to  whom 
ou  art  bound 

y    Church.     And    wherefore 
ould  she  seek 

3f  Kosamimd  de  Cliflford  more 
lat    of    other    paramours  of 
ine? 
How  dost  thou  know  I  am 

t  wedded  to  her  ? 
How  should  I  know  ? 
That  is  my  secret,  Thomas. 
State  secrets  should  be  pa- 

it  to  the  statesman 

vcs  and  loves  his  king,  and 

lom  the  king  40 

t  as  statesman,  but  true  lover 

d  friend. 
Come,  come,  thou  art  but 

aeon,  not  yet  bishop,  , 

ircfcbisliop,  nor  my  confessor 

it. 

■0  Oixi  Uiou  wert,  for  I  should 

d 

father  confessor  in  thee. 
Sain«    Denis,     that    thou 

)uldst  not.     I  should  beat 

ship  as  my  bishop  hath  beaten 

Hell  take  thy  bishop  then, 
i  my  kingship  too ! 
me,  I  love  thee  and  I  know 
!e,  I  know  thee, 
on  white  pheasant- flesh  at 
sts,  50 

leviser  for  thy  days  of  fish, 
signer,  and  most  amorous 
Did  red  sound  libeml  Gascon 
le. 

thy  body  rebel,  man,  if  thou 
ter  it  ? 

That  palate  is  insane  which 
not  tell 

lish  from  a  bad,  new  wine 
m  old. 

Well,  who  loves  wine  loves 
(oan. 

So  I  do. 
3od's  trees,  and  women  are 
1*8  flowers ; 

i  the  Gascon  wine  mounts  to 
head. 


The  trees  are  all  the  statelier,  and  the 
flowers  60 

Are  all  the  fairer. 
Henry.   And  thy  thoughts,  thy  fan- 
cies? 
Becket,     Good  dogs,  my  liege,  well 
train'd,  and  easily  call'd 
Off  from  the  game. 

Henry.  Save  for  some  once  or  twice. 
When  they  ran  down  the  game  and 
worried  it. 
Becket.  No,  my  liege,  no !  —  not  once 

—  in  God's  name,  no  I 
Henry.    Nay,  then,  I  take  thee  at 
thy  word  —  believe  thee 
The  veriest  Galahad  of  old  Arthur's 

hall. 
And  so  this  Rosamund,  my  true  heart- 
wife, 
Not  Eleanor  —  she  whom  I  love  in- 
deed 
As  a  woman  should  be  loved  —  Wh^ 
dost  thou  smile  70 

So  dolorously  ? 

Becket.         My  good  liege,  if  a  man 
Wastes  himself  among  women,  how 

should  he  love 
A  woman  as  a  woman  should  be  loved  ? 
Henry.     How  shouldst  thou  know 
that  never  liast  loved  one  ? 
Come,  I  would  give  her  to  thy  care  in 

England 
When  I  am  out  in  Normandy  or  Anjou. 
Becket.     My  lord,  I  am  your  sub- 
ject, not  your  — 
Heni'y.  Pander. 

God's  eyes  !     I  know   all   that  —  not 

my  purveyor 
Of  pleasures,  but  to  save  a  life  —  her 

life ; 
Ay,  and  the  soul  of  Eleanor  from  hell- 
fire.  80 
I  have  built  a  secret  bower  in  Eng- 
land, Thomas, 
A  nest  in  a  bush. 
Becket.        And  where,  my  liege  V 
Henry  {whispers).                Thine  ear 
Becket.     That's  lone  enough. 
Henry  {layinrj  paper  on  table).    This 
chart  here  niark'd  '  Hei'  Bawer,' 
Take,  keep  it,   friend.      See,  first,  a 

circling  wood, 
A  hundred  pathways  running  every- 
way. 
And  then  a  brook,  a  bridge  ;  and  after 
that 


Tbis  IftbyrinUiiiH!  brlikwoi*  nmKj  to 

tiod  thRD  another  wood,  and  in  the 

A.  garden  nod  my  Itotmniunil,     iMok, 

thts  lino  — 
Tliu  rati  yoii  »co  is  color'd  groen  — 
but  lliSa  v° 

1>raiFS  lliro'  t.lic  lUiart  t<i  Uer. 

JierJiM.  Tills lilo-id-ml  liiieT 

J/enrg.     Ay!  bkuKl.  porciiauce,  i-x- 

wpt  tlum  BUI-  to  hur, 
BtfJirt.     And  wliPrii  is  sbo?    Tbcn- 

in  licr  Gnsll&b  nrst  T 
Henry.    Would  Ood  abo  wisrrt — 
no.  here  witliin  tli»  cily. 
We  take  lier  from  hiT  sucrtt  nowcr  in 

Anjoii 
And  pass  her  lo  liiT  Secret  l)Ower  111 

England. 
She  Is  ignomot  of  all  but  that  I  love 

liefkft.     My  llej^e,   I  pray   tiicp  li't 

And  orphau  clilld,  whom  one  of  thy 

wild  barons — 
Ilrnri/.    Ay,  fty,  b\il  swear  UiBee  tfl 

lier  in  England.  loa 

Jifrk--L    Well,    well.    I  swear,  bm 

not  to  please  myself. 
Uenrg,  WhateTeroniL'lii'tween  hhT 
tkekel.  What  Bbtiuld  couie 


1  know  not,  Thomas. 


Bctwi*it  lis,  Honry  1 

Jltnni.   Nsy  — Ikn 

\iitekel.      What   need   then?      Well 

—  whatever  liorau  between  iia. 

[Uitifig. 

J/fiiiT/.   A  moment  I  llioudSrlst  holp 

rni-  to  my  Ihroiii" 

lu  Thciiliiilil's  iime,  snd  after  by  tby 

Uiisl  ki'[il  il  firm  from  shaliing;  hnt 

For  my  rtsiltn's  suke,  myself  must  be 

tliR  wUanI 
To  raise  tliHttamiH'Bt  whidi  wUlai't  it 

In'iii  tiling 
onlv  tnhjiw;  it  deopfT.     1,  truy  sou  im 
CH  lliily  Clmrcli —  no  eroudiur  lo  tliP 

Tliiit   trend    (he   kinzs   thi^ir  children 

iii.d.T-Iieel- 
Hiist  ciirli  lipr  ;  juifi  Uiii  Holy  Father. 

while 
Tbis  tlnrtnroBsa  butl«  liiiii  from  bis 


Will  need  my  hflp— btf 
Now  U  tnjf  tUni 

And   luliuiiiallotis  fnin'] 

Ut.me.  ' 

All  intenilMnnKiigUnil— ' 
My  young  son   itmry    n 

King  of  KnglADd. 
That  BO  th«i  Papal  boir  in 

Kii  gland. 
As  aeeming  hia,  not  nthi 

sbroad. 
1 11  liav«  It  done — bimI  mn 
Heeket.  Svitij 

Kvm  tor  tliis  shadow  of  k  c 

tbrf 
I  love  lilni  bvartJIy,  I  lan  s 
A  iitraln  of  liard  and  ba 

bim.     Say. 
The  Qucm  riianU  plqr  H 

agalnat  tMne  I 
Iffnrv.    1  will  not  Ihink* 

Who  slmll  rrown  Ut 
Canterbury  is  dying, 
^Jltfket.  The  iir«  I 

/  Henry.     And  who  "Judl 
I  friend  Tliomas  T    W 

Brfket.     Nome  him  :  Clu: 

Ither  will  conflrm  hia 
Jlfniy  (tajft  hi*   /miut  « 
ahtnild«r).     Here ' 
BeeJut.    Mock  ine  dol 

Thy  jest -no  more.      Wh; 

is  this  a  sWve 
For  an  archbishop  T 

Ilfwy.  Bill  the  I 

Is  Becket's,   who   Iiatb  he 
my  foes. 
Btekct.    ^  soldier's,  not 

Ur.nrpT    Llnck   aatildB 
Thomas  — 
A  maliiif'ililii .world  Mxl^ 

Hffktt.     Tlier.''s  Gilbert 

llmrg.  He  !   I<u  thi 

Thuii  art  Ui«  matt  to  fill  oiii 

niirFoliot  fastaand  fawn 

firivt.     Roger  of  Yi>rk 
lliniy.         Roger  is  It/*- 
King.  C'linrcb.  aDd  State  \ 
foils  wbdctn 


UE 
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that  precious  jewel,  Roger  of 
'ork. 

P.     Henry  df  Winchester  ? 

9.  Him  who  crown'd 

tephen — 

Stephen's    brother !    No  ;  too 

jyal  for  me. 

I  have  no  more  Anselms. 

?.  Sire,  the  business 

whole  kingdom  waits  me;  let 

lego. 

K     Answer  me. first. 

J.         Then  for  thy  barren  jest 

ou  mine  answer  in  bare  com- 

lonplace  — 

\  Ay,  but  Nolo         150 

'seopari,  my  good  friend, 
another  matter. 

A  more  awful  one. 
3  archbishop  1  Why,  my  liege, 
know 

ree  or  four  poor  priests  a  thou- 
nd  times  ^ 

or  this  grand  function.  iMe 
chbishop  I 

vor  and  king's  favor  might  so 
ash 
Hi  and  I  —  That  were  a  jest 

.  Thon  angerest  me,  man  ;  I 
>  not  jest. 

Eleanor  and  Sir  Reginald 

FiTZURSE. 

Eleanor  (singing). 

!  the  sweet  summer  closes, 

!  reign  of  the  roses  is  done  —    160 

(to  Becket,  w?io  is  goiti{j). 
lou  shalt  not  go.  I  have  not 
ded  with  thee. 

r  (seeing  cTiart  on  table.)  This 
th  the  red  line  !  her  bower  I 
»wer  ? 

The  chart  is  not  mine,  but 
;  take  it,  Thomas. 
r.  Becket !  O,  —  ay  —  and 
lessmen  on  the  floor  —  the 
•own  broken  !  Becket  hatli 
lee  again  —  and  thou  hast 
>wn  the  board.     I  know  thee 

172 

True  enough,  my  mind  was 
3ther  matters.  i 
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State 


Eleanor.      What    matters  ? 
matters  ?  love  matters  ? 

Henry,      My    love    for    thee,    and 
thine  for  me. 

Eleanok. 


Over  !  the  sweet  summer  closes, 
The  reign  of  tlie  roses  is  done  ; 

Over  and  gone  with  the  roses, 
And  over  and  gone  with  the  sun. 


180 


Here ;  but  our  sun  in  Aquitaine 
lasts  longer.  I  would  I  w^erc  in  Aqui- 
taine again  —  your  North  chills  me. 

Over  !  the  sweet  summer  closes, 
And  never  a  flower  at  the  close  ; 

Over  and  gone  with  the  roses, 
And  winter  again  and  the  snows.  189 

That  was  not  the  way  I  en^»d  it  first 
—  but  unsymmetrically,  ^jreposter- 
ously,  illogically,  out  of  passion,  with- 
out art — like  a  song  of  the  people^ 
Will  you  have  it  ?  The  last  Parthian 
shaft  of  a  forlorn  Cupid  at  the  King's 
left  breast,  and  all  lef t-handedness  and 
under-hand{;dness. 

And  never  a  flower  at  the  close  ; 
Over  and  gone  with  the  roses, 
Not  over  and  gone  with  the  rose.  200 

True,  one  rose  will  outblossom  the 
rest,  one  rose  in  a  bower.  I  speak 
after  my  fancies,  for  1  am  a  Trouba- 
dour, you  know,  and  won  the  violet 
at  Toulouse ;  but  my  voice  is  harsh 
here,  not  in  tune,  a  nightingale  out  of 
season  ;  for  marriage,  rose  or  no  rose, 
has  killed  the  golden  violet. 

Becket.  Madam,  you  do  ill  to  scorn 
wedded  love.  210 

Eleanor.  So  I  do.  Louis  of  France 
lov(;d  me,  and  I  dreamed  that  I  loved 
Louis  of  France  :  and  I  loved  Ilenrv 
of  England,  and  Henry  of  England 
dreamed  that  he  h>ve(l  nie  ;  but  the 
marriage-garland  withers  even  with 
the  putting  on,  the  bright  link  rusts 
with  the  breath  of  the  first  after  mar- 
riage kiss,  the  harvest  moon  is  the 
ripening  of  the  harvest,  and  tlu^  honey- 
moon is  the  gall  of  Love ;  he  dies  of 
his  honey -moon.  I  could  pity  this 
poor  world  myself  tljat  it  is  no  better 
ordered.  224 

Ihnnf.  Dead  is  he,  my  Queen  ? 
What,  altogether  Y    Let  me  swear  nay 


Sio  BEC 

lOlJuit  by  till!) omas ou  tiij  neck.  Qoil's 
ejcs  1  wimt  u  luviJy  cross!  whM 
jvwels  1  ug 

Siaiutr.  Doth  it  (ilcaac  you  T  Take 
it  luid  wmr  it  on  tlial  hard  licerl  of 
yours —  there.  [Oimt  i*  tf  him. 

Iknry  ifiaUit  on).  On  this  left  bntnat 
btiiurc  E«  hnrd  a  baut. 
To  hide  tlio  scar  left  by  thy  Partliiuu 
dart. 

Sitanvr.     Has  my  simple  song  set 


vonvtl  fHcilltiea.  I  cuiikt  so  play  ubuut 
UwiliiUierbyTiie—  jw 

I/atirg.  That  the  h<>art  were  lost  in 
UieriiymR,  and  tbp  matter  in  themetre. 
Mvy  wo  not  pmyyoii,  mndam,  tA  spare 
aa  the  lianlnusa  <k  your  facility  T 

EUanor.  The  weita  of  Casuily  are 
uot  wa«t4Nl  npDD  the  deaerL  We  did 
but]t^aL 

Iknry.  Tburo'sBoJeslontiiebrowa 

nf  llurbiTt  tliere.   Wliat  is  it,  UcrbLTt  ? 

Enter  IUuidkrt  of  ItosnAJi. 

Uerhert,    My  liege,  the  good  arch- 

bieliop  J  a  no  n)ore. 
Iftitry.   Pence  t<j  his  soul !  ijo 

Herbert.  I  left  him  witli  ptatw  on 
Ws  face,  —  that  sweot  other-world 
Kinile,  which  will  be  reflecttnl  in  llie 
spiritual  iMdy  among  the  angels,  liut 
be  longed  much  to  see  your  Grace  and 
llieCh&ncullorerehe  post,  and  his  lost 
/words  were  a  commeudution  of  Thomas 
I  Becket  to  your  Grace  ea  his  successor 
Ijn  Uic  arohliisliopric. 

Stnrg.  Ha,  Bccketl     tliou  remem- 

bert-st  our  talk  I  i(u 

Betlcet.  My  heart  is  full  of  tears  —  I 

f  JJcnry.  (Well,  well,  old  men  uiUBt 
I  die,  or  th<!  world  4rould  grow  mouldy, 
Vwouldonly  brmxl  Uiepsstagain^  Come 
to  me  to-morrow,  "niou  host  but  to 
hold  out  thy  hand.  MawwhUo  the 
revenues  are  mine  A.-hawking,  a- 
hawking  I    If  1  wt,  I  grow  fat. 

[Jjvipi  irrer  tht  Uible,  and  erit. 
Beeket.    He  did  prefer  toe  lo  tlic 
chatir«llor!<hip. 
Belicvin;;     1     sliuuld    ever    aid     tlii- 

Hut  have  I  doue  it  T  Ue  comuieuds  luu 


From  out  hisgrare  (o  thiiiidi 

Utrbert.   A  dead  man's  djii 
should  be  cff  weight 

Biekrt.  Jlii  should.  Conw  w 

I^et  me  teara  at  full 

The  nuumer  o(  his  death,  am' 

[BltiitU  Uerbt-rt  and 

KUntioT.  Fitiurw,  thai  rJu 

the  red   line  —  Ihou  saWMl 

Mtiurtt.  RuQumuud's  T 
Ktanav.  Ay  —  there  lies  lb 

of  her  whereabout^  and  the  Ki 

it  to  Ids  Chancellor. 
f^lturte.  To  this  son  uf  a 

merchant  —  how  yoiir  Qracc  m 

EUtimr.  Hate  him  T  »&  imi' 
dier  as  Henry  and  a  goodlier  m 
thou  —  do8t  thou  lore  tlua  Clu 
timt  thou  hast  aworu  a  Toluat 
giiince  to  him  1 

Fii^'ira,'.  Not  fur  my  love 
him,  but  because  he  had  Ihe 
tiic  King.  How  aliould  a  baro; 
beggar  ou  horaeback.  with  the 
of  three  kings  behind  him.  ou 
lingroyalty  (  Besides, heholp I 
to  break  down  our  castles, 
which  I  hate  him. 
fm«iaor.  For  the  which  I  hoi 
/Stalesuiau,  not  Churchman, 
great  and  sound  policythal; 
iembracc  him  for  it :  you  could 
(the  King  for  the  kingUugs. 

Ftltftrte.  Ay,  but  he  speaks 
blc  as  tho'  he  were  a  churl,  a 
(churl  as  if  he  were  a  noble, 
^  Eltaaor.  Pride  of  the  plebei 
^FiUiirat.  And  this  plebeian 
be  Archbishop  1 

EU'aturr.  True,  and  I  Imvi 
herited  loathing  of  these  lllaf 
of  the  Papacy.  Archbishop  T^ 
further  into  a  man  tlian  our  hot 
Henry,  and  if  there  ever  cot 
between  Church  and  Crown,  a 
not  then  cliarra  this  secret  ou 
loyal  Thomas,  I  am  not  Elcani 

PiUiirtc.  Last  idglit  I  foi; 
woman  in  the  city  here.  Her  f 
veiled,  but  the  buck  mL-thou^ 
Hosatniiml^hiti  panuuour,  tti 
1  can  tiatl  for  thee. 
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Thou  feel  for  me  1  —  para- 
al !  King  Louis  had  no 
and  I  loved  him  none  the 
iry  had  many,  and  I  loved 
le  less  —  now  neither  more 
lOt  at  all ;  the  cup 's  empty, 
e  were  but  his  paramour, 
of  their  fancies ;  but  I  fear 
Qcy  hath  tnfcnn  -root,  aad 
3m  too,  and  she,  whom  the 
Indeed,  Ts  a  power  la  the 
alT^^iy,  and  when  the 
B,  there  may  come  a  crash 
mcnt  as  in  Stephen's  time  ; 
ildren — canst  thou  not  — 
matter  which  would  heat 
ainst  thee  {tchispershim  and 
*i^ay,  that  is  safe  with  me 
self ;  but  canst  thou  not  — 
>wned  in  debt —  thou  shalt 
3ve.  our  silence,  and  our 
it  thou  not  —  if  thou  light 
free  me  from  her  ?  345 
Well,  madam,  I  have  loved 
ime. 
No,  my  bear,  thou  hast 
ourts  of  Ijove  would  have 
:uilt]e8S  of  love  —  tlie  fine 
ind  repulses,  the  delicacies, 
es. 

Madam,  I  loved  according 
purpose  and  intent  of  Na- 

35S 

I  warrant  thee !  thou 
g  thy  Cupid  till  his  ribs 
nough  of  this.  Follow  me 
md  (lay  and  night,  whither- 
goes ;     track  her,  if  thou 

into  the  King's  lodging, 
{cltnche*  Iterfint)  —  may  at 
ly  cry  against  him  and  her, 
1  in  thy  way  shouldst  be 
the  King,  for  thou  in  thy 
DDce,  what  shall  I  call  it, 
line  own  self.  367 

Ay,  but  the  yoimg  colt 
whinnied  and  flung  up  her 
then  the  King  came  honcy- 
ber,  and  this  Beckct,  hrr 
nd,  like  enough  staved  us 

Us! 

Yea,  by  the  Blessed  Vir- 
were  more  than  I  bu/.ziiig 
Io60om  —  I)e  Tracy  —  even 
B  Brito.  378 


Eleanor.  Carry  her  off  among  you ; 
run  in  upon  her  and  devour  her,  one 
and  all  of  you  ;  make  her  as  hateful  to 
herself  and  to  the  King  as  she  is  to  me. 

Fitturu,  I  and  all  would  be  glad  to 
wreak  our  spite  on  the  rose-faced  min- 
ion of  the  King,  and  bring  her  to  the 
level  of  the  dust,  so  that  the  King  — 

Eleanor.  I^et  her  cit  it  like  the  ser 
pent,  and  be  driven  out  of  her  paradise. 


ACT  I 

ScBKE  L — Bbcket's  House  in 
London 

Chamber  barely  furnished.  Becket 
unrobing.  Heubekt  of  Bosuam 
and  Servant. 

Servant.  Shall  I  not  help  your  lord- 
ship to  your  rest  7 
Beekrt.  Friend,  am  I  so  much  better 
than  thyself 
That  thou  shouldst  help  me?    Thou 

art  wearied  out 
With  this  day's  work  ;  get  thee  to  thine 

own  bed. 
Leave  me  with  Herbert,  friend. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Help  me  off,  Herbert,  with  this  — and 
this. 
Herbert.  Was  not  the  people's  bless- 
ing as  we  passed 
Heart-comfort  and  a  balsam  to  thy 
blood  ?  _ 

Becket.     The    people    know    their 
Chunh  a  tower  of  strength, 
A  bulwark  against  Throne  and  Baron 
age.  10 

Too  heavy  for  me,  this;  off  with  it, 
Herbert ! 
Herbert.  Is  it  so  much  luMivier  than 

thy  chancellor's  robe  ? 
litcket.    No;    but   the   Chancellor's 
and  the  Archbishop's 
Together  mon?  than  inortiil  man  can 
bear. 
Herbert.     Not     heavier   than    thine 

annor  at  Toulotise  ? 
Incket.  0  Herl)ert,  Ih-rlHTt,  in  my 
chancellorship 
I  more  than  once  have  gone  against 
the  Church. 
Herbert.  Tt)  phase  the  King? 
Ikcktt.    Ay,  and  the  King  of  kin^.^ 


Or  Justice;  'for  it  atem'd  to  uif  but 

iuBt 
The  Cliurch  shoulil   paj  her  scutage 

like  the  lords.  » 

But  haat  thnu  heard  this  crj  of  Gilbert 

Foliot 
That  I  fim  not  the  man  to  be  jour  pri- 

For  Henry  (H)uld  not  work  a  mirticle  — 
Make  tm  arehbishop  oF  a  soliliorjl 

Herbert.  A  v. 

For  Gilbert  Foliot   held   himself   the 

Bteket.  Am  I  the  man?  My  mother, 
ore  sho  bore  me, 
Dream'd  tliat  twelve  atara  fell  glittur- 

Ing  out  of  ht^uvcn 
Into  hor  bosom. 

Herhert.  Ay.  the  fire,  the  light. 

The  spirit  of  tJio  twelve  Apostles  en- 

ter-d 
loto  thf  making. 

Beektt.  And  when  I  was  a  child. 
The  Virgin,  lu  a  vision  of  my  sleep.  3. 
Gave  inc  the  golden  keys  of  Paradise. 

Or  prophecy,  thati 
Herbert.    Well,  dream  and  prophecy 

both. 
Beehet.  And  when  I  was  of  Theo- 
bald'i  lioiuehold,  once  — 
The  good  old  man  would  sometimes 

have  bis  jest — 
He  took  his  mitre  oiT,  and  set  it  on  me. 
And  said,    'My  young  archbishop — 

thou  wotildst  ma  Ice 
A  stately  arcbbisliop!'    Jest  or  pro- 
phecy there  ? 
Ugritert   Both,  Tbomas.  both. 
Beeket.    Am  I  the  man  ?    Tliat  rang 
Within  my  licad  last  night,  and  when 

Srethou^ht    I    stood    in    Canterburv 

U\mu-T. 
And  Bi'iiki'  to  tlic  Lonl  Ooii,  and  said, 

*l)  l,oni. 
I  bave  Ihcii  11  lover  of  wines,  and  deli- 

Aiid  si-cular  s]ilendorn,  and  a  favorer 
Of  iilnyiTs,  iiml  a  rourlicr,  ami  a  fwrfi-r 
01   il'>;cH  itnd   hawks,   and   apes,  and 

lions,  and  lynites. 
Am  /  tbc  man?'     And  the  Lord  an- 


'  Tliou  a 


,  the  man,  and  all  the  i 


/X 


this 


And  tlion  I  aakcd  agwo, 

God, 
Henry  the  King  hath  b« 

my  IJrothi-f. 
And  mine  iiplifU' 

chosen  me 
For  thia  thy  §rreat  art-lilHi 

lieviag 
That  1  slioidd  go  agaiiut  1 

Willi  him. 
And  I  ehall  go  against  tiii 

Churcli. 
And  I  have  said  do  won!  of  I 
Am  /  the  man  ? '     A  "'I  tit 

'  Thou  art  the  man,  and  ol 

the  man.* 
And  thereupon,  inethouglil 

And  smote  me  down  Dpoo  I 

floor. 
tfeU. 
nerberl.   Qod  make  not 

t.liy  Tni-i   lallT  "■ 
Seeixl.     I    fell.     Why  li 
jiiilRc_in!iLc met- ' 
Shall  X  faU  oB—ta  plcaw 

Not  flght  —  tho'   somehow 

the  King  — 
My  IriR'st  and  mine  ulmo 

Church? 
Ifrrbfrt.   Tliou  canst  not 

way.     Let  Irmtor  be 
For  how  liave  fought  ihi 

for  the  Church, 
Bave  from  the  tfaFooe  of  1 

bishopric  T 
And  bow  been  made  arcblu: 

thou  told  liim. 
."Tmean  to  fight  mine  utmi 

Church. 
LAgainst  the  King"  ? 

Betltel.  But  doat  thoi 

King 
Forced  mine  ejection  I 

Hrrhert.  \  Jo  ihitd 

Was  patent  in  the  clediot 

not? 
Why  sliould  not  neaven  I 

spired  the  King* 
Be  comforted.     Thou  art  ' 

be  thou 
A  mightier  Ansel m. 

Dedcet.    I  do  believe  tbc 


BECKET 


8*3 


Qm  appaird — on  such  a 

igleheight  I  stand  and 

runs  between  me  and 

Theobald  well  when  I 
th  him ;  80 

Henry  well  as  Chancel- 
more,  and  I  must  serve 
irch. 
)ury  is   only   less  than 

iojibts  I  fling  from  me 

scatter  all  scruples  to 
id, 

jissance  of  the  warrior, 
visdom  of  the  Chancel- 

heap*d    experiences  of 

kc  side  of  Canterbury  4i 
ler  Canterbury,  who  sits 
robes.   Laics  and  barons, 

9« 

gifts  of  careless  kings, 

tispt 

ler  advowsons,  granges, 

cres — we  will  make  her 

1   lost.     And   for   these 

customs, 

t  Royal  customs — they 

ral, 

lurch — and  let  them  be 

na. 

peak  for  them  anathema. 

K>mas,  thou  art  moved 

ch. 

O  Herbert,  here 
asunder  from  tlie  Kin;::. 

each,   a  wound ;   mine 
grief  101 

scar  for  ever  —  his,  a 

e  heal'd. 

UND  DK  ClTFFOUI).  ft/- 
R  Kbuinau)  FiTZrUSK. 
ft/. 
Rosamund  dc  ClifTonl! 
Save  me,  father,  hide? 
llow  me  —  and   I   must 


Beeket.   Pass  in  with  Herbert  there. 
[Exeunt  Rosamund  and  Herbert 
by  tide  door. 

Enter  Fitzurse. 
Fitzurse.   The  archbishop  1 
Beeket.   Ayl    what   wouldst   thou. 

Reginald  ? 
Fitzurse.  Why — why,  my  lonl,  I 

follow'd — follow 'd  one 
Beeket.   And    then    wlmt    follows? 
Let  me  follow  thee.  1  \c 

Fitzurte.   It   much    imporU  me    1 

should  know  her  name. 
Beeket.   What  her? 
Fitzurse.    The  woman  that  I  fol 

low'd  hither. 
Beeket.   Perhaps  it  may  import  her 
all  as  much 
Not  to  be  known. 

Fitzurse.   And  what  care  I  for  tliat  ? 
Come,  come,  my  lord  archbishop;  I 

saw  that  door 
Close  even  now  up<m  the  woman. 
Beeket.  Well  ? 

Fitzurse  (making  for  the  door).  Nay, 
let  me  pass,  my  lord,  for  I  must 
know. 
Beeket.  Back,  manl 
Fitzurse.         Then  tell  me  who  and 

what  she  is. 
Beeket.   Art  thou  so  sure  thou  fol* 
lowedst  anything? 
Go  home,  and  sleep  Uiy  wine  off,  for 
thine  eyes  130 

Glare  stupid- wild  with  wine. 
Fitzurse  (making  to  the  dttor).   I  must 
and  will. 
I  care  not  for  thy  new  archbishopric. 
Beeket.  Back,  man.  I  tell  thee !  What. 
Bhall  I  forget  my  new  an'hbiMhopric 
And  smite  thee  with  my  crozier  on 

the  skull? 
'Fore  God,  I  am  a  mightier  man  than 
thou. 
Fitzunk'.    It    wvW    befits    thy    new 
archbisliopric 
To  take  the  va^ralHjnd  woman  of  the 

street 
Into  thine  anus ! 

Jki'ht.  0  drunken  ribaldry! 

Out.  beast !  out.  Ix^iir  I 

Fitzurm.  I  shall  remeinlH-r  this. 

Bn'ht.    Do,  and  U'ljone  I 

[A><7  Fit/.unM'. 
[Going  to  the  do<fr,  ntrn  !)«•  Tracy. 
Tracy,  what  do^t  vVAiw ^xvi\^l'^ 
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De  Ti-ac-u.    My  lord.  I  follow'd  He- 

gioald  Fitzursc.  ii> 

fitcknt.    Follow  him  out  I 

lie  Traeg.  I  Bliftll  ruinember  this 

Discourtesy.  [Krit. 

IWJcct.    Do.     These  lie  thoae  baron- 

bi'tites 

Tlmt  Uavock'il  all  the  land  in  Stephen's 

dny. 
Riiumtiad  de  Clifford! 

Iig-r.atr.T  Uohamunl)  riruf  FIerbekt. 
HtmirnHnd.        Here  am  I. 
Beetet.  Wliy  here  T 

Wo  gave  thM  to  the  chargi;  of  Johu 

of  SoliBbiiry, 
To  pass  thee  to  tliy  secret  bower  to- 

Wftst  thou  not  told  to  keep  thyself 

from  sight! 
Botamaud.   Poor  bird  of  passage! 

so  I  was ;  but,  father,  14a 

They  aav  that  you  aro  wise  in  winged 

UiiugB, 
Aud  know  the  ways  of  Nature.    Eur 

the  bird 
From  following  the  fled  summer-^a 

chink  — he's  out, 
Uoaol     Aud  there  stole  into  the  city 

a  breath 
Fiill  of  the  meadows,  and  !t  minded  me 
Of  the  sweet  woods  of  ClilTord,  aud 

the  wulks 
Where  I  could  move  at  pleasure,  and 

1  thought 
'  Lo  1 1  must  out  or  die.' 

Berkft.  Or  out  and  die. 

And  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  this 

Fitzurse? 
Itotamiind.    Nothing.     He  sued  my 

band.     I  shook  at  him.  iju 

He  foimd  mc  once  alone.    Nay  —  nay 

—  1  cannot 
Toll  you.    My  father  drove  him  and 

Ilia  friends, 
De   Tracy  and   De   Brito,   from  our 

ensile. 
I  was  but  fourteen  and  an  April  then. 
I  heard  him  swear  revenge. 

JifM.  Wliy  will  you  court  it 

By  selt-eiposureTflntterout  at  night  1 
Malte  it  so  hard  to  save  a  moth  from 

the  flret 
Rotamnnd.    I  have  saved  many  of 

"era.    Yoii  rjitfh  "em,  so, 
Softly,  and  Hing  them  out  to  the  free 

air. 


r\ 


Tht'7  bum  themsfJTMall 

ihckH.  Km 

Miistspi'cd  voulorourW 

The  rUild  ^ 

[a  there  ulreudy.  I 

Ji/tamund.     Yes  — Un  ] 

child—  i 

O,  rare,  a  whole  long  da/ll 

Itefkrt.    Ay.  but  yoa  H 

Itotumvnd.  Q^i 

We'll  baffle  them.  I  wan 

shall  it  be  ?  ] 

I  '11  go  as  A  nun.  1 

tkrket.  Nol  | 

Hntamund.  What,  not ■ 

Even  to  play  at  nunJ        'j 

Bftket.  Dan  idban 

That  Map  and  these  OL-wfj 

Church  J 

Hay  ptaister    bia  cJeu  1 

Bcurrilous  riirmea  [ 

Nol 

Cio  lilie  a  mouk,  coTrliiigu 

up 
That  fatal  star,  thy  bwuij- 

Of  lust  and  glare  of  malli 

nightl     Good-nigbC 

Simamund.    Katber,  I  un 

to  all  hardness! 

Nay,  fathtr,  first  thy  Wcaii 

Baktt.  Wo 

Ihtamund, 

Beeiet.    Well,  well  I  I  ut 

Heaven  bleas  thet !  h 

Botamund.     O  holy  liih 

thou  scfSt  him  next 

Commend  me  to  thy  friend 

ll^kfl.  Whatfi 

Boiamvnd,  ' 

Bfetet.    Herbert,  take  wit 

To  guard  this  bini  of  pus 

cage  ; 
And  watcli  PItKurse.  and  il 

thee. 
Make  him  thy  prisoMT,    I 

cellor  yet. 
[Ermnt  Herbert  amSi 
Poor  soul  I  poor  soul  I 
My  friend,  the  King !  —0 1 

Seal  of  England. 
Given  me  by  my  dvar  fiVnd 

of  England  — 
We  long  have  wmughl  togi 

sndl-r- 


n 
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list  I  send  thee  as  a  common 
riend 

the  King,  my  friend,  I  am 
gainst  him. 

L-Idendft^o  jaoEBi.  h§_will  say 

bat,  not  I. 

rrldly  T)bnd  between  us  is  dis- 

olved,  190 

t  the  love.     Can  I  be  under 
Im    '~     '**' 

.ncejlnr^    fla    Arr.hhi«hop  over 

ImT" 

efbre  like  a  friend  slighted  by 

ne 

ith  climb'd  up  to  nobler  com- 

any. 

jilted — all   but  inoan'd   for. 

liou  must  go. 

lot  dishonor'd  thee  —  I  trust  I 

ave  not  — 

Qgled  justice.     May  the  hand 

lat  next 

thee  be  but  as  true  to  thee 

hath  been  I  O,  my  dear  friend, 

le  King  I 

er !  —  I  may  come  to  martyr- 

)D1.  300 

rtyr  in  myself  already.     Her- 

jrtl 

*t  {re-entering).   My  lord,  the 

wn  is  quiet,  and  the  moon 

tlie   whole  long  street  with 

^ht  and  shade. 

all  —  no  Fitzurse.     We  have 

en  her  home. 

.  The  hog  hath  tumbled  him- 

If  into  some  corner, 

tch,  to  snore  away  his  drunk- 

ness 

sober  headache,  — tKature's 
)ral 
exces^     Let  the  Great  Seal 

sent 

he  King  to-morrow. 
?.  Must  that  be  ? 

5  may  rend  the  bearer  limb 
•m  limb.  310 

it  again. 

Against  the  moral  excess 
3al  ache,  but  failure  it  may  be 

e  aim'd  at.     John  of  Salis- 

en  laid  a  cold  hand  on  my 

its, 

bcrt  hath  rebuked  me  even 

w. 


I  will  be  wise  and  wary,  not  the  sol 

dier 
As  Foliot  swears  it.  —  John,  and  out 

of  breath  I 
Enter  John  of  Saijsbury. 
Jo?in  of  JSalisbtiry.     Thomas,    thou 

wast  not  happy  taking  cliarge 
Of  this  wild  Rosamund  to  please  the 

King, 
Nor  am  I  happy   having  charge  of 

her  —  220 

The    included     Dana(}    has    escaped 

again 
Her  tower  and  her  Acrisius  —  where 

to  seek  ? 
I  have  been  about  the  city. 

Ikcket.  Thou  wilt  find  her 

Back  in  her  lodging.     Gro  with  her  — 

at  once  — 
To-night  —  my  men  will  guard  you  to 

the  gates. 
Be  sweet  to  her,  she  has  many  ene- 
mies. 
Send  the  Great    Seal   by  daybreak. 

Both,  good-night  1 


SOBNB    II 

Street  in  Northampton  leading 
TO  the  Castle 

Eleanor's  Retainers  and  Becket*8 
Retainers  JiglUing,  Kntcy  Elea- 
nor and  Becket  fr<mi  opposite 
streets, 

Eleanor,   Peace,  fools  ! 

Becket,       Peace,  friends !  what  idle 

brawl  is  this  ? 
Eefainer  of  Becket,   They  said  —  her 
Grace's     people  —  thou     wast 
found  — 
Liars  I  I  shame  to  quote  'em  —  caught, 

my  lord. 
With  a  wanton  in  thy  loiiging  —  Hell 
requite  'em  I 
Retainer  of  Eleanor.   My  li<*ge,  the 
Lord  Fitzurse  rcporU'd  this 
In  passing  to  the  Castle  even  now. 
Retainer  of  Becket.    And  then  they 
mock'd    us  and   we  foil  upon 
'em, 
For  we  would  live  and  die  for  i\\ve, 

my  lord, 
However  kings  and  qucn-ns  may  frown 
on  tliee. 
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BffJit.l    to  hu  Urtainrri'.    Gri,    «'■  — 

110  more  of  this! 
^ramr  to  her  )ictaintr».  Awiijr ! 

(Ewunt    Relniiiere.)    FiWursn  — 
lleeket.   Nay,  lei  bim  \m. 
JOeatwr.  No,  no,  my  lonl  nrcli- 

TIb  kunwnyotiurc  midwintvr  lo  lUl 

But  oftfm  in  your  diumwUoreliip  you 

scrvwl 
Tlie  follivs  of  rlin  King, 

Deeket.  No,  uul  tbew  follies  r 

EUanar.    Mylcmi,  FiUvirw  bt^lmld 

her  in  yiiiir  lodging. 
Bfdcet.    Wliouif 
Ekanor.    Well— yon  know  — the 

mlnfon.  ItounTniiiKl. 
Brekxt.    Ho  liuil  pnxloyMl 
Ekanor.    Thcu  liiil'luu  in  tlie  atrwt 
Bo  -vrstch'il  hor  pnas  wltb  John  of 

Sfkllsbai?, 
Anil   hparil   !ht  fry,    'Wliere  ia   tbis 
bowcif  of  mine  t ' 
firitt.   Good  care  Wo  1 
BUaniir.  Vou  nre  going  to  tbe 

Caatlu,  30 

Will  you  subscribe  the  customs  ? 

Beekft,  I  leave  that, 

Knowing  how  mueh  yoti  rtvavnci- 

Holy  Chureb, 
My  liege,  to  your  conjecture. 

Ekanor.  1  and  mine  — 

And  inmy  a  baron  holdu  h1     g  u'll 

Are     ot  BO  m  ch  at  fe   d  w  tl    Hoh 

Ch   r  h 
B  il  n         L,l  t  tnk    y  ur  m  lu  aga  nst 

''It  n  o      slfi-bt  fn»or 

/  What? 

;■  \  of     U        •*. 


lineitl.    For   wbkh   riu 

(inly  grulffiiU 

KUanvr,  True 

Tbo'  slle  that  binds  tin   but 

should  s(« 
I'bat  kings  are  fuiliiful  la 
rift(fe  vow. 
Ikeket.    Ay.    uudam.  u 

also. 
Kltaiu/r.      And  qu»f at  ii) 
What  Is  your  tirtlit 

lleetrt.         My  drift  blol 

Where  1  slioll  torct  ihr  b 

my  King, 

Uk  Broc.  Db  Tiuw-t.  C 

Dk  Motivii.i.K  ipwn 

KUanor.    Totht-Clrttk! 

tfe  Hivr. 

tSltantir.  StJruptlioKlit(, 

Sut  all  oil  flre  Mgtilital  UmI 

DtUiito.  -Ay.  AM 

El,'aiif>r.  S-ool!    I   wfil  n 
hnU-fiil  to  thy  Kiiie 
Cburit    1  will  hiiveOK-clH) 

And   I  elmtl    live  to  tnuaiil 
gravei 

scEKR  m 

The  Hall  in  Nonynjuo-ro 

O    onf  tidf  of  the  itlagf  Iht  i 

afr   Vo     1^1   fhamier.  I 

it    thf  Ullnn      Or  gnat 

the  Hall      ItoGRR  Aiirin 

i    RK   FoLi  rt  Bfiuoe  uf 

HlLAnr    OF     CuKtlESTU 
<  P   HlRIut^RD     ItiniAWl 

IWQS   (Grand    i'ntr  if  i 

I  IP      F  1  I  EKM  «TS»  ( 

I   otlim.    T 


r 


Brit 


n    I      h       1.    ga  are  don 
utrUv     I    Ibehanls 

I  m  V    tt  aw  u  Ion  from 

I I  rd  B  dai  g  r  on  toy 


rs. 


Filter  Bkckft  an  I  IlKRim 

Be  M     WTiere   s  Ibr  Kini 
lioffrr  nf    "iork     Gone  ha 
the  Nene 
H  s  hoirt  ta  gall  d  wiUi  lUi 
tode. 
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ot  ace  thy  face  till  thou  hast 
Q*d 

cient  laws  and  customs  of 
realm. 

ling   back   the    Great    Seal 
dden'd  him ; 

It  pluck'd  the  bearer's  eyes 
iy. 

I  lest  he  destroy  thee  utterly. 
Then  shalt  thou  step  into 
place  and  sign. 
^  York,   Didst  thou  not  pro- 
e  Henry  to  obev 
cient  laws  ana  customs  of 
realm  ?  10 

Saving  the  honor  of  my  or- 
— ay. 

traditions,  —  clouds     that 
le  and  go ; 

ms  of  the  Church  are  Peter's 
k. 

'  York.   Saving  thine  order! 
t  Kin^  Henry  sware 
ing  his  King's  kingship,  he 
lid  grant  thee 

a  itself.   Saving  thine  order, 
)mas, 

nd  white  at  once,  and  comes 
lought. 

d  up  with  stubbornness  and 
ie. 

destroy  the  Church  in  fight- 
for  it, 
;  us  all  to  shame  ? 

Roger  of  York, 
and  thou  were  youths  in 
iobald's  house,  ai 

1  thy  malice  and  thy  cal- 
oies 

from  the  face  of  Theobald. 
1  Canterbury,  and  thou  art 
•k. 

'  York.   And  is  not  York  the 
r  of  Canterbury  ? 
Great    Gregory    bid    Saint 
itin  here 
^o   archbishoprics,    London 

York? 

What  came  of  that?    The 

t  archbishop  fled. 

L  lay  barren  for  a  hundred 

rs. 

this  rule,  Foliot  may  claim 

pall  30 

Ml  too. 

And  with  good  reason  too, 


For  London  had  a  temple  and  a  priest 

When  Canterbury  hardly  bore  a  name. 

Ikcket.    The    pagan    temple   of   a 

pagan  Home ! 
The  heathen  priesthood  of  a  heathen 

creed  I 
Thou  goest  beyond  thyself  in  petu- 

lancy  I 
Who  made  thee  London  ?    Who,  but 

Canterbury  ? 
John  of  Oxford.    Peace,   peace,   my 

lords!    these   customs   are    no 

longer 
As  Canterbury  calls  them,  wandering 

clouds. 
But  by  the  King's  command  are  writ- 
ten down,  40 
And  by  the  King's  command  I,  John 

of  Oxford, 
The  President  of  this  Council,  read 

them. 
Becket.         Read  I 

John  of  Oxford  {reads).  *  All  causes  of  j 
advowsons  and  presentations,  whether  / 
between  laymen  or  clerics,  shall  be  | 
tried  in  the  King's  court.*  -/ 

Becket.   But  that  I  cannot  sign ;  for 

that  would  drag 
The  cleric  before  the  civil  judgment- 
seat. 
And  on  a  matter  wholly  spiritual.  49 
John  of  Oxford.  *If  any  cleric  be 
accused  of  felony,  the  Church  shall 
not  protect  him ;  but  he  shall  answer 
to  the  summons  of  the  King's  court  to 
be  tried  therein.' 

Becket.   And  that  I  cannot  sign. 
Is  not  the  Church  the  visible  Cord  on  ' 

earth? 
Shall  hands  that  do  create  the  Lord 

be  bound 
Behind  the  back  likelaymen-criminals? 
The  Lord  be  judged  again  by  Pilate  ? 

No!  59 

John  of  Oxford.    'When  a  bishopric 

falls  vacant,  the  King,  till  another  be 

appointed,  shall  receive  the  revenues 

thereof.' 

BickH.   And  that  I  cannot  sign.     Is 

the  Kind's  treasury 
A  fit   place   for  the  moneys  of    the 

Church, 
That  be  the  patrimony  of  tlie  poor  ? 

John  of  Oxford.  *  And  when  the  va- 
cancy is  to  be  filled  up,  the  K\x\^  shall 
summon  the  chapter  of  that  church  to 


My  i-riwi"cT  in  tlic  Holy  FiittuT's hiin.ls, 
\i"ul    bid   liim   re-cruatc   iiic,    (iilbLTl 

Fuliut.  Si 

Foliot.   Nay ;  by  aooUier  of  tUeso 

CUB^ms  thou 


King. 


5    of    C 


r  lord  the 


Beeket.   TliaC,  too,  I  cannot  sign. 
De  Broc,   Db   Brito,   De    Tract, 
PiTZURSE,  Db  Hohville,  start  up 
—  a  da»k  offtBordt, 

Sign  and  obey ! 
Beeket.   My  lords,  is  tbis  a  comliat 
or  a  council ! 
Are  ye  my  magters,  or  my  lord  the 

King  I 
Ye  make  uiis  clashing  for  no  love  o' 

the  customs 
Or  constftuUoDS,  or  wbate'er  ye  cat) 

But  that  there  be  among  you  those 
that  hold  90 

Lands  reft  from  Canterbury. 

De  Broe.  And  mean  to  Keep  them, 
In  spite  of  thee  I 

Lordi  (thouting).     Sfgn,   and   obey 


the  CI 


■Dl 
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for  if  thou  go  against  thy 

le  likewise  go  against  thy 

hy  King  might  join  the 
ope,  130 

>uld  shake  the  Papacy  as 
ids. 
King  swore  to  our  cardi- 

3  harm  nor  damage  to  the 

>u  his  pride  —  thy  signing 
form ; 

3uld  harm  come  of  it,  it  is 
:>pe 
blame  —  not  thou.     Over 

thou  shouldst  pacify  the 

>e  battle  between  Heaven 
larth, 

hould  get  the  better — for 
tne. 

Pope  absolve  thee  if  thou 

140 
(ave  I  the  orders  of  the 
Father  T 

Eleemotyna.  Orders,  my 
-why,  no  ;  for  what  am  I Y 
hisper  of  the  Holy  Father, 
hast  been  a  statesman, 
It  thou  always 
^  mind  to  the  air  ? 
f  Rome  be  feeble,  then 
1 1  be  firm. 

&ke  it  not  that  way  —  balk 
le  Pope's  will, 
ith  shaken  off  the  Empe- 

e  Church  against  the  King 

thee. 

de    JIastinga      (kneeling). 

ft,  I  am  the  oldest  of  the 

lars ;  150 

father;  he  would  lx»  mine 

1  now  ;  think  of  nic  as  thv 

father  kneclini^  to  tlioc?, 

promise  thee  on  my  wilvji 

wilt  hear  no  more  o*  the 
ns. 

What! 


Ilath  Henry  told  thee  ?  hast  thou  talk'd 
with  him  ? 
Another  Templar  (kneelinff).  Father, 
I  am  the  youngi'st  of  the  Teni 
plars, 
Look  on  me  as-I  were  thy  lK)dily  son, 
For,  like  a  son,  I   lift  my  hands  to 
thee. 
Philip.  Wilt  thou  liold  out  forever, 
Thomas  Becket  ?  i^o 

Dost  thou  not  hear  ? 
Bedcet  {dgntt).  Why  —  there  then  — 
there  —  I  sign. 
And  swear  to  obev  tlie  customs. 

Fdiot.  "  Is  it  thy  will. 

My  lord  archbisliop,  that  we  to<^shoul(] 
sign? 
Beeket.    O,   ay,   by  that  ranoiiieal 
obedience 
Thou  still  hast  owed  thy  father.  Oil 
bert  Foliot. 
Foliot.  Loyally  and  with  good  faith, 

my  lord  archbishop  ? 
liecket.  O.  ay,  with  all  that  loyalty 
and  good  faith 
Thou  still   hast  shown  tliv  primate, 
Gilbert  Foliot. 
[Beeket  dratra  apart  irith  Herbert. 
HerDert,  Herbert,  have  I  betrav'd  the 

'■"ChTifchT        ' 
I  ;il  have' the  paper  back  —  bU)t  out 
xny  narti*.  •  ,70 

Herbert.  Too  late,  my  lonl :  you  se<' 

they  arc  signing  there. 
Beeket.   False  to  myself — it  is  Ihir 
will  of  God 
To  break  me,  prove  me  nothing  «>f 

myself! 
This  almoner  hath  tasted  Henry's  gold. 
The  cardinals  have  finger'd   Henry's 

gold. 
And  Rome  is  venal  even  to  rottenness. 
I  see  it,  I  see  it. 

I  am  no  soldier,  aa  he  said  —  at  least 
No  leader.     Herbert,  till  I  hear  fnmi 

the  Pop*' 
I  will    suspend   myself   from  all    my 
functions.  is*. 

If     fast    an<l    pniycr.    tlio    lacrratinir 
scourire  — 
Fi^U'tt  {from  thr  tnhh)    Mv  lonl  an-h 

bishop,  thou  hast  yet  to  seal 
lit  eh  t.  F'ir^^t.  Foliot.  Irt  me  s*'e  what 
1  have  si^^n'd.  |  (iott^  to  thf  tnhU. 
What,  thi.s!    ami    this!  — what!   new 
and  old  together  I 
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I  Seal  !■    If  a  Burajib  sUouled  from  tlie 

A^nd  bade  meseiil  agttinat  tlieriglitsof 

the  Cliurcli, 
F    "Would  onatliemnlixe  Iiim.    I  will  not 
seal.  [J^-t  am  HerbL-rt, 

Eatrr  Kisn  IlKNRr. 
Jlem-y.   Whery's  ThomasI    liatli  lie 
signed  t  show  ine  the  papers  I 
^  I^a'd  aud  not  seal'd  I  How 's  that  1 
Z/vha  of  Oxf'inl.      He    would     not 

^%^^3d   wliGD   he   sign'd,    his   face   was 

atormy-red —  Hb 

Sb^uue.  wrath,  I  know  not  what.     He 

sat  down  tliLTfl 
^^K^d  <lro]it  It  III  his  hiinds,  and  then  h 

paleness. 
Ijfjce   the  wan   twilight   after  aunBtl, 

U'jr*  <;vcn  to  the  tonsure,  andhegroan'd. 

•iJ-^ilsetoinyaelfl  It  isthewillof  Qodl' 

_^^enry.   Gotl's  will  be  what  it  will. 

the  niau  shall  soul, 

0»"   X   ■will  seal  his  doom.   My  burg-her's 

may,    ii  I  cannot  break  him  bb  the  pre- 
late, 

I'll  ^sa'uah  bimas  theBul>}oet,  Send  for 
llim  hack.       [.SYf,  en  hig  thr<iiie. 

Baro*:!^  and  bishops  of  our  realm  of 
JBn  gland.  ^o, 

Afttyr-        tlie   oincteen  winters  of   King 

Stephen — 
A   T€^S ,^^^1^  which  was   no   reign,  when 

By   li  ff^*     own   hearti   in   peace  ;  when 

a3iurder  common 
Ann 

Ail     ti::«-*"SS  with   blood;    when  ct 

«3oorway  bluah'd, 
Daali'  -^^■'     '■'■'^  *''•'>  that  unhallow'd  p 


'he  I*--* 


«vcry  baron  ground  hia  blade 

in  blood; 
=^  "^i^!";'''  dough  was  kncade 

^^"Ih  blood  ; 
=»_in-whcel  turn'd  lu  blood ;  the 

— ^vholesomu  plow 
*^^^   '"    ^^  turrow'a  yellow 

-^o»r  ^f^'t  the  race  -  I  cam"'! 

^^our  King  I 

»^^  nloue.  like  a  soft  lor^l  ot  the 


ItJ  mine  own  hall,  : 
fools'  ears 

The  flatteriea  of  1 
ubroad 

Thro'  all  my  counti 
ple'B  waya; 

Vea,  heard  the  churl 

And  did  hini'justlM 

Judging  luy  judges 

King 
Vi'ho  rani^cd  cootiul 

light  dnj. 
And  BUucb  a  dMj 

vague:,  mmI  Ii 
From  maanesa.     ii 

fallows  tin'd, 
iluch   caru,  mpeopl 

So  far  my  oouno^ 

smooth. 
Had  pro3per*d  In  I 

Jarr-d  on  this  rocfc^ 
The  duiighWr  ot  % 

der'cl  him, 
Bishopa — YortE.  Xk 

Wostminstet 
Ye  haltnl  ihia  tonsu 

But  aiut-e  your  cant 

lakt' 
Life  for  a  life,  ye  to 
Where  1  had  bang*! 

hard  murder 
For  de^radatioa  t    1 

Being  botiailcn  by  1 
To  do  men   justice. 

own  selves  J 
Say  that  a   cleric   1 

hi  ah  op. 
What  could  ye  do  1 

him  — 

Not  death  for  deati 

John  of  Orford. 

could  sw(ear. 

To  death  tor  death. 

Henry.  And.  tooh 

Ifoundahundrcdgl 

By  men.  the  scum 

Church  : 
Then,  glancing  Ihn 


r.raItE 


a  certaia  • 


I  in  nw: 

b  desuetude,  of  mj  jJiratnlwiri'd 
tojal  custumB — tind  thru  writ- 
fan  olOxTcinlbprr*  to  roiul  tu  yuu. 
itfOtftrrd.  Awl  I  .»n  cHsilj 
•wrar  to  tlii'w  as  lii-lng 
[iiig'H  will  aail  GmVn  wil!  and 
justice;  yol 


Uenvii.     A-ii'l  Ikckr't  liuJ  luy  b 
i,.i  iill  llii-  : 
If  rv[-rinniili,r  UxuUiif  gmtcrutnc 
1  ralsod  him  frofii  Ilip  piiddle  c' 

I  niniie  him  porcelain  from  ttie  cl 


Tboi 


V  liLiu,  crr'J  t 


d  but  runil  u   part   li>-dfty.  be- 
BrcDUH'  my  lotd  at  Can* 


Ilupnl.    wi-M   be  gJwmcii  i 

(liiiTrJi  maA  Cniini. 
Two     datrn     ^Mtns     fai 

Two  t\y>Tt  ppntly  flowtnf  i 


rliiuiLvlliir  Arehbisliop,  hu  luigiit  well 

All  Kiijriiiiiil  vuHiur  Iltnry,  Uio  youug 

Kiii)j, 
Wlieii   I   wits  heD[£.     Wliat  did  the 

traitor  mv  ? 
FiAae  to  tiimself,  but  ten-fold  falsa  to 

nifl 
The  will  of  Qod  —  why,  then  it  Is  my 

will— 

Is  ho  coming  T 
Meuttiger  (enterinff).    With  a  crowd 
of  worsblppers, 
Aud  holds  his  cross  btsforc  him  thro' 

the  crowd, 
As  OHO  that  puts  bimscif  la  sonctujiry. 
Jfenry.    His  cross  1 
BegerofToTk.  Hlsorosal    I'Hfront 
him,  cross  to  cross.  iSs 

[Eeit  Roger  of  York. 
Henry.     His  crou  I  It  Is  the  traitoi 
that  Imputes 
Treachery  to  his  Kiug  1 
It  Is  not  safe  for  me  to  look  upon  blm. 
Awsy —  with  me  I 

yOoei  in  with  hi*  Barons  to  Ihi 

Qfuneil   Chamber,   lk»   door  o; 

vflicA  I'*  Ifft  open. 

inter  Bkckkt,  holiling  hi*  erott  of  HI 

vtr  bffore  him.     The  Bikhopb  com 

round  him. 

-r...  ..  ..  ,        T..„I,-J.,„„-i11    not,  nhid 
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what  prince  I  fight 
mfHot,  My  lord  of  York. 

ft  U8  go  in  to  the  Ck)uncil,  where  our 

bishops 
^  our  great  lords  will  sit  in  Judg- 
ment on  him. 
Meeket.     Sons  sit  in  Judgment  on 

their  father  !  —  then 
aw  spire  of  Holy  Church  may  prick 

the  graves  —  3»o 

er  crypt  among  the  stars.     8igu7 

seal  7  I  promised 
kae  King  to  obey  these  customs,  not 

yet  written, 
iWng  mine  order;    true,  too,  that 

when  written 
■igu'd  them  —  being  a  fool,  as  Foliot 

call'd  me. 
bold  Dot  by  my  signing.     Get  yc 

hence, 
■11  what  I  say  to  the  King. 

[Exeunt    Hereford,    FoHot,    and 

other  Bishopa 
Uoffer  of  York.         The  Chunh  will 

hate  thee.  [  Kn't. 

Beeket.     Serrc  my  best  friend  and 

make  him  my  worst  f(X' : 
Ight  for  the  Church,   and  set  the 

Church  againHt  nic  I 
Herbert.     To  bi*  honest  is  to  s<'t  hII 

knaves  against  Uiec. 
kh,   Thomas,    excommunicate    tbeni 

allt  330 

Hereford    {re-entering).      I    cannot 

brook    the    turmoil   thou  hast 

raisi'd. 
would,  my  lonl  Thomas  of  Canter- 
bury, 
hou  wert  plain  Thomas  and  not  Can- 
terbury, 
ttliat  thou  wouldst  deliver  Canter- 
bury 
'o  our  King's  han<ls  airiiin.  and  Im*  at 

peac^e. 
JlUary  (re^'nttrinf/).     For  hatli  not 

thine  amltitioii  M-t  tin*  Churcli 
his  day  Ix'twetMi  tlir   ]iaiiiin<>r   and 

the  anvil  — 
mlty  to  the  Kiiiir.  nNdiiTK"*-  to  thv- 

self? 
Herbert.     What  wiy  tin-  bi'iliops? 
Hilary.   Srmu'liave  [ilfjH^Ml  for  him. 
ut  the  Kiii^  raL:cs    -ino^t  'ire  witli 

the  Kint; ;  m" 

ml    Home   an*    mils,  that   one   time 

swuy  to  the  current. 


And  to  the  wind  another.     But  we 

hold 
Thou  art  forsworn;  and  no  forsworn 

archbishop 
Shall  helm  the  Church.    We  therefore 

place  ourselvt^s 
Under  the  shield  and  stifeguard  of  the 

Pope, 
And  cite  thee  to  appear  before  the 

Pope, 
And    answer    thine    accusers.      Ar' 
thou  deaf  Y 
Beeket.     I  hear  you .  f  ( Uash  of  a  nun. 
Hilary.   Dost  thou  hear  those  others'; 
Beeket.  Av ! 

Jioffer  of   York  {reenttring).      Tlie 
King's  *  God's  eyes  1 '  come  now 
so  thick  and  fast 
We   fear  that  he  may  reave  thee  of 
tliinc  own.  350 

Come  on,  come  on  !  it  is  not  tU  for  us 
To  see  the  proud  archbishop  mutilated. 
Say  that  he  blind  thee  and  tear  out 
thy  tongue. 
Beeket.     So  Ik*  it.    He  iMgins  at  top 
with  me : 
They  crucified  Saint  Peter  do wnwanl. 
B<tger  of  York.  Nay, 

But  for  their  sake  who  stagger  iK't  wixt 

thine 
ApiK*al  and  Henry's  anger,  yield. 
Jkcket.  Hence.  Satan  1 

[Kxit  Hoirtr  of  York. 
Fitzurnt  (rf  entering).     My  h»ni.  tlie 
Kinj;  demands   three    hundred 
marks, 
Due  from  his  castles  of  Berkhamsteiul 

and  Kve 
When  thou  thereof  wa»it  wanlen. 

J{fcktf.  Trll  the  Kini: 

1   spent    thrice  that  in  fortifyin^r  his 
cast  Irs.  y. 

Jk  7'riiri/{rt:enfiriiig).    My  lt»rd.th« 
Kin>:  demands   s«"Nen  hnndre*' 
nmrks. 
Lent  at  the  siep*  of  'r<iulou>»"  b\  tl.« 
KinL*". 

JUrht.     I  le<l  seven  huinlf»«l  Uuiirlit'^ 

and  foiiirht  his  war-* 
Jh     lint"   (n  t  hf' '•i,..,'\        y\\     Imil. 
tlie  KiiiL' denrunl-  ti\i   humlred 
niriiks. 
.\dvaneeii  thei-  a!   Iii-  iii^'arii*    1»n   thr 

.]r\\  ^. 
F*)r  whirh  the  Kinir  Nva-*  IhHiml  -^i  t  ui 
itv. 
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Breirl.     I  lliaufilil  it  WM  a  gift ;  I 
thought  it  wH«n  girt. 
BtUer  Lord  LitiittHTKii  (/ofioatd  bfi 
Barons  uhiI  Bimioi-at. 
LeCealer.     Uv  lunl.  I  cuiu«  unwill- 
ingly.    Th«Klu(r 
Deinawb  u  airkl  account  ot  ull  thour 

From  nil  tliu  vncjuit  sees  uti]  HUbm-iisi, 
Which   Ctttm-    iiilo  lliy    luinila   when 
Cimnrellor, 
tlfeirl.     IIiiw    ntucli    ini^lit    thai 

ainouni  to,  my  lord  [yiicustpr  r 
IxieMer.         I^uine      thirty — (firty 

tliaiinnn'l  stiTpr  nurkB. 
Dttkrt.     Are  thciw   TDur  custunisT 
1}  my  good  liwtl  l^lposWir, 
The  King  unU  I  wpm  Ijroilieni.     AJi  1 
h)fl 


bis 

Iteflectioa    Now   tiie    glory  of  the 

Chiircli 

Halh  swallow'il  up  Lhc  glcry  uf  tlii? 

King :  jKo 

I  am  liis  iiu  more,  but  hers.  Gmiit 

To  ponilcr  IhuBi-  (icmaodji. 

Ijeieater.       Htar  first  thy  snnteaciiV 

The  King  and  all  his  lords — 

Jkckei.  Son,  liral  heariur/ 

LtietHer.      Nay.   aay.   ranst  tlioti, 

tluit  hnliit-st  titin'c  estaha 

In   fee  and   baruny  of  the  King,  clc- 

elinu 
The  Judgment  of  the  Kinc  T 

Beekft  Tho  King  I  I  bold 

Nothing  in   fee  and    barony   of    tbe 

Kinjt. 
Wlialcer    the    Church    owiu  —  she 

holds  it  in 
Free  and  perpetual  alms,  unsubjcct  to 
Ono  earthly  sceptre. 
Leientfr.     Nay,  but  hear  thy  judg. 
meni.  jip 

Tlie  King  and  all  his  bsrons  — 

Bcfket.  Judgment!  Bnrons! 

Who  but  till.-  hridegroom  dares  to  j  uilgo 

the  bride, 
Or  he  the  bridegroom  may  appoint  • 

Not  lie 
That  is  not  of  Ihn  hoUM',  but  from  the 


To   lli-nry   and   mine  office  tl 

King 
Would  throne  me  in  the  gn* 

bisliopr^c : 
Aiid  I,  that  knew  mlnn  uwn 

"y. 

Far  the  King's  pIcNMint  nlki 

Ood's  caiimi 
Took  It  upon  ow— err'd  thru' 

him. 
Now  thercf oTD  Ond  from  mn  wMI 

lllmwir. 
And  Uie  Kiug  loo. 

What '.  forty  tbnuaond  n 
Why,  ihoit  the  King,  the  Poi 

Sslnta,  the  world. 
Know  that  nbeti  niuili^  nrcblii' 

was  fTi-ixf. 
Before    tho  Prince  ild<I   ehlrf 

From  everr  bond  and  debt  uw 

«lioo 
Inciirr'a  as  Ubnncellor. 

Hear  nic.  mn.     S 
Uut valued  ilros«.  ilKlil  duckni'K 

Cain, 
Tlie   soul  the  bodv,  and  Ih'-  f 

Uie  Throne. ' 
I   charge   tbeu.    upon    pain   of 

anathenw. 
That  thou  obey,  not  mc,  but  ( 

Hather  than  Henry.    I  refuse  to 
By  the  King's  censure,  nia^e  n 

to  the  Pope. 
By  whom  1  will  bo  judgsd ;  reS 

self, 
Tlie    King,    these    customs,    a 

Church,  to  him. 
And  uoder  his  authority  —  I  de| 

7,eiccster  loola  at  Mm  dotiA 
a  prisoner? 


pOHce. 
Jh  Jiroe.   In  peace  now  —  but 
Take  tliat  for  ntrm^ 
{Hiurit  9  bant  at  him  fr< 

Df  nril",  Flttitrm,  De  Thif 
ffArfji  (Jtioginff  iniiipt  of  pduAmV 
go  In  peace,  d^tiff,  caitiff  !  Ai 
lixi.  p^unjd  prelate  —  and  tbai 
coat  MhnTeltng  I  There.  (bei«, 
tnilor.  trailw,  tndWr  I 


[V 


BECKET 


835 


Mannerless  wolves  I 
[Turning  and  foci  riff  tJiem. 

•t.   Euoiigb,  my  lord,  enough ! 

.     Barons  of  England  and  of 

ormandy, 

hat  ye  abake  at  doth  but  seem 

fly. 

;  of  coward,  ye  follow  witb  a  ^ 
11.  430 

it  threw  the  mightiest  knight 
France, 

Iram  de  Trie,  — 
t.  Enough,  my  lord. 

More  than  enough.    I  play 
B  fool  again. 

Enter  Herald. 
.     The  King  commands  you, 
on  pain  of  death, 
ne  should  wrong  or   injure 
ur  archbishop. 

Deal  gently  with  the  young 
in  Absalom. 

',t  doors  of  the  ITall  at  the  back 
m,  and  discover  a  crowd. 
\ey  sh/)^it : 

I  be  that  cometh  in  the  name 
the  Lord  1 


Scene  IV 

RY  OP  THE  Monastery  at 
Northampton 

Banquet  on  the  Tables. 

5CKET.       BeCKET'S    RETAIN- 
ERS. 

*eta%ner.  Do  thou  speak  first. 
Retainer.  Nay,  tho\i!  Nay, 
ast  not  thou  drawn  the  short 

etainer.  My  lord  archbishop, 
permit  us — 

To  speak  without  stammer- 
ke  a  free  man  ?    Ay. 
etainer.    My  lord,  permit  us 
ave  thy  service.  10 

When  ? 
eta  t  Tier.     Now. 

To-night  ? 
etainer.     To-night,  my  lord. 

And  why  ? 
etainer.     My  lord,  wo  leave 
without  tears. 


Beeket.  Tears  ?  Why  not  stay  with 
me  then  ?  19 

First  Retainer,  My  lord,  we  cannot 
yield  thee  an  answer  altogether  to  thy 
satisfaction. 

Beeket.  I  warrant  you.  or  your  own 
either.  Shall  I  find  you  one?  The 
King  hath  frowned  upon  me. 

First  Retainer.  That  is  not  alto- 
gether our  answer,  my  lord. 

Beeket.  No;  yet  all  butall.  Go,  go! 
Ye  have  eaten  of  my  dish  and  drunken 
of  my  cup  for  a  dozen  years.  30 

First  Retainer,  Ana  so  we  have. 
We  mean  thee  no  wrong.  Wilt  thou 
not  say,  '  God  bless  you,'  ere  we  go  ? 

Beeket.  God  bless  you  all  I  God 
redden  your  pale  blood  I  But  mine 
is  human-red ;  and  when  ye  shall 
hear  it  is  poured  out  upon  earth,  and 
see  it  moimting  to  heaven,  my  *  God 
bless  you,'  that  seems  sweet  to  you 
now,  will  blast  and  blind  you  like  a 
curse.  41 

First  Retainer.  We  hope  not,  my 
lord.  Our  humblest  thanks  for  your 
blessing.     Farewell ! 

[EiXieunt  Retainers. 

Betket.  Farewell,  friends !  fare- 
well, swallows  I  I  wrong  the  bird ; 
she  leaves  only  the  nest  she  built, 
they  leave  the  builder.  Why?  Am 
I  to  be  murdered  to-night  ? 

\ Knocking  at  the  door. 

Attendant,  Here  is  a  missive  left 
at  the  gate  by  one  from  the  castle.    51 

Btcket.  Cornwall's  hand  or  Leices- 
ter's ;  they  write  marvellously  alike. 

\Reading. 

*Fly  at  once  to  France,  to  King 
Louis  of  France ;  Uiere  be  those  about 
our  King  who  would  have  thy  blood.' 

Was  not  my  lord  of  Leicester  bidder 
to  our  supper  ? 

Attendant.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  di- 
vers other  carls  and  barons.  But  the 
hour  is  past,  and  our  brother,  Mas- 
ter Cook,  he  makes  moan  that  all  be 
a-^ctting  cold.  63 

Bcckct.  And  I  make  my  moan  along 
with  him.  Cold  after  warm,  winter 
after  summer,  and  the  golden  leaves, 
theso  carls  and  barons,  that  clung  to 
m(j,  frostKl  off  me  by  the  first  cold 
frown  of  the  King.     Cold,  but  look 


iiiiirkiHl  a.  KTOiip  of  liiKurs  in  the  mar- 
ki-tpUiir  — lialf-rftjr.  half-son — beg- 
tiira,  po"r rogiios  (lloavcn  lileas  '<™ ! ) 
wlio  ucver  saw  nor  dreametl  of  such  a 
banquet-  I  will  amaze  them.  Call 
them  in.  I  say.  They  shall  hcncefor- 
van)  ^  my  '^'"■'*  '''"^  barons  —  our 
Inrtla  and  masters  in  Christ  Jesua.  S9 
[Knt  Herbert. 
If  the  King  hold  his  purpose,  I  am 
mVBcIf  ft  beKSft''.  Fo'ty  thousand 
marks  I  forty  thousand  devils  — and 
these  craven  bishops ! 

A  P""!"  *''"'  (f'*tering)  im(A  hit  dog. 
Hlv  lord  archbishop,  may  I  come  in 
with  my  poor  friend,  my  dog-f  The 
Kiiiir's  verdurer  caught  him  a-hunting 
In  the  forest,  and  cut  off  his  paws. 
The  doK  followed  his  calling,  my  lord. 
I  ha'  carried  him  eves  so  many  milef 
in  mv  Mms.  and  lie  lichs  my  face  and 
moans    and    cries   out    against   the 

*"&(.  Better  thy  dog  than  ttee 
The  King's  courts  would  use  the( 
worse  than  thy  dos- **>«/ ,*!*  ^. 
bl^v  Were  the  Church  king,  ii 
Si  be  otherwise.  Po^r  be«t  1  poo, 
beast  1  set  him  down.  I  wi  I  bind  «i 
his  wounds  with  rny  napkm.  av 
him  a  bone,  give  him  a  bone  I  Wh. 
MiiHusrq  a  do-r  wiiiild  miMW  »  chill  - 

I'llst  \u"\l'\   Ills  I«i»s  -ire  pnsl   l'<l|i 
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what  said  the  black  shcop,  my 
masters  ? 

Te  can  make  a  Itlack  sin  white.* 

Iirrf  Ikggar.   Peace! 

FiRKT   liKGCiAB. 

^lamb,  ewe-Iamb,  I  am  hero  by  tho 

«lam.* 
K  the  miller  came  home  that  nif^ht, 
•n  (lusted  hiM  back  with  the  meal  in 

hist  jiack. 
at  he  made  the  black  tdieep  white. 

\irtl  Jifffgar.  Be  we  not  of  the 
ly  ?  be  we  not  a-snpping  with  the 
,  of  the  family  ?  be  we  not  in  my 
8  own  refractory  ?  Out  from 
Dg  us ;  thou  art  our  black 
p.  i8s 

JCntfr  the  four  Knights. 
'tzur»t.  Sheep,  said  he  ?  And 
p  without  the  shi'pnenl,  too. 
■n*  is  my  lonl  an^h  bishop  ?  Thou 
histicst  an<l  louaic>8t  of  this  Cain'H 
herhood,  answer.  170 

I  mi  Jkf/ffttr.    With  Cain's  anawt-r, 
lonL     Am  I  his  keeper?    Thou 
Jdst  call  him  Cain,  not  me. 
'tzurttr.     80   I   do,  for  he  would 
ler  his  brother  the  State. 
hini   Jiiffffftr  {Hnng   ami  affran- 
i  No.  my  lonl ;  but  bccaiist?  the 
1  hath  act  his  mark  upon  him  that 
inn  sliould  murrler  him. 
■iiHrne.     Where  is  he?    where  i« 

U'rd  Jieggar.  With  Cain  U^ike.  in 
land  of  Nod,  or  in  the  land  of 
ire  for  aught  I  know. 
'Unr$e.  France  !  Ha!  I)e  Mor- 
.  Tracv,  Brito—  f!i»<l  is  h<'  ?  Ooss 
ftls.  all  of  you!  swrar  to  follow 
!  Remember  the  (jue(>n  ! 
[The  fmtr    Knights    rnnw    thn'r 

meordn. 
t  Brito.    They   mock   \is ;   lir   is 

\AU  the  Beggars  n'tn  nrnl  tnfntnn- 

upon  them, 
itzurm.    Come,  you  filthy  kiiuvfs. 
IS  pass. 

hird  JJegffar.    Nay,    my    l«»nl.  l<t 
We  be  a-goin;:  hnim?  .-iftiT 


supper  in  all  huml)1rnc«i<:.  mv 
:  for  Uic  archbishop  loves  hum- 
my  lord,  and  though  wo  In* 


fifty  to  four,  we  daren't  fight  you 
with  our  crutches,  my  lonl.  Then' 
now.  if  thou  hast  not  luid  hands  u]>on 
me!  and  my  fellows  know  that  I  am 
all  one  scale  like  a  tlsh.  I  ]>ray  God  1 
haven't  given  thee  my  h-prolsy,  my 
lord.  '  '      2i*4 

[Fitzurse  shriukM  /mm  him,  and 
another  pre fmej*  ftjHtn  De  Hrito. 

Jk  Brito.  Away,  dog  ! 

Fourth  Bt^f/ar/  And  I  was  bit  bv  a 
mad  dog  o*  Friday,  an*  I  be  half  dog 
aln'ady  by  this  token,  that  tho'  1  ran 
dnnk  wine  I  oinnot  bi<l(*  water,  my 
lord  ;  an<l  I  want  to  bite,  I  want  to 
bite,  and  they  do  say  the  very  breath 
catches.  '  aji 

Jk  Brito.  Insf)leiit  clown  !  Shall  I 
snyte  him  with  thee<lge  of  theswonl? 

Be  ^forriiU.  No.  nor  with  the  flat 
of  it  either.  Smite  the  .shepht-nl,  and 
the  shiM'p  are  scattiTrd.  Sniiti*  the 
sheep,  and  the  sliephrnl  will  4*xcom- 
muuicatr  th('(*. 

/>  Brito.  Yet  my  lingt-rs  itch  to 
brat  him  into  nothing.  ^41 

Fifth  Btf/f/ar.  So  do  m\iu\  my  lonl. 
I  was  bt^rn  with  it,  and  sulphur  won't 
bring  it  out  o*  me.  liut  for  all  that 
the  arrhbi.sho])  washed  my  feet  o* 
Tuesilav.    He  likes  it,  niv  lord. 

Sixth  Jitf/f/ttr.  And  .'^t-e  hen\  my 
lord,  this  rag  fro*  the  gangrene  i'  my 
leg.  It's  huinbliniT — it  smells  n'  hii 
man  nalur.  Wilt  timu  smell  it.  my 
lonl  ?  for  the  archbishop  liki-s  the 
.snu'll  on  it,  my  lonl ;  for  1  In-  his  lord 
and  master  i*  Christ,  my  lord.  2^^ 

Ih  Aforriffi.  t'augh !  we  shall  all 
be  i»oiM>ne(l.      L4-t  us  1:0. 

\Thttf  ilniir  Ihirk,  \U  ililWT^  fttthnr- 
ifit/. 

Sf  n  nth  Jiff/f/iir.   Mv  lord.  I  ha*  time 
si<ters  a  (lying  at  homeo'  the  s\ve:itiii:' 
sickness      Tliev    hv  (le;nl   u  hile   I   1m 
a  suppinsjT. 

h.i'itith  Jitjjf/'tr.  Am!  I  li.i*  nim- 
fiartiTs  i"  the  spital  th:it  be  deail  T«  11 
times  n"fr  i*  one  day  \\i'  the  [nitiid 
fever  ;  ami  I  brlliiz  1  h*'  tain?  ntj  it  :iii»!iL' 
wiini-.  for  the  an  hbi^'Iiop  jike^  it.  inv 
lord.  ."  ^ 

[  I'll rtfti'/if;    njMin    tfi,    KiiiL:ht»%  //// 

Thinl  litir.hir.  (  rutclus.  anditehes 
and   leprosies,  and    uleers,    and   gau 


0Tcui!9,  and  riinnfng  sorea,  pmise  yo 
tlie  Lord,  for  to-night  ^e  have  saved 
^tir  aiclibiahop  I  ,„ 

Pint   Hf-m/tr.    I'll  go  back  again. 
J  Jiain'l  halt  doue  jel. 

Herbert  of  Botlutm  (enCtrring).  My 
ffiei^Ai.  Iha  archbistiop  bidsyougooa- 
Ijglit.  He  hath  retirt-d  to  rest,  and 
{j^lUS  fn  great  jeopardy  of  hia  life,  he 
J^tli  made  his  bed  bctwcca  ttie  altars. 
\rolO  whence  he  seiids  me  to  bid  you 
•  ■.is  night  pray  for  him  who  hath  find 
"oU  in"'ewilderDeaa.  :,». 

'    iffiii'd  Beggar.   So  we  will  — ao  we 
11)    I  warrant  thee.     Becket  shall  be 
tinir    »"''  the  Holy  Father  shall  be 

kine!  *"'*  *'"■  ■""^'''  *''""  '■'"  ''y  ""^ 

Kititf"3  vCQiBon  and  the  lirpad  o'  the 
,  ._Jf  juid  there  shall  Ixi  no  more  poor 
)^'eyet.  Hiimilil  VWe  le  Boy  I 
Thftt  '9  the  Euglish  of  it. 


ACT  II 

-ROSAMUJU 


I  TiOWBR 


SCKNB  I. 

A  Oanltn  of  FltnPera.     In  the  tnidat  ii 
hank  of  mUl-fioiBer*  vith  a  btneh  be- 
fore it. 
Voices  tisurd  ringing  amiing  llie  trees. 

1.  It)  it  the 


.  No;  ' 


iod  of  the  diwD  tbat  I  heir 
le  pino  overhetd? 
I  llie  Toke  uf  the  detp  tJt  il  hol- 


Vdice  of  tlie  ileup  Itodi  tbe  otr 
)ne  cominB  up  with  a  M)ni[  in  U 
fit  Ihe  Klimmi^rlni;  rtd  ? 


I/enry.    With  Uecketl    I 

one  hour  with  lliw  — 

Sccptnc  and  cnwiw  rhuWaj 

niitn? 
Grwppliug   the   crows  — in 

Dec  f  roni  Uiis 
For  a  gasp  of  frwr  air.  *  I 

To  rest  upon  thy  bcmou  i 

Why    thou,     my    bint   Uh 

■  Becket.  Beckcl'  — 
Yea,  thou  my  goldeu  dreiro 

Mtiat  be  till!  oightmaft  bn 

my  pence 
With  -BcckLt,' 

JtoKitmund.      O  my  Ufe'tl 

Is  all  but  dentil  to  me.    M 

cloud! 
Zjet  there  not  be  rme  ftmra  I 

Out  of   the   many  ihiac.  If 

Look  rather  thou  all*royil 
flrst 

I  met  thee, 
Jlenry.     Where  was  thii  1 
Rota  inn nd.  Forgt 


Fori 


.r^-et 


Nay.  I  remeinb 


1.   LovB  thilran  »ht» 


tilll 


lifc.ha'lliavBflfil7 


n,  Love  thai  a 


.    Keup  him  »W«y  from  the  lune  little  isle. 

Let  tube,  let  us  Ik. 
.  Nay,  lot  him  make  il  his  oira,  l»t  him 

reimi  in  it  — ho,  it  is  hk, 
Love  thai  i»  born  "(  the  d*ep  coming  Up 

Enter  ilENB*  and  Hosamusd. 

Sotamund.    Be    frionds   with    Urn 

Bgnin  —  I  do  bcaeeth  lliee. 


A  plover  flew  before  ilitt 

Thy  high  black  Etecd  amoo) 

Like  audden  light  in  the  i 

And  from  that  height  aaai 

said  to  me. 
I  knew  not  what. 
Jhnry.  I  askd  the  ' 

BoMmund. 
So  I  lost  mine. 
Uenry.       Thou  wast  loo 

answer. 
Bwamunrf.    Tooscared- 
limrg.    Tbe  rowbud  of  i 
Well,  well,  no  more  of  A41 

sent  his  folk. 
His   kin,   all    his    belouci 

Age,    orphana,     and    bafa 
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tdreds  to  him — there  to  beg, 
tarve,  die — 

t    the  fool   King   Louis  feed 
hem  not. 

m  shall  feel  that  I  can  strike 
im  yet  40 

nuTtd.  Babes,  orphans,  mo- 
tiersl  is  that  royal,  sire  ? 
/.  And  I  have  been  as  royal 
rith  the  Church, 
ier'd  in  the  Abbey  of  Pontigny, 
97ore  his  time  studying  the 
inon  law 

5.  it  against  me.  But  since' he 
ursed 

;nds  at  Veselay,  I  have  let 
lem  know 

they  keep  him  longer  as  their 
uest, 

all  their  cowls  to  all  the  hells. 
lund.  And  is  that  altogether 
)yal? 

'.  Traitress  I 

lund.  A  faithful  traitress  to 
ly  royal  fame.  50 

'.  Fame!  what  care  I  for 
.me  ?  Spite,  ignorance,  envy, 
lesty  too,  paint  her  what  way 
ley  will, 

to-day  is  infamy  to-morrow  ; 
of  to-day  is  fame  to-mor- 
►w ; 

md  and  round  again.    What 
atters  ?    Royal  — 
to  leave  the  royalty  of  my 
own 

I'd  to  mine  heirs. 
und.        Still — thy  fame  too ; 
it  should  be  royal. 

And  I  say, 
)t  for  thy  saying. 
tind.  And  I  say, 

it  for  thy  saying.  A  greater 
ing  60 

ou  art,  Love,  who  cares  not 
p  the  word, 

iare  not '  —  care.  There  have 
(poken  true  ? 

Care   dwell  with   me  for 
er  when  I  cease 
!or  thee  as  ever  I 
und.   No  need !  no  need !  .  .  . 
a  bench.     Come,  wilt  thou 
? — My  bank 

lowers  [?ie  sits].   At  thy  feet! 
[She  sits  at  his  feet. 


Henry.  I  bade  them  clear 

A  royal  pleasauncc  for  thee,  in  the 

wood. 
Not  leave  these  countiy-folk  at  court. 
Rosamund.  I  brought  them 

In  from  the  wood,  and  set  them  here. 

I  love  them 
More  than  the  garden  flowers,  that 

seem  at  most  70 

Sweet  guests,  or  foreign  cousins,  not 

half  speaking 
The  language  of   the  land.    I  love 

them  too. 
Yes.     But,  my  liege,  I  am  sure,  of  all 

the  roses  — 
Shame  fall  on  those  who  gave  it  a 

dog's  name  1  — 
This  wild  one  {picking  a  briar-rose) — 

nay,  I  shall  not  prick  myself  — 
Is  sweetest.     Do  but  smell ! 

Henry.         Thou  rose  of  the  world  ! 
Thou  rose  of  all  the  roses!  [Muttering. 
I  am  not  worthy  of  her  —  this  beast- 
body 
That  Gkxi  has  plunged  my  soul  in  — 

I,  that  taking 
The  Fiend's  advantage  of  a  throne,  so 

long  80 

Have   wander'd    among   women,  —  a 

foul  stream 
Thro'  fever-breeding  levels,  —  at  her 

side. 
Among  these  happy  dales,  run  clearer, 

drop 
The  mud  I  carried,  like  yon  brook, 

and  glass 
The  faithful  face  of  heaven  — 

[Looking  at  her,  and  unconsciously 

aloud, 

—  thine  !  thine  ! 
Rosamund.  I  know  it. 

Henry  {muttering).   Not  hers.     We 

have  but  one  bond,  her  hate  of 

Bccket. 
Rosamund  {half  hen  ring).  Nay !  nay  ! 

what  art  thou  muttering  ?     J 

hate  Becket  ? 
Henry  {muttering).    A  sane  and  nat- 
ural loathing  for  a  soul 
Purer,  and  truer  and  nobler  than  her- 
self ; 
And  mine  a  bitterer  illegitimate  hate, 
A   bastjird    hate    born    of    a   former 

love.  91 

Rosamund.   My  fault  to  name  himl 

O,  let  the  hand  of  one 


tuTiuilt'  Willi/..;'. 

If  it  HllUuia  COIIR'  t->  ttllll. 

Iti-miHUiid.   With  her  t  witU  whom  T 
Henrg.    Life  aa  the  haml  is  naked 
gipsy-atuEF ; 
Life  OD   the   face,   the  brows  —  dear 

hinocenccl 
Veiu'd  marble  — not  a  furrow  yet— 
and  hciB  [MntUrihg, 

Croet  and  recrost,  aTunouiousapider'a 

Ratamund  {tpringing  up).  Out  of 
the  cloud,  my  Sun  —  out  of  the 
eclipse  ; 

Narrowing  my  golden  hour! 

&:nry.  O  Itosamund, 

1  would  be  true —  would  tell  thee  all 

—  and  something 
I  had  to  say  —  I  love  Uiec  none  the 

Which  will  so  vox  Uicc. 

BoMamund,    Something  against  mtf 

Henry.   No,  no,  against  myself. 

Ji/tamand.  I  will  not  hear  It. 

Come,  come,  mine  hour!     I  bargain 

for  mine  hour. 
I  '11  call  thee  little  Gt-ollrey. 

iftnry.  Call  him! 

Botamund.  QeoBrey ! 
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id.     Ay,  but  he  will  not. 

Ay  I  but  if  he  did  ? 
id.  O,  then  I  O,  then!  1 
>st  fear  to  say 

oor  heretic  heart  would  e'X- 
[nunicatc 

uunicatiou,  clinging  to  thee 
I  ever. 
fiinng  Rosamund  and  kiu- 

her).      My    brave-hearted 

>  I 

er  been  to  see  thee  ? 

\d.  Here  ?  not  he. 

so  lonely  here  —  no  coufes- 

Thou  shalt  confess  all  thy 
t  sins  to  me.  160 

1^.     Besides,  we  came  away 
ich  a  heat, 
lot  even  my  crucifix. 

Take  thi& 
ff  her  the  Crucifix  which 
nor  gave  him. 

\d.     (),  beautiful  !    May  I 
\  it  as  mine,  till  mine 
:ain  ? 

hratting  it  round  her  neck). 
le  —  as  I  am  —  till  death ! 
«/.     Death?  no  I     I'll  have 
ith  me  in  niv  Hhroud, 
with  it,  ami  show  it  to  all 
faints. 

Nay  —  I    must    go;    but 
n  thou  lay  est  thy  lip 
•membering  One  who  died 
hee, 

also   one  who    lives   for 

n  France ;  for  I  must  hence 
•ave  170 

King  Louis,  and  this  tur- 
nt  priest 

id  (kneeling).      O,   by   thy 
for  me,  all  mine  for  thee, 
thy  soul  into  the  tlames  of 

ihee — be  friends  with  him 
a. 

Look,  look !  if  little  Ucof- 
have  not  tost 

x>  the  br«<>k  !  mukes  after 
> 

Why,  the  child  will  drown 
ell 

d,     Geoflfreyl  Geoffrey! 

[Exeunt. 


SCBME  II 
MONTMIBAIL 

•  TKe  Meeting  of  tfte  Kings.*  John  of 
Oxford  and  Hknkt.  Crottd  in  the 
distance. 

John  of  Oxford.       You  have  not 

crown'd  young  Henry  yet,  my 

liege  ? 

Henry.   Crown'd !  by  Goirs  ey<'s,  we 

will  not  have  him  crown'd. 

I  spK)ke  of  late  to  the  boy,  he  unswi-rd 

mc. 
As  if  he  wore  the  crown  already  —  No. 
We  will  not  have  him  crown'd. 
'Tis  true  what  Becket  told  mc.  thnt 

the  mother 
Would  make  him  play  his  kingship 
against  mine. 
John  of  Oxford,      Not    have    him 

crown'd? 
Iknry.        Not  now  —  not  yet  !  and 
Becket — 
Becket   should  cn>wn    him   were  he 

crown'd  at  all ; 
But,  since   we  would  lie  lord  of  our 
own  manor,  10 

This    Canterbury,    like    a    woundi*d 

deer. 
Has  fled  our  presence  and  our  feeding- 
groimds. 
John  of  Oxford.     Cannot  a  smooth 
tongue  lick  him  whole  again 
To  serve  your  will  ? 

Henry.      He  hates  my  will,  not  me. 
John  of  Oxford.     There  *s  York,  my 

lii'ge. 
Henry.     But  England  source  would 
hold 
Young  Henry  king,  if  only  crown'd 

by  York. 
And  that  would  stilt  up  York  to  twice 

himself. 
There  is  a  movement   yonder  in   the 

crowd  — 
iSee  if  our  ]»i()us — what  Mhall  I  call 

him,  John?  — 
Ilusbandin  law,  or  smooth  shorn  su 
zemin.  70 

He  vet  within  the  field. 

John  of  Oxford.  I  will.     [  hjrit. 

JItnry.  Av  I  Ay  I 

Mince  and  go  back  I  his  politic  Holi- 
ness 


Qoanal  of  Grmni  hmI  Ghnrdi— to 

nnd  igipii 
Bk   HoUneai   cannot  steer  straight 

thro'  shoals,  jo 

Nor  L     The  citizen's  hi'lr  hiLlli  con 

Vat  Oio  moment.     8<i  we  make   our 
peace  with  him. 
JSntrr  Louis. 
finrtber  of  France,  what  sliall  be  doni- 
wfth  Beckett 
Loui*.     The    Holy  Ttinmas  I    Itn- 
ther,  jou  hsTc  tratnck'd 
Bvtween  the  Emperor  and  the  Pope, 

The  Pope  and  Antlpope — a  perilou.s 

game 
For  men  to  play  with  QoA. 

Amy.  Ay,  ay,  pixtA  brathi-r. 

They  caU  you  the  Monk-King. 

£raML  Whi)  rails  mc  t  slii' 

That  waa  my  wife,  now  ymirsT     Ymi 

hare  net  Duchy, 
Hie  point  you  aim'd  at,  and  pniy  Gml 
she  prove  '       to 

Tnw  wife  to  you.    You  hare  tind  tijc 

better  of  us 
In  aecular  matters. 
Menrf.       Come,  confess,  gtxxl  1>n>- 


Uier, 

Tou  did  your  best  o 
her  Duchy, 


I  i»  kt-c|i 


II 
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y.  Out  upon  thee,  man ! 

the  devil's  honor,  his  yes  and 
o. 

I,  bishops,  earls,  this  London 
pawn  —  by  Mahound, 
•oner  have  been  bom  a  Mussiil- 
lau  — 

shing  with  their  priests  —    80 
ilf-way  down  the  slope —  will 
o  man  stay  me  ? 
myself  to  pieces  —  I  stay  my- 
jlf— 

it    is    gone.      You,    Master 
ecket,  you 
e  to  me  your  power  over  me  — 

y— 

of  France,  you  have  taken, 
lerish'd  him 

tief-like  fled    from    his  own 
lurch  by  night, 
pursuing.    I  would  have  had 
im  back. 

!ed  he  do  not  turn  and  rend 
3U  too: 

ktsoever  may  displease  him  — 
lat  90 

igainst  God's  honor — a  shift, 
trick 

f  to  challenge,  face  me  out  of 
1 

I  rights.    Yet,  yet  —  that  none 
ay  dream 

inst  God's  honor — ay,  or  him- 
If 

eason,  choose 

*ed  of  the  wisest  heads  from 
igland, 

•ed,  too,  from  Normandy  and 
Qjou ; 
3  decide  on  what  was  custom- 

y 

days,  and  all  the  Church  of 

m  their  decision,  I  am  con- 
at.  100 

lat  the  mightiest  and  the  ho- 
st 

»  predecessors  may  have  done 
the  least  and  meanest  of  my 

do  the  same  to  me  —  I  am 
Dtent. 

Ay,  ay  I  the  King  humbles 
nself  enough. 

(aside).  Words !  he  will  wrig- 
3  out  of  them  like  an  eel 


When  the  time  serves.     {Aloud.)    My 

lieges  and  my  lords. 
The  thanks  of  Holy  Church  are  due  to 

those 
That  went  before  us  for  their  work, 

which  we 
Inheriting    reap  an  easier    harvest 

Yet—  no 

Louis.  My  lord,  will  you  be  greater 

than  the  Saints, 
More  than  Saint  Peter  ?  whom  —  what 

is  it  you  doubt  ? 
Behold  your  peace  at  hand. 

Becket,  I  say  that  those 

Who  went  before  us  did  not  wholly 

clear 
The  deadly  growths  of  earth,  which 

hell's  own  heat 
So  dwelt  on  that  they  rose  and  dark- 

en'd  heaven. 
Yet  they  did  much.    Would  God  they 

had  torn  up  all 
By  the  hard  root,  which  slioots  again ; 

our  trial 
Had  so  been  less;   but,  seeing  they 

were  men 
Defective  or  excessive,  must  we  fol- 
low 120 
All  that  they  overdid  or  imderdid  ? 
Nay,  if  they  A'ere  defective  as  Saint 

Peter 
Denying  Christ,  who  yet  defied  the 

tyrant, 
We  hold  by  his  defiance,  not  his  de- 
fect. 

0  good  son  Louis,  do  not  counsel  me, 
No,  to  suppress  God's  honor  for  the 

sake 
Of  any  king  that  breathes.     No,  God 

forbid ! 
Heni'y.  No!  Gotl  forbid!   and  turn 

me  Mussulnmn  ! 
No  God  but  one,  and  Muhound  is  hi^ 

prophet. 
But  for  your  Christian,  look  you,  yoi; 

shall  have  13c 

None  other  God  but  me  —  me,  Thomas, 

son 
Of  Gilbert  Becket,  London  merchant. 

Out ! 

1  hear  no  more.  [K.nt. 

hniU.  Our  brother's  anger  ])ut*;  him, 
P(X)r  man,  beside  himsell'  —  not  wise. 

My  lord. 
We  have  claspt  your  cause,  believing 

that  our  brother 


li^-f  it. 

f/o/ifi   nf  o.if„fi1.     I   am    )z\'m\    that 

FraiKM'  Iiaili  M-outt-.!  liiin  at  last. 

I  told  tin-  I'oiM."  wliat  iiiaiirirr  «..f  man 

In*  u  as.  I  /.'.  :* 

lv"ji  r  ■•/  )'"/■/,•.    Yea.  «.i!ii  (■  In-  :!m.:< 

The  will  ,.f  rillur  rrMim, 

Let  ♦■itli«T  <ast  liirn  auay  like  a  -'.(m.! 

( 1  •  I  '  '  I.'    * 

—  •  ,  I  ..I  I  . 

F'.di't.   Y<-a.  let  a  <?ra:iir«r  -p--"!  \i\< 

In.'i'itai:)'. 

And  It-r  aii«»Mifr  takr  ]\\<  l.isli..:,:-!,-  \ 

'  '  /■:'•■ -\ 

Dc  ]h'"f\   Oiir   caMlr.   my    ],,r,i.   1,,.. 

l<'ll::.s  tvt  (  'a!llcl-]i;;r\-, 

.  pray  you  c^nm-  aii-l  tik."  ir.       [/■//■■/. 

: /-.■.■•■■'. 

L\''/.tf.   ('iir<i  d  If  .I.'iliii  i.[   ()\:--:-.] 

K«'j<i-  .'f  Vcik.  ,, 

And  (iilli.Ti   l'\.:i..i:  cm-v,  d  i)]..^--  I). 

That  li«i]d  «iiir  Sultwu. -l  (.'asil,-  f,-, .,,, 

t'lir  s,  I- 1 
('jirs.-dFi?/i;r-r.a'iilMli  ili.i(  .•  (.!"i),.m! 

Tiiat    S'AV    tlu\    |i:ir.-    lK-tA.i[i    II,-.    ;..'-.; 
iiiid  i:n'  ! 
IT,/,-,  X  r'. ....,    //,,    c    .  .-,/      i;;,  .,,.,:    i,. 

*!:»'  lord  a:- lj?i;v||.,p,  wj;,.  i;.i'!i  ••.:•!; 
sIm.).]  :\v..  \i!;-.  ;.,  •  I,,  ::■  j  ,,.  ^  .-,  ,  , ,  , 
)i  ^rii'i  .  -t'  <  i"  I  1. 

/}r  's,f.   K  »i.t  ..■;  til.-  ::■  ■•■r;!-    .f  :.■.^,  . 

:iiid  >•■.;••  \::!i_  >.   ;■•■;!>.•■■ 
I     ■  I  . .  t .       •       . 
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ligbl  to  wallow  in  the  crossness  of 

it. 
11  Tnitli  liersi'lf  be  shanuMi  of  Iht 

llffflMllT.  ai-> 

•«  tlrji/tJUfrif/iis  infin,  WaU<T  Map  ! 
IViilit  r  Mtip.  Is  lliat  my  <*asi'  1?  so  if 
•  riiy  hv  si<rk,  and  1  cannot  fall  the 
umrl  sweet,  your  lonlshi])  would 
ftpend  in«'  from  verse  writ  in  jr.  as 
u  siisi)ende<l  yourself  after  sub- 
'itin^  to  tliL*  eustonis. 
iiicktt.    1   i>ray   Uud  panlon  mine 

intinnity  1  217 

WalUr  yfaft.  Xay,  my  lonl.  take 
art;  for  I  ho"  you  susfM'nded  yotir- 
If.  the  Pi)|M*  ](;t  you  down  a.irain  ; 
•I  tho*  you  susfM'nd  Folint  or  an- 
ber.  lli«^  \\\\m:  will  not  leave  then) 
siWfH'nse,  for  the  lN>i)e  himself  is 
^ays  in  suspense,  like  Mahouml's 
flln  hun^  between  heaven  and  earth 
always  in  snsp^*nKt>,  like  the  scales. 
1  the  wei.srht  of  Germany  or  th(> 
kid  uf  England  brinji^s  ont**  of  them 
►"wn  to  the  dust  —  always  in  sus 
^nae,  like  tlic  tail  of  the  horologe  — 
and  fn)  —  tick-tack —  we  make  the 
auf,  wc  k«rep  tlie  time,  ay,  and  we 
T%-e  the  time ;  for  1  have  heard  say 
lat  if  you  boxed  the  Pope's  ears  with 
purse,  you  mif^ht  stafr^er  him,  Imt 
ft  would*  iMx:ket  the  purs<*.  Nn  say- 
^g  of  mine  —  Jocelyn  of  Salisbury. 
lit  the  Kingf  liath  'bouirht  half  the 
oUege  of  KiHldmts.  lit*  warmeil  to 
3u  to-day,  and  you  have  chilled  him 
eaiiL  Yet  you  both  h)ve  («(n1.  A*rn'e 
1th  him  quickly  again,  even  for  th«> 
jEe  of  the  Church.  My  t»ne  irrain  of 
3od  counsel  which  you'will  notswal- 
IT.  I  hate*  aaplit  b(*twecn  old  friend- 
lips  as  I  Iiate  the  dirty  ^ap  in  th<> 
iCe  of  a  Cintercian  mi>nk.  that  will 
Fallow  anythinjr.  Farewell.  [A>//.  i 
Beekti.   Iftap  8cv)fT9  at  Home.     I  all 

but  hold  with  Majv 
ire  for  myself  no  Kome  were  left  in 

Knfrland,  .-;; 

D  bad  lieen  his.     Why  shouM  thi^ 

Rome,  this  ]{r>me.' 
ni  choose  BarabbiiH  rather  than  the 

Christ, 
iBolve  the  left-hand  ihief  and  damn 

the  Tielii  1 
ifc8  fees  ox  tyranny,  wink  at  .>^icri- 


Which  even   Peter  had   not    dareil  > 

condenm 
The  blameless  exile  Y  — 

Jltrfn  rt.     Tliw.  lln)U  holy  Thomas! 
I  would  that  thou  hadst  iM'en  the  Holv 
Father. 
Jlieki  t.    I  wouM  have  done  mv  moM 

m 

to  keep  Itome  ht)ly. 
I  wouhl  have  made  Uome  know  sin 

still  is  Home  — 
Who  stands  a. i;h:ist  at  Ikt  eternal  sell 
And  shakes  at  mortal  kiii;rs —  her  va 

filiation.  i' 

Avarice,  craft  —  < )  (iod,  h»»w  many  an 

iniKKM'Ut 
Has  left  his  bones  upon  the  way  to 

H(»me 
Unwept,  uncan-d  fori  Vea — on  mine 

own  self 
The  Kin.i:  had  had  no  powrr  except 

for  Home. 
'Tis  not   the  Kinir  who  is  jruilty  of 

mine  exile. 
Hut  Home,  Hnnii-.  Home! 

Ihrfmt.      Mv  li»nl.  I  mm-  this  Louis 
Heturnin^'.  ah  :  to  drive  tliri-  from  hi.s 

r«*alm. 
Ji*t'/,tf,     lii*   said   as   iu\uh    before. 

Thou  art  no  pr-iplut, 
Nor  yet  a  prophet  >  >on. 

I/t  rfh  }'t.  W  hatrver  he  .miy. 

Deny   not    thou   (hhI's    honor   for   a 

kinir. 
The  KiuL'  liM»ks  troubled. 

l!,-t  fift  r  Kix.   L«nis. 
I.*'fiiM.        y\\  di'ar  I«»nl  arrlilii»i|iop, 
1  learn  but  now  that  tliOM-  piwir  I'oite 

viiis 
That  in  thy  <*ause  wen*  *«tjrrd  arain^t 

KiniT  Henry 
Have  b«M-n.  •l«'««pii«'  \\\->  kiuirly  ]>r«tinis(- 

\z\\r\\ 
To  our  own   self  of   p.mli'ii,    ivillv 

u**<'d 
And  put  top:iiii.     1  li:ive  1. .-•  .-ill  tru"*! 

in  liiiii. 
Tin'    Cliunli    !i1<Mr<'    li:i:h    e\r^-     uml 

!ii  tW    [  Sii- 
Tli'tT    I  u:i'<  blin-l       -utliT  the  phr;i«.i- 

-MiT'iMhi  i-  .' 
(i'mI'-h    li'Mor    I"    til"      pli-M-'ir-     iif   a 

llliili  ;-.! 

Foririvi'    ne-    and    ubsiilvi'   nn-,    li"lv 

t":ilil'T.  I  A'.'"  '« 

V''}'*t.      Sntl.     I    a*i-ilvr    \\\\'%-    ill    »!■■ 

name  uf  (i\Hi. 
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now  i'  the   cnppUe.  whcji  I  m 

Ting  o'  bluclK-Us  for  your  liidyahip-g  J  Ab««.t"^ «'.«" 

King  once  at  OxCort.  and  hi.  '8  m  like  DJ.r  eb.-  m«     i      . 

ftnrt  I  IhSupUt  at  first  .t  was  tl,«  Kin«  3I„y  sKot^l^ 
only  you  Snow  tlie  King's  marrica.  •'^     "m  "'^'^  U^mj* 

for  King  Louis-  "s  To  oumHot.  /,-.  »    i 

3fon,=ry.Vm«»ml  years,  my  UJy,  WfthoSt  Vfa  £TLu 
for  her  husband.  King  Louia  -  tl.n  .^i?  "«'' 


for  her  nusoanu.  niiru  i-uuih  —  i  -,       ,r, 'i- 

ia««™«»d  .  Ilofht      I  have  lived 


poor  bi 


Ibe  Kk^B  brother  he  Sad  a  better  NoiLia^^but"' ut*^" 
brida  thjw  tli«  King,  for  tlio  pooplo  do  ^  i'"'^    'i''"  - 

say  thftt  bis  is  bwi  beyond  all  reckon-  So  that   be  Ic^^j 
BMiuaund.     The  people  lie. 


and  a  lady  when  they  boo  her.  and 
liL-Hldca  tUcy  siij-  slie  iniik'-s  snugs, 
and  that's  against  bur,  for  1  ncvtr 
knew  an  honrat  n-omim  that  could 
make  aones,  Ihn'  to  Iw  atirc;  our  mo- 
ther '11  slri't  me  nV!  araiKs  by  the 
hour,  but  then,  Ood  litlp  lior,  sho 
had  'em  from  lier  motlier,  iknd  Iwr 
mother  from  her  mother  back  and 
back  for  ever  so  long,  but  none  on 
'em  over  made  songs,  and  they  were 
all  lioncat. 

RoMjnnnd,  Go,  you  shall  tell  me 
of  hor  some  other  time.  iji 

Margery.  Tiiere's  none  so  much  to 
tell  on  her,  my  lady,  only  she  kept  the 
sevonlh  eommandinent  better  than 
some  I  know  on,  or  I  could  n't  Irwk 
yoiir  ladyship  i'  the  face,  and  She 
lirew'rt  the  beat  ale  in  all  Glo'ster, 
that  is  to  say  in  her  time  when  she 
had  tlio  "Crown.' 

Roiamund.     The  crown  1  who  T   i6» 

Margery.     Mother. 

Botamund.  I  ineim  her  whom  you 
all  —  fancy — my  husband's  brother' i 
wife. 

Maraery.  O,  Queen  Eleanor.  Yes, 
my  lady ;  and  tho'  I  iin  siv.irn  not-to 
«peak  a  word,  I  can  toll  you  all  about 
her.  If—  ^ 

Rommvnil.     No  won!   now.     I  am 
faint   and   sleepy.     Leave   me      Nay 
-go.     Wbnt!  will  you  ancecme? 
IKrit  Jlargery. 


/^ 


11Uh«o^"i^«"/' 


"ome  strange  mistake 
nnglit, 

'  >nfus«J    witl 
King. 


Myself   . 


Mak, 


V  Ihtkn 


wh.«p  ":i^:^% 

Suaamu,^l_     Yet   Iiei 

When  he  was  htrt^  hpf.H 
SometUing  that  wonW 

From  love's  clear  paih 

nion  I„isli. 
And,  being  scr»tch-,L  r 
,„,     ,  true  rose. 
Who  hath  not  thorn  ene 

him  for  1 1, 
Even  with  a  v/nrtl  ? 

MAncenr  ihthiad, 
Whonp  —  he  f»li , 
Jiommund.     I  woujj  , 
Nay  _  there's 
frowu'd 

for  her.  if  it  rf. 


ilml'  — 


what  I 
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H AROBRT  (behind  scene). 

Whoop  —  but  he  known, 
Whoop  —  but  he  knows. 

tind.    O  Qod  1  some  dreadful 
nth  is  breaking  on  me  — 
»df  u1  thing  is  coming  on  me. 
£hiter  Geoffret. 

Qeoflfrey  I 
fjf.  What  are  you  crying  for, 
lien  the  sun  shmcs  ? 
und.  Hath  not  thy  father 
ft  us  to  ourselves? 
iif.  Ay,  but  he's  taken  the 
I  him.  I  hear  Margery  :  I  '11 
with  her.         [Exit  Geoffrey, 

Rosamund. 

BainboWy  stay.  210 

Gleam  upon  gloom. 
Bright  a»  my  dream, 
Rainbow,  stay! 
But  it  passes  away, 
Gloom  upon  gleaiii, 
Dark  as  my  doom  — 
O  rainbow,  stayl 


Scene  II 

;  THE  Woods-  near   Rosa- 
mund's Bower 

Sleanor.    Fitzurse. 

>r.  Up  from  the  salt  lips  of 
e  land  we  two 

^k*d  the  King  to  this  dark 
Land  wood ; 

oewhere  hereabouts  he  vau- 
bi'd.     Here 

e  builds ;  his  exit  is  our  adit. 
he  will  out  again,  and  pre- 
ntly, 

le  must  to  Westminster  and 
own 

lenry  there  to-morrow. 
9e.  We  have  watch'd 

in  vain,  he  hath  pass'd  out 
:ain, 
iie  other  side. 

[A  great  horn  winded. 

Harkl  Madam! 

w.  Ay, 

3st1y  sounds  that  horn  in  the 

ack  wood  I  10 

[A  e&untrymanjiyirig. 


Whither  away,  man?  what  are  you 

flying  from? 

Countryman.    Tlie  witch !  the  witch  t 

she  sits  naked  by  a  great  heap  of  gold 

in  the  middle  of  the  wood,  and  when 

the  horn  sounds  she  comes  out  as  s 

wolf.     Get  you  hence !  a  man  passed 

in  there  to-day.    I  holla'd  to  him,  but 

he  didn't  hear  me;   he'll  never  out 

again,    the   witch    lias    got    him.     I 

dare  n't  stay — I  dare  n't  stay !  ac 

Eleanor,   Kind  of  the  witch  to  give 

thee  warning,  tho'.    [ManJiieH. 

Is  not  this  wood-witch  of  the  rustic's 

fear 
Our  woodland  Circe  that  liath  witch'd 
the  King  ? 

[Horn  sou nded.     A  uother  flying, 
Fitzurse,   Again !    stay,    fool,    and 

tell  me  why  thou  fliest. 

Countryman.    Fly  thou  too.     The 

King  keeps  his  forest  head  of  game 

here,  and  when  that  horn  sounds  a 

score  of  wolf-dogs  are  let  loose  that 

will  tear  thee  piecemeal.     Linger  not 

till  the  third  horn.     Fly !  [Krit. 

Eleanor.    This  is  the  likelier  tale. 

We  have  hit  the  place.  31 

Now  let  the  King's  fine  game  look  to 

itself.  [Horn, 

Fitzurse.    Again  I  — 

And  far  on  in  the  dark  heart  of  the 

wood 
I  hear  the  yelping  of  the  hounds  of 
hell. 
Eleanor.    I  have  my  dagger  here  to 

still  their  tliroats. 
Fitzurse.    Nay,  nmdani.  not  to-night 
—  the  night  is  falling. 
What  can  bo  done  to-night  ? 

Eleanor,  Well  —  w(;ll  —  away. 


Scene  III 

Traitor'8  Mkadow  at  Fk/.tkyal. 
Pavilions  and  Tknts  of  thf 
Enc4Lisii  and  Fukncii  Bakonagk 

Becket  and  Herbert  of  Bosiiam. 

Bcclrt.    See  here ! 
Ihrhert.     What 's  here ? 
locket.  A  notice  from  the  priest 

To  whom  our  John  of  Salisbury  com 
mitted 


Tlie   aecret  of    Iho   bowtr,    tliiil  our 

woir-tiueen 
T»  prowling  miiud  llie  fold.     I  alioiilil 

be  Inick 
In  Eoglnnd  even  for  this. 

Ifurbert.  Tlieao  are  by-thinga 

Id  the  great  cbubc 

Bectet.  Tim  livlliiiigs  of  llie  Lord 
Are  llie  wroog'd  luuotencca  tbut  will 

CTV 

Prom  ftll  the  hidden  by-ways  of  the 

In  the  great  day  against  the  wronger. 

Thy  meaning.     Perish  she,  I,  all,  be- 

Tho  Church  sboiild  suffer  wrongi 

HerbeH,  Do  yoii  see,  uiv  lord, 

There  is  the  King  talking  w^th  Walter 
MapT 
Bdfket.   He  halli  the  Pope's  laat  let- 
ters, and  ihey  tlireatiin 
The  immediate  IhundiT  libiat  of  iiiter- 

ilict : 
Yet  he  can  scarce  he  loucliiug  upon 

Or  scarce  would  smile  that  fasbloD. 

Ilerhirt.  Wintur  sunshine  1 

Beware  of  opening  out  thy  boaom  to 

it. 
Lest  tliou,  myself,  and  all  thy  flock 

should  catch 
An  after  ague-fit  of  trembling.   Lookl 
He  bowB,   he  bares  his  bead,  he  is 

coming  hither,  » 

Still  with  a  smile. 

Enter   Kma    Hknrt   and   Walter 

Map. 

Ilrnry.   We  have  liail  so  many  hours 

together.  Tliomas. 
Bo  mimy  happy  hours  alone  together, 
That   I  would   speak  with  you  once 

Seeket.    My    liege,   your   will    and 
happinc^  are  mine. 

(Ex(>inl  King  nnd  Beeket. 

ffm-bert    The  same  smile  still. 

Walter  Map.  Do  you  see  that  great 
black  cloud  that  hath  conic  over  the 
sun  and  cast  us  all  into  sliadow  T 

Hei-bert    And  feel  it  too.  lo 

W'llter  Map.  And  see  you  yon  iiide- 
bcam  that  is  forced  tmm  under  it,  and 
seta  the  church-tower  over  there  all 
vhell-fire 


Herbert.   Ay, 


n'ttlttr  Map,  It  is  thti  bl 
si  lei  icing',  aDti-marryiao;.  I 
dering  lutcnitct  that  luUi 
out  this  sidc-aoiile  upon  Ci 
whereof  may  conic  ciui 
Were  1  Tliooias,  1  wotildo' 
Sudden  change  is  a  boiuw 
and  tho*  I  count  Henry  houe 
TCt  when  fear  crecpa  in  at 
honest;  stcala  out  at  the  I 
the  King  at  last  is  (airlv  i 
this  doud  —  this  inleHtk 
l)een  more  for  the  Klaj 
Churcli  in  this  matter— ya 
the  sake  of  the  Church  :  Ua. 
the  case  stood,  you  hail  mIi 
slain  an  archbishop  tb«n  t 
But  our  reooverer  and  Up 
c\istomB  halh  in  thia  av 
young  Henry  by  Y<wt  aod  1 
violated  the  Immemoriil  M 
Church,  thiit.  like  the  nak 
ehild  I  Imvc  hcanl  of,  rryll 
Ihi'  l.ioll.  be  llnth  half  han^ 
in  the  rope  of  the  Church. 
pulled  all  the  Church  wiih 
Father  a.iti'ide  of   it  down 

Ibrbert.    Were  you  there! 

Walter  Map,  In  the  chui 
—  no,  I  was  at  the  crown 
liave  pleasure  in  the  pi- 
crowds,  and  to  read  the  fac 
at  a  great  bIiow. 

Herbert.    And    how   did 
York  comport  himself  T 

Walter  Map.  As  nuurnifii 
archiepisco pally  as  our  Yhot 
have  done :  only  there  wa 
devil  iu  his  eye  —  I  should  » 
Beeket.  He  thought  tessof 
than  of  one  Roger,  the  klti« 
casiou.  Foliot  is  the  holitr 
haps  the  better.  Once  or  f 
run  a  twitth  across  his  fnc 
should  say  'whafs  to  foil 
Salisbury  was  a  calf  cowed  1 
Church,  and  everv  now 
glancing  about  him  likr  ( 
uight  when  he  hears  a  don 
the  house  and  thinks  '  the  m 

Herbert.    And  the  falhrr  \ 

WaHer  Map.  The  fnihrri 
so  lender  it  would  have  calh 
oH  the  green,  and  oncp  be 
hide  his  face,   Hke  the  Gi 
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Mabgbbt  {bekinti  scene). 

Whoop  —  but  he  known, 
Whoop  —  but  he  knows. 

imund.    O  Qod  I  some  dreadful 
truth  is  breaking  on  mc  — 
ireadful  thing  is  coming  on  mc. 
Enter  Qbopfrey. 

Qcoflfrey  I 
frejf.  What  are  you  crying  for, 
when  the  sun  shmes  ? 
imund.  Hath  not  thy  father 
left  us  to  ourselves? 
f>ry.  Ay,  but  he's  taken  the 
ith  him.  I  hear  Margery  :  I'll 
y  with  her.  [Krit  Geoffrey. 

Rosamund. 

IUinl>ow,  stay.  a  10 

Gle«m  upon  ^loom, 
Brij^ht  AS  my  drvain, 
Rainbow,  utay! 
But  it  paMien'away, 
Gloom  upon  isrh'ani, 
Dark  a**  my  doom  — 
O  rainbow,'  stayl 


Scene  11 

OB  THE  Woods-  near   Rosa- 
mund's Bower 

Eleanor.    Fitzitrse. 

nor.   Up  from  the  salt  lips  of 
the  land  wc  two 
track'd  the  King  to  this  dark 
inkuxi  wood : 

omewhcre  hereabouts  he  van- 
ished,    (lore 

rtle  buikls;  his  exit  is  our  adit. 
1  be  will  out  again,  and  pre- 
sently, 

he  must  to  Westminster  and 
crown 

;  Heniy  there  to-morrow. 
urm.  We  have  wntcird 

g  in  Tain,  he  hath  pii^s'd  out 
again, 
1  the  other  side. 

[A  great  horn  itindnl. 

Hark!  Madam! 

WOT.  Ay. 

;bo«tly  louDtls  tliat  horn  in  the 

bladt  wood!  m 

[A  eon  ntrytna  n  Jiyi  uy. 


Whither  awa^,  manf  what  are  you 

flying  from  ? 

Cnuntryman.   Tlie  witch !  the  witch ! 

she  sits  naked  bv  a  great  heap  of  gold 

in  the  middle  of  the  wood,  and  when 

the  horn  sounds  she  comes  out  as  9 

wolf.     Get  you  hence !  a  man  passed 

in  there  today.     I  hoUa'd  to  him,  but 

he  didn't  hear  me;  he'll  never  out 

again,    the   witch    lias    got    him.     I 

dare  n't  stay  —  I  dare  n't  stay !  ac 

Eleanor,    Kind  of  the  witch  to  give 

thee  warning,  t  ho'.    [MnuflitM. 

Is  not  this  wood- witch  of  the  nistic's 

fear 
Our  wo<xlIand  Circe  that  1  atli  witch'd 
the  King? 

[//orn  »>u  tided.     A  hothrr  flying. 
Eitznme,   Again !    stay,    fool,    and 

tell  me  why  thou  tUcst. 

Countryman.    VXj  thou   too.     The 

King  keeps  his  forest  head  of  giunc 

here,  and  when  that  hr)rn  <v)unds  a 

score  of  wolf-dogs  are  let  1(k»s<»  tluit 

will  t**ar  thee  piecemeal.     Linger  not 

till  the  thinl  horn.     Fly !  ( h>it. 

Eleanor.    This  is  the  liki-lirr  tale. 

We  have  hit  the  pla<'<'.  31 

Now  let  the  King's  tine  game  look  to 

itself.  [Horn. 

Fits  u  rtte.    A  gai  n !  — 

And  far  on  in  the  dark  heart  of  the 

wood 
I  hear  the  yelping  of  the  hounds  of 
hell.  ' 
Eleanor.    I  have  my  dagger  here  to 

still  their  thn)ats. 
Fitzurttf.    Nay,  nmdani.  not  to  night 
—  the  night  is  falling. 
What  can  In*  done  to-night  "* 

Eleanor,  Well  —  well  —  away. 


Scene  HI 

THAITOU'S     MkaIiOW     at     KuflTIVAI. 

Pavilions    ani>    Tkm>    ok    tiii- 
Enoi.ish  and  Kkkn<  II  Hkhmnaok 

HK(  KKT    aud    IlKUnF.KT    OK    HosilAM. 

Jitrhf.    S<'P  hen'  I 
J/trfHit.     What  '«<  henf 
JUrk'tf.  A  iiotic*"  fmin  tin-  priest 

lo  whom  our  .Inlm  of  Sali.s))urv  coin 
mitted 


nrnki'  U... 

u  fi'iil" 

MR.lldH 

Sny  ail  ttiy 

ut  blii'/c' 

ot  out 

lii^for 

tliL-  Frcnrh- 

Beeket.     Hure?     Notliiog,    so   tLy 
promise  be  thy  deed,  i^u 

Henry  (hoUUitg  out  hit  Aajid).     Give 
me  tliy  uand.      Hy  Lords  of 
FraocMi  aud  England, 
Hy  friend  of  Canterbury  and  myself 
Are  DOW  ODce  more  at  perfect  amity. 
UDkioely  should  I  be,  and  most  ud- 

tDightly, 
Not  BtrlviEig  Btill,  bowuTcr  much  Id 

To  rival  bim  in  Cliriatlan  charity. 
Haiitrt.    All  praise  to  Heaven,  aod 

sweet  SaJDt  MagdalcD! 
Henry.     And  bo  farewell  until   we 

meet  in  England, 
Beeket.     1   fear,  my  liege,  we  may 

Henry,     How,  do  you  make  mo  a 
traitor  ? 

Beeket.  No,  indeed !  ma 

Tbat  be  far  from  tbcc. 

Henry.      Come,  stay  with  us,  then, 
Before  you  part  for  EnglaDd. 

Beeket.  I  am  bound 

For  that  one  hour  to  stay  wiOk  good 

King  Louis, 
Who  liclDt  me  when  none  else. 
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k  down  iiiKm  them?  My  lonl.  you 
't'  put  M)  many  of  the  Kin>;'s  housc- 
,d  out  of  coiiimuiiioii,  that  they  Im>- 
I  to  smile  ut  it.  25a 

Btclxt.       At  their   peril,    ut  tlieir 

peril  — 
Witltt  r  Map.  For  tho*  th«'  drop  iimy 
How  out  the  deiul  stone,  doth  not 
■  living  skin  thicken  uguinst  perjiet- 
I  whipping  f  This  is  the  second 
uu  of  gixxl  counsel  I  ever  pn>lTered 
re,  and  so  cannot  suiter  by  the  rule 
frequency.  Have  I  sdwu  it  in  sidt  Y 
nist  not,  for  befon-  G«xl  1  promise 
u  the  Kin>r  huth  nuuiy  more  Molves 
\n  he  can  tume  in  his  woods  of  Kn;;- 
id,  and  if  it  suit  their  ])urpo>)e  to 
wl  for  the  Kin^.  and  you  still  move 
ainst  him.  you  may  have  no  less 
ID  to  die  for  it;  but  God  and  his 
«  wind  grant  your  lordsliip  a  hapjiy 
Rie-retuni  and  the  King's  kiss  of 
lix*  in  Kent.  Farewell  I  I  must 
low  the  King.  [Kxif. 

Ihrbtft.     Ay,   and   I   warrant  the 

customs.     Dill  the  King        272 
c«k  of  the  customs  ? 
fkekfi.  No  !  —  To  die  for  it  — 

ivv  to  die  for  it.  I  die  to  live  for  it. 
e  Htate   will  die.  the  Church  can 

never  die. 
c  King  's  not  like  to  die  for  that 

which  dies; 
t  I  must  die  for  that  which  never 

dies. 
w\\\  be  ho — my  visions  in  the  J.onl — 
must  be  so,  my  frien<l  I  tin;  wolves 

of  Kngland 
ist  munler  her  one  sliephenl,  that 

the  slice] »  2X0 

y  feed  in  |)eaco.    False  figure.  Map 

would  say. 
ith'B    falses  '  are  heaven's  truths. 

And  when  my  voice 
nartyr'd  mute,  and  this  man  dis:i]) 

pears, 
at  perfect  trust  may  contr  airain 

IK? t ween  us, 
d  there,   there,   there,  not   htn-   I 

flball  rejoice 
iliid  my  stray  sheep  buck  within 

the  fold. 
e  crowd  are  scatU'rin.i:,  let  us  imtvi 

away  I 
d  tbcace  to  England.  |  />•  unf 


ACT   IV 
Scene   I. — The  (Ji;tskikts  of  tuf: 

BOWKK 

(rt'ftffrt\i/  {comihtj  out  of  tfu    munlY 
Light  agjiin !     light  agaiii  I    Margery  ? 
no.  that's  a  tiner  thing  there,     llnw 
it  glitti'rsl 
I      Kltanor  {mUriut/).     Com*'   to  me, 
little  one.     How  earnest  tlum  hither? 
I      iiioffny.  (.)n  my  Icirs. 
'      Ehahoy.    And   mighty   pn-tty   legs 
t<H).     Thou  art  the  prctlie^t  child   1 
ever  sjiw.     Wilt  thou  love  mc  ?         1., 

(.rt'ojf'ntf.  No;  1  only  love  mother. 

KUiitwr.  Ay  ;  and  wlm  is  thv  mo- 
t  her  If 

fhoffrty.  They  call  her — Hut  she 
lives  secret,  you  si-e. 

Kftantrr.  Why? 

(iioffrey.  Don't  know  why. 

Klni/ior.  Ay.  but  some  one  coma's  to 
see  her  now  and  then.     Who  is  he  ? 

Otoffiry.  Can't  tell.  2.. 

Kittinor.  What  do<'^  she  call  him  1 

(uoffny.  My  lic;re. 

Kit  a  Nor.  Prettv  one,  how  earnest 
thou  ? 

Gioffrey.  There  was  a  bit  of  yellow 
silk  hen*  and  there,  and  it  l(N)k4-<i 
pretty  like  a  glowworm,  and  I  tliouL'ht 
if  I  foUowtil  it  I  should  tiud  the  fairies 

KUtirtor.  I  am  the  fairy.  j»reny  on«', 
a  g<Mxl  fairy  to  thy  mother.  Takf  me 
ti)  her.  .^1 

Utoffny.  Then- are  gixHl  fairies  and 
bad  fairies,  and  sonietinus  she  rrifs. 
and  can't  slec])  S4uitiiio'  nichtslM  eause 
of  the  liad  fairies. 

Hit  n inn'.  She  shall  cry  no  nmn-  ;  >he 
shall  sleep  s<»und  <fiont:h  it  tliou  wilt 
taki*  nie  to  her.      1  am  Iht  lmmnI  fairy. 

(iftfrti/.  Hut  Vi»u  ditiil  l«K»k  like  a 
i:o«mI  fairv.  Mother  d^o  ^'ou  :tie 
not  pri'TTy.  likr  mother.  ^i 

I\hiii."r.     \\  i-  rant   all   «it    u>   !■«■   as 
pii'ttx  M>  tlmu  art       1.'%.'/.  I  iirt!*    l':us 
tan!  !   (  iiiin-.  In  rr   I- ;i  ii-.liiiii   rliain   1 
uill  L'ivi-  tIhi   i!    rlii.u  will  l»ail   uw  »■» 
tliv  in«ith«  r 

(!,,.tfr>ii  No  -  ||ii  '.'iilij.  M-'tluT 
>.av-  L'"I'I  "I'oiK  all  l.-iM-  1- tin  t*\\\\ 
L'Jild 

11(4 til,,, r      1    \m\%    tli\    ntiitht'i,    ni) 
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pretty   bc^.     SliuK   me   nhcre    tlinii 
tikincsl  out  of  the  wuixl,  ;i 

Gfoffreg.   By  this  trre!  Itot  1  dout 
know  If  1  cikii  Itiid  tlio  wa;  luick  a^iu. 
Kteanar,   Wlivru  's  tbo  warder  T 
OfiffrKj/.      Very     IwL      Souii-bojy 
struck  Uim. 
KUawir.  AvT  irhovutlutT 
(h»ff*r)i.  Cuul   Ull.     But   I   lio«nl 
my  lie  luul  hatl  a  rtniki-.  or  you  'd  Iwvp 
Ue«nl   lib  horn  Uforo  now.    Come 
along,  tbcu  i  ve  itluUl  km  the  Rllk  here 
and  tlinrt-,  ami  I  wuit  my  supper.    6t 


AiMmuArf.   The  bov  go  lal« ;  ipmy 
Ood.  he  he  not  lost  I 
I  sent  this  Margery,  and  stie  »>mi.>9  nol 

1  sent  another,  and  she  (.'Onios  not  liark. 
I  go  myself — bo  niiuiy  alleys,  cross- 

fogi, 
I'utlis,  avenues — nar,  if  1  lost   bim. 


Unttr  OKOFPRKr  iind  Eleanor. 
Geoffrey,  th«  pafn  tbuii  hast  put  me 
tol  [Snrinff  Eleanor. 

Ha.  you ! 
How  came  you  hilhur  1 
ISeniuir.       Your  own  child  brought 

me  hither  I 
Ofoffrtg.  You  said  you  could  i  . 
trust  Margery,  and  I  watchwl  her  and 
followed  her  into  tbo  wonds,  and  I  lost 
her  nod  went  on  and  on  till  I  founii  the 
light  and  the  lady,  and  sbc  SHye  ehe 
run  make  you  steep  o'  uighta. 
Uoiamand.  Uow  darod  you  t  Know 

/oil  nut  this  bower  is  secret, 
belougiug  lo  the  Kingof  Eng 
land, 
More  RacrG<1  than  his  forests  for  tlie 

rbasuT 
Nay,  nay,  Ht'aven  help  you ;  get  you 

L*Hl  wi.r-i-lwrall  voiL 

KhomT.   CiiiUi.'I  am  mine  own  self 
l)f  Hiiil  U'loiiging  lo  the  King.    The 
KJug 


Hath  divers  ofs  nnd  oas.  ott 

longings. 
Almost  as  many  as  your  true 

Belongings,     paranioun,    n 

fleases  him 
tlie  wires  ;  but  in  h 
ehild. 
That  1  nm  his  d    ' 


But  Eincr  Ibr  fondest  pair 

will  jar. 
Gveu  in  a  iTftg«  (rf  gold,  we  li 

of  late. 
And  tlicRMipnn  hn  cnJI'd  DJ 

banlards. 
l>o  you  beliere  tlial  you  an 

to  him  T 
Raiaiiund.   1  tKimitl  bcUei 
Sleanur.     You  mum  noi  I 
Because  I  have  Bwhtdesome 

hero 
Puts  that  belief  asleep.    Ton 

bi'iiiiiy  1 
Do  you  believe  that  you  an 

to  him  f 
flcxwijii  <i  lilt.  Gooffrwy,  m j 
saw  the  ball  you  loet  in 
of  the  gnat  wiUow  over  U 
Go,  See  that  you  do  not 
Go. 

ffwjfVvy.  And  leave  you  a 
the  good  fidrr.  She  calls  yo 
but  1  don't  like  faer  look^  ^ 
bid  me  go,  and  1  'II  have  my 
bow.  Bliall  1  find  you  aslee 
comeback? 

Soiamiind.  Go.  [Exil 

Eltatior.  He  is  easily  foui 

Do  you  believe  it  T 
I  pray  you  then  to  Inke  my 

draught ; 
But  if  you  should  not  care  to 

What !  have  I  scareil  the  rt»i 

vour  face 
Into  your  heart  T   But  this  it 

And  dig  it  from  the  root  for 

Jlnmmund.  Ilcl 

EUnnor.  They  say  that  w 

ears ;  but  these,  it  soei 

Have  pone!  and  I  havcnoac- 

Sotainnml.   I  do  beoeedt  j 
child  is  90  young. 
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rd  too ;  I  cannot  leave  him 

»  happy  I  could  not  die  my- 

Id  is  so  ^oung.    You  have 
Ircn  —  his ; 

is  the  King's  child;  so,  if 
love  him  — 

u  love  him,  there  is  great 
ig  done  60 

but  if  you  do  not  —  there 
hose 
>u  do  not  love  him — let  me 

oung  boy,  and  I  will  hide 
ace, 

id  gipsy fy  it;    none  shall 
V  me ; 

liall  never  hear  of  me  again, 
beg  my  bread  along  the 
d 

oung  boy,  and  Qod  will  be 
^uide. 

int  you  harm  in  any  way. 
»v  no  more. 

Will  you  not  say  you  are 
narriea  to  him  ?  70 

fL  Ay,  madam,  I  can  say 
vou  will 

tTien  is  thy  pretty  boy  a 
irdt 

d.       No. 

And  thou  thyself  a  proven 
.an  f 

A       No. 
such,    I  never  loved  but 

rd  of  such  that  range  from 

to  love. 

(Id  beast — if  you  can  call 

^c. 

»rd  of  such  —  yea,   even 

ig  those 

thrones — I  never  saw  any 

w  any  such,  and   howso- 

isname  me,  matcliM  with 
mch,  8<:> 

to  mud. 

The  more  the  pity  tlicn 
me  home  —  the  bcuvens  — 
»ut  for  Uiee 
r>  pure  for  earth. 
^nter  Pitzt:rhk. 

Give  her  to  nm. 


Eleanor,    The  Judas-lover  of  our 

passion-play 
Hath  track'd  us  hither. 

Fitzuru.  Well,  why  not  ?  I  followd 
You  and  the  child:  he  babbled  all  the 

way. 
Give  her  to  me  to  make  my  honey- 
moon. 
EUanar.     kj,   as    the  bears    love 

honey.     Could  you  keep  her 
Indungeon'd  from  one  whis|x>r  of  the 

wind, 
Dark  even  from  a  side  glance  of  tlie 

moon,  90 

And  oublietted  in  the  centre  —  No! 
I  follow  out  my  hate  and  thy  n'v<n|fe. 
Fitzune,  You  bade  me  take  revenge 

another  way  — 
To  bring  her  to  the  dust  —  Come  with 

me,  love, 
And  I  will  love  thee.  —  Madam,  let 

her  live. 
I  have  a  fur-off  burrow  where  the  King 
Would  miss  her  and  for  ever. 
Eleanor,       llow  sayst  thou,  sweet- 
heart ? 
Wilt  thou  go  with  him  ?  he  will  marry 

tliee. 
Ro9amumh  Give  me  the  poison  ;  set 

me  f rw?  of  him ! 

[Eleanor  offern  the  rial. 
No.  no  I  I  will  not  have  it 

Eleanor.  Then  this  other. 

The  wiser  choice,  because  my  sleep- 

ing-dniught  *  101 

May  bloat  thy  beauty  out  of  .sha[)e, 

and  make 
Thy  b<Kly    loathsome    even    to    thy 

child  ; 
While  this  but  leaves  thee  with  a  bro 

ken  heart, 
A  doll-face   blanch'd   and   bloodless. 

over  which 
If  pretty  Geoffrey  do  not  break  his  o\\  n 
It  must  lx»  broken  fur  him. 

lioxamund.  ( ),  1  wr  no  v. 

Your   purpose   is    to    friirht   inr  —  :i 

troiiha<loiir. 
You    ]>lay    ^vith     wonls.       Yoji    ha'i 

never  iis<<l  so  many, 
Xot  if  you  nu-ant  it,  I  am  sure.     Tin- 

child—    ^  1. 

No— nuTcy!    Xo  !     (h'nnh) 

Khttiinr.    IMay  '  —that  l>osi»fn  inv.  r 
Ilraved  under  tin*  Kind's  hand  wiiii 

such  true  piuision 


856 


A*  nt  Uue  lovek'W  kiilf^  tliAt  xtin  the 

riot, 
W)iitJiilnr11i]iimcliJiib1>wiil!  Blar^. 

if  be  \()Vi-  tliw. 
Thy  life  is  worth  Hit  wpsUe  for  it 

Artec. 
Aoft  ilnsh  tliyM'lf  agnlnat  me  Ui&t  I 

may  slay  thro  1 
The  wnfm ',  ihnll  I  let  licr  go  I  But 

lia  1  whM  ■«  here  1 
By  vitrv  God,  llw  crow  I  8«ve  the 

King! 
His    Tillage   iWUng    in    aonw    k-uil 

llu  wht«dt«l  it  oil  Hie  Kine'ii  net-k  to 

hrr  own.  <« 

By  lliy  IdHVP.  l)miiiy.    Ay,  the  uunt!  1 

Thou  linat  sw<irn  ou  lhi!i  my  cross  s 

hundrnl  timed 
Never  to  leave  him — and  that  mcrita 

Pnlse  CMtJi  on   hnly  crow  ~  for  Ihotj 

To-day,  but  not  quite  yet.  My  gooil 
Fitiursc. 

The  running  Jowo  the  chase  is  kind- 
lier sport 

Even  than  the  deitth.  Who  knows 
but  that  thj  lover 

May  pliiad  so  pitifully,  that  I  nwy 
spare  thee  T 

Come  faithiT.  man  ;  stauO  there.  (To 
Kosamumi.)     Take    thy    one 

chance  ; 
Catch  at  the  last  stran.    Kneel  to  thy 
lord  Fitiurse;  ijo 

Crouch  even  because  thou  halcst  him  : 

fawn  upon  him 
For  thy  life  and  thy  son's. 

HoMiuunrt  irin'ng).     1  amaClillonl. 
My  son  a  Clifford  and  Planiagcnet, 
I  am  to  die  Cheu,  Iho'  there  Btiind  be- 
side thee 
One  who  mif>ht  grapple  with  thy  dag- 
Had  aught  of  man,  or  thou  of  woman; 

Would   how  to  such  a  hasoncss  as 

would  make  me 
Most  worthy  of  it.     Both  of  ua  will 

And  I  wiil  (ly  with  my  sweet  boy  to 

heaven, 
And  '^Hek  to  all  Ihesaintaamoaglhr 


-  Eleanor  of    Aqtltlalli^  ^ 

Rn  gland  ! 
Miinl'-r-xl  by  that  mAnita 
Whose  'doitigs  1 

A  hiisslng  in  tlw  «rartf*W 

not  he«rd 
Ituyniotid  of  PoIUta.  ti 

—  nar, 
Geoffrey  Plaiitaetnif^  t 

tmod's  father — 
Kuy,  evm  the  ncctuMOd  k 

Strike ! 

I  ebnllrnge  thee  la  r 

Ood, 
Answer  me  there'. 

fHfanir  {rain'ng  lAe  «_, 

In  tlkv  boMom,  fhol,  ' 

And  aruT  ib  thy  huunTltf 

Knter  Brckkt  Anp  T 

Strtft.  1 ^ 

[The  Unffttrr  faJU :   Mty  rf 

onr  another,     .\fter  a  ptk 

EUanor.    My   lord,    we  lOMri 

proud  of  your  fine  h>a^ 

But    tuiving  lion   aihtttml    M 

enough. 
We  find  that  it  is  migbtlflr  i 

At  least  mine  own  is  fnUler(  f 

Brekrt.    And  lamed  tmd  nA 

dislocation,  bellex 
Than  raised  to  takealife  wbicAl 

Iwlcme 
Guard  from  the  stndce  tlutt  i 

tbec  after  death 
To  wail  in  deathless  Same. 

Eleanor.  Nor  yon 

Have  now  to  team,  my  kwd,  tin 

good  Henrv 
Says  many  &  thing  in  sudden 

which  he 
(iainsays  by  neit  aiinriging>- 

To  tear  himaelt  for  having  si 

My  lord,  Fitiurse  — 

lUfket.         He  too  I   what  das 

Dares  the  hear  sloueh  into  the 


|tt  BOil    nmntiniil.   lifi?   )tw1f, 

a  tb«e- 
|t  I  biMt  llie»  witli  atiutiivmu. 
e  theo  »  world's  homjr. 

My  Ion!,  lahHll 

I  dn  nmii-rabrr  tlipc ; 

a  tlu^  to  the  linn,  g;n. 

[&tf  Fluiitw. 

p  ^cnir  dagger:  put  It  in  thi- 


bow  wbcn  mitTM  »H 


Well  —  well  —  too  eoitiy  tfl  lie  U 
liwt.  IFiritvpl'     ' 

I  liud  it  from  nn  .Vrnb  hiIuki 

Wbcji  I  WM  tlirru  111  Aiitlt>cli.  : 
Ttint  at 

Our     unfomlllBT    bsnutiM    nf 


But  wonder"!)  r 


t  1117  muck  d 


To  thp  ni'mk-klnii.  t^ultk.  «ir  fan 

biinlK'n, 
Front  whom,  ni  btdtix  ton  kill,  I 

know,  my  Inn),  . 

Gnl'iirnceandllaljrCtturchildlfi 


1   tliiiils.    time   given,    I   could   bave 

lalk'd  him  out  of 
Hia  teu  wives  into  oue.     Look  at 


We 


>t  do  it 


veil. 
Wo  a 


BerJu-t.  Wo  can  do  w 

Miuiam,   I  raw  your  dagger  ut  ber 

I  licard  your 

EUanor.  AVL-U'acled,  was  it? 

A  {-omedy  ni^^aut  to  seem  a  tragedy  — 
A  fr.'iut,  a  farc«.     Mv  bonest  lonl,  you 

are  known     '  190 

Thro'  all  tlio  courts  of  Cbristeudoin  aH 

one 
That    inura  a  cause  with  over  xlo- 

Ynu  Imve  wrong'd  FiKurBC.    I  speak 

not  of  mysdf. 
We  thoagbt  to  aeare  tWe  minion  of 

the  King 
Bui^k  from  l„.r  i.Iiarc!iiL«s  conimcrcc^ 

with  the  Kiug 
To  the  fond   arms  of  her  first   lore, 

FitKurso, 
"VVho  Bwore  lo  marry  her.   You  hftve 

spoilt  the  farce. 
My  savage  cry?    Why,  die  — she  — 

whi'U  1  strove 
To  work  against  her  license  for  lier 

good. 
Itark'd    out  at    ma   such   monstrous 

cbBrgea  that  too 

The  Kiug  himself,  for  love  of  bis  owu 

It  henring,  would  have  Hpum'd  her ; 

wliereiipon 
I  menaci'd  her  with  this,  as  when  we 

llircalru 
Ayi'lptTH'ilhastick.    Nay,  I  deny  not 
Tliat  I  was  somewhat  aiiijcrd.      Do 

you  hear  me  ? 
Bi^linve  or  no,  I  care  not.     You  have 


lost 


-My 


irof  Ihi'  King,     I  bav 
lonl  pitramount. 
Our  gr«at  High-priest,  will  not  your 

Holiness 
Vouchsafe  a  gracious  answer  to  your 
(iu'-.-n  t 
Ikeiifl.  Rosamitad  hath 


■  you  c 


Daughter,  tJie  world  hath  1/ 

Jjt-avo  it,  daughter; 

Come  tliou  with  me  to  Of^ 

And  live  wltnt  may  be  MJ 

life  j 

Saved    as    I>v  miradt  JH 

irim  J 

Who  gave  it.  A 

Hr-enttt  Gn}?ffl| 

(tftffrrji.    Mother,  jad  i 

great  flli;  it  wHs  n't  in  Uiev 

Beckct.    Kutlow  ua.  inj  H 

will  find  it  furtluc— 

Or  something  mnn1l<r. 

lBre»M  B«:lirt.  Kinuh 

OeofTrpv. 

Meanor.  TfioworU  liatliU 

—  that'atlw  Klni;il 

There  was  the  farac,  t&c  ta 

w.     And  y« 

but  sure  niy  dsi? 

Till  the  worm  turnd-ud 

ip  in  blood. 
But  death  drawn  in  ;  — (Mt 
nW)  thit  was  no  (tii 

□  I  swear  to  that,  hn 
given 
Plain  answer  to  plaia  quMjl 

Had  she  b\it  bowed  benct 

the  WBTe 
Of   li  until  la  tion,   worahtpt  < 

loathed. 
I  should  have  let  her  be,  WMT 

To  harm  ber.     Henry— B 

him  this  — 
To  take  my  life  might  lo** 

Too  politic  for  that,    Iiopr 

nothiui 


No:  To; 

Didal 


I  tell  E 


^Iw 


A  sovereign  powor  (  Thr  E 
out  their  eyes 

Who  auger  him,  end  sluU 
Queeo, 
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ACT  V 


scenr  i.  —  ca8tlk  ix  n ohm  andy. 
Klnu'k  Ciiamiikk 

Henry.   Roger  of   York.   Foliot, 

JO(*RLYN  of  8ALISHrRY. 


»r  out  her  heart  — kill,  kill  with 

knife  or  venom  240 

M  of  his  slanderous  harlots  ?  '  None 

of  such?' 
lore  her  none  the  more.     Tut,  the 

chau(*e  gone, 
e  livc»8  —  but  not    for    him ;   one 

I>oint  is  gain'd. 
I  Uiat  thro*  the  Pope  divorced  King        lioffer  of  York.     Nay,  nny,  my  lic^'i', 

Louis,  lie  ridi'B  abroad  with  aniicd  follow- 

ming  his  monkery,  — I  that  wedded  ers. 

llenrv,  1  Ilath  broken  all  his  promises  to  thy- 

Doring  his  manhood  —  will  he  not  self, 

mock  at  mo.  CursfMl  and  anathematized  uh  right  and 

*  Jealous  f(x>l  balk'd  of  her  will —  .  left. 


with  him  f 
',  he  and  he  must  never  meet  again. 
;iiimkl  Fitzurse ! 


Stirr'd  up  a  party  there  against  your 
son  — 
Henry.     Roger  of  York,  you  always 
Reenter  Fitzurse.  i  hated  him, 

YUrMraf.      Here,  Madam,  at  your     Even  when  you  both  wore   l)oys  at 

pleasure.  Theobald's. 

2etinor,     My  pleasure  is  to  have  a        Ittpger  of   York.     I    always    hat^^l 

man  about  me.  aso  boundless  arrogance. 

\j  did  you   slink  away  so  like  a     In  mine  own  caus4!  1   strove  against 

cur  ?  j  him  there, 

Yimnw.     Madam,   I  am  as  much     And  in  thy  cause  I  strive  agiiinst  him 

man  as  the  King.  j  now.  10 

Jam,  I  fear  Church-censures  like        Henry.     I   cannot  think  he  moves 

your  King.  ■  agtiinst  my  son, 

^ean»r.     He  grovels  to  the  Church     Knowing  right  well  with  what  a  t<'n 

when  he's  black -bl<M Hied.  dcrness 

t  Unglike  fought  the  [>roud  arch-     He  loved  my  son. 

bisliop,  —  kinglike  li^Mjer  of  York.     Befon'  you   made 

Bed  the  Pope,  and,  like  his  king1\'  him  king. 

sires.  But  l^^cket  ever  moves  airainst  a  king. 

I  Kormans,  striving  still  to  bn^ak  or    The  Cliun!h  is  all  —  the  crime  to  In*  i; 

bind  kinir. 

e  spiritual  giant  with  our  island     We  trust  your  Royal  (inu't>.  lonl   of 

laws  mon>  land 

d  customs,   made  me  for  the  mo-     Than  any  crown  in  Kurop<'.  will  not 

ment  proud  yield 

en  of  that  stale  Church-bond  which     To  lay  your  neck  beneath  your  <*iti 

link'd  me  with  him  afo  zen's  heel. 

bear  bim  kingly  sons.     I  am  not  so        H*ury.         Not  to  a  (ireL^uy  of  my 

sure  throniiitr !  Xn. 

t  that  I  love  him   still.     Thou   as  I       Ft'li"t.     Mv  roval  lir<j<-.  inaimiTiL' nt 

much  man  !  your  Invc. 

more  of  that;  we  will  to  KnuK-e     It  may  Im*  »<oin«ti!ne«.  I  liax*-  •>\«r'<hiit 

and  be  My  <lnlif■>^  t4»Mnr  II.»1>  N!«.ilMr  ('linnli. 

forehand  with  the  Kinir.  ami  brew     Tli<>'  all   the   unrl<I   all<)\\>^  I   fall  no 

from  out  iiH  )i 

is    QodstOW-Becket    iiitermeddlini:     Tt<  liiinl  tliis  Hickft    ratli*  r  l'<>  IhmukI 

snch  In   'ir.>MiLrini:'i.   nia«eiatinfis.   ni«»fTify 

rtrong  hate-philtre  as  may  madden  Iiil'^ 

him  —  madden  Fa^^t^.  <li^rip1ines  tliat  rliar  tlie  spirit 

linat  his  priest  beyond  all  hellebore.  .  ual  eye, 


86o 

Aixl  brfak  the  bouI  from  earth.      Lei 

all  Ihat  be. 
[  bout  not  -,  hut  you  knon  Uiro'  all 

this  quarrel 
I  «li]l  have  clcavt'd  lo  the  cronn,  i 

hoiJi!  tlie  rmwn 
Woulil  plravc  ta  niL'  Uiat  hut  ubt-y'd 

thf  crown.  JO 

Crowning  your  stia;   for  wliicii  our 

loyal  sirrvlcc. 
Ami  aincc  we  libcwisc  swore  to  obey 

tbi!  cuslous, 

burvh 

Are  push  d  fruiu  out  (.-umiDUDioD  of 

Ok  Cliurch. 

Jimlffit  'if  mnUMmrif.     Beckot  liath 

UuduQii  on  us  like  worms,  my 

II  eg", 

Trodden  one  half  dctid :  am  half,  bul 

half  alive, 
CriM  to  the  rang. 
ff«iry  (.i»i(fa).    Take  caro  o'  thyself. 

O  King ! 
Joetlstt     of    SaliiAiirg.      BdinR    so 
crusli'd  and  so  htimiliatnt 
We  sc»rcplj  dart  to  bless  the  food  wc 

BecSiUfle  of  Becket. 
Henry.  WhatwouldyobavomcdoT 
Eoger  of  York.    Suuimon  your  bar- 
ons :  lake  thetr  coiulicI  ;  yet  ti 
I  know — cotdii    swear  —  as  long-  hs 

Becket  breathes. 
Your  Grace  will  never  have  one  quiet 

Henry.    What? — Ay  — but  pray 

yoii  do  not  work  upon  me. 
I  sec  your  drift — it  may  be  so — and 

yet 
Tou  know  me  easily  anger'd.     Will 

you  hence  ? 
He  shall  absolve  you  —  you  shall  have 

redress. 
I  have  a  dizzying  headache.     Let  me 


Ihnry.    God'a  eyest     {FtarU 

Kilter  ELEAjioK. 
Maiiun:  OtEagUadI  t)»jol 


a  tjuc 


1  of 


dream'd 
I  wiu  tbe  bride  of  England, 

ffcn  ry.     And,  —  while  rou  d 
yuu  were  Ibe  bride  of  Engt 
Stirring  her  baby -king  again 
lia! 
KUaaor.     The  bride)e«  Bo 
thy  king  and  mine : 
I  will  ^a  live  and  die  in  Aquila 
Ibnry.      Bicepl  1  ckp   Um 
prison  here. 
Lest  thou  sliouldsl  play  Ibe  i 

there  again, 
lis;  yoa  of  Aquitoine  t  Oyouol 

Tou  were  but  Aquitslne  to  Lm 

Tou  are  only   Aquitaiue  Us  n 

wife. 
BItnnor.     And  why,  my  lord. 

I  be  wife  to  one 
That  only  wedded  me  for  Aquii 
Yet  Uiia  no-wife  —  her  sii  and 

Of  Provence  blew  you  to  your  I 

throne; 
And  this  no>wife  has  borne  yo 

brave  sons. 
And  ooe   of   them   at  least  is 

Bigger  In  our  small  world  tha 


[  Lit*  duitn. 
Page  {fntfring).  My  liege,  the  Queen 
of  England. 


But  thou  art  like  enougb  to  ma 

Ekatiior.     Becket  <s  like  eno 

make  all  his. 
Henry.     Methougfat  ]  had  re' 
of  the  Becket, 
That    all    was   planed    and    I 

smooth  again, 
Save   from   some   hateful    can 
thtoe  own. 
Eleanor.     1  will  go  live  and 
Aquilatne. 
I  dream'd  I  was  the  consort  of 
one   whose  back   his   prii 
Itfoken.  _ 


BECKET 
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What  t  80 

"ome  ?  You,  will  you  crown 
oe 

n  niidbnttle ?    I  will  be 
'  of  my  house.     The  end  is 

• 

e,  what  juggle,  what  dey- 

ire  you  playing? 

»u  thrust  this  &cket  on  me 

a? 

Why?  for  I  am  true  wife, 
have  my  fears 
et   thrust  you  even  from 

throne. 

ivr  this  cross,  my  liege  ? 
urning  his  head).   Away  I 
[. 

Not  even  the  central  dia- 
i,  worth,  I  think, 

Antioch  whence  I  had  it. 

That? 

I  gave  it  you,  and  you 

paramour ;  91 

it  back,  as  being  dead  to 

». 

nccforth  to  you. 
Dead  I  you  have  murder'd 

her  secret  bower  and  mur- 
I  her. 

Your  Becket  knew  the 
!t  of  your  bower. 
lUing  out).    IIo  tliere !  thy 
of  life  is  hopeless  prison. 

And  what  would  my  own 
itainesay  to  that? 
thy  captive  from  her  hope- 
prison. 

3  devil,  can  I  free  her  from 
^ve? 

You  are  too  tragic ;  both 
I  are  players  too 

omedy  as  our  court  of  Pro- 
e 

i*d  at     That's  a  delicate 
3  lay 

Map:  the  lady  holds  the 
c 

lan  any  soldier,   his  poor 
ire 

'  Empire.     Will  you  have 
ain? 

£  cram.   He  danhfx  it  dotrn.) 
i,  that  is  too  irreverent. 
ODoe  more.    (Puts  it  on.) 
jToor  cleric  hath  your  lady. 


Nay,  what  uncomely  faces,  could  he 

see  you ! 
Foam  at   the  mouth   because   King 

Thomas,  lord  109 

Not  only  of  your  vassals  but  amours. 
Thro'  chastest  honor  of  the  Decalogue 
Hath  used  the  full  authority  of  his 

Church 
To  put  her  into  Oodstow  nunnerv. 
Henry.   To  put  her  into  Go(istow 

nunnery  1 
He  dared  not — liar  I  yet,   yet  I   rv- 

member — 
I  do  remember. 

He  bade  me  put  her  Into  a  nunnery  — 
Into  Godstow,  into  Hellstow,  Devil- 
stow! 
The  Church!  the  Church! 
God's  eyes !  I  would  the  Church  were 

down  in  hell!  [Krit. 

Eleanor,   Aha!  131 

Enter  the  four  Knioiits. 
FitzurH.   What  made  tlie  King  cry 

out  so  f  uriousl  V  ? 
Eleanor.   Our  Becket,  who  will  not 

absolve  the  bishops. 
I  think  ye  four  have  cause  to  love  this 

Becket. 
Fitzune.   I  hate  him  for  his  inso- 
lence to  all. 
De  TVaey.   And  I  for  all  his  inso- 
lence to  thee. 
De  Brito.   I  hate  him  for  I  hate  liim 

is  mv  reason, 
And  yet  I  hate  him  for  a  hypocrite. 
De  Mortille.   I  do  not  love  him,  f(»r 

he  dkl  his  best 
To  break  the  barons,  and  now  bravcji 

the  King.  .30 

Eleanor.    Strike,  then,  at  once,  the 

King  would  have  him  —  See  1 
Re-enter  Hknkt. 
Henry.    No  man  to  love  me,  honor 

me,  obey  me! 
Sluggards  and  fools! 
The  slave  that  eat  my  breail  ha.«*  kick'd 

his  King! 
The  dog  I  cramm'd  with  dainties  wor 

ried  me ! 
The  fellow  that  on  a  lame  Jade  came 

to  court. 
A  ragged  cloak  for  saddle  —  lie,  h<\  he. 
To  shake  mv  throne,  to  punh  into  my 

chamWr  — 
My  bed,  where  even  the  slave  is  pri 

vate —  he  — 


1 11  IiATc  her  oat  ngsin,  br  .tliall  ab- 

Tlie  bisliofB— iliey  tail  dtd  mj  wiil 

—  Dot  yon  — 

SlnggwiLi  Mill    IcKili.  xthy   do  jou 

Rtaad  auil  Mare  T 
You  am  no  KhiK's  men — yow  — ywi 

—  yoii  ore  Boi'ket'a  mon. 
Down  with  King  llrairy  1  Mp  wilh  the 

Arr}iblAliii|iI 
Will  nn  iiinn  (n-r  tap  from  tills  pniti- 
I^Lt  l-rii-stT  [Krit. 

'  Ein^s  men!    I 


II  Kti 


Tfu  h'M'w'-U.    King's 


I.  I- 


I   Eiug's 


A.  Room  tM  CAMTKnamtT  Hokabtert 

BEtKKT  'ind  John  of  fjAi.isnunT, 

Strkit.   York  «td  »  T 
JoAn  of  Snlitburg.    YfS:  a  mon  may 
take  good  L'ounsel 
Even  from  hts  ioe. 

IScekrt,  York  will  say  anything. 

What  is  be  sayiug  now  t  -ioae  to  the 

King 
And  taken  our  anaUiemn  witli  him. 

York! 
Can  tbo  King   de-atiathenintize  thi« 
York? 
John  of  Salitlniry.   Thomas,  I  would 
tliou    hadet   return'd   to  Eni;- 

Llke  some  wise  prince  of  this  world 

from  liis  wars. 
With  more  of  olivc-braneh  and   am- 

For  toes  at  home — thou  bast  raised 

the  world  against  thK. 

Deflut.   Why,  Johu.  my  kingdom  is 

not  of  this  world.  in 

John  of  Saiif/mrv.   If  It  were  more 

of  this  world  it  might  be 

More  of  the  next     A  policy  of  wise 

Wins  h.Te  US  well  as  Uiere.     To  LIbbs 


/IrH 


Ay,  nihil',  not  lleBvcn's. 
/■  Siliiib»rii,    And  may  Ui«re 
I  tw  souictliiug 


pa 


Of  this  world's  leai-en 

when  crying 
Oa  Holy  tliurch  to  Hit 

rfg*U 
And  tbinc  own  trrong 

Ab.  Thoma-i, 
The  lightnings  tbat  wc  think : 

Plasli  sometimes  out  of  evth 

the  beavena. 
The  soldier,  when  he  Ufta  bii 

Lost  in  the  ooramoD  good,  tl 

moil  WTTMg, 

StrUcea  truest  even  for  hi*  <n 

I  erave 
Thy  pardon  — 1  hare  sini  tt 

Thou  hast  waged  God's  war 

the  King;  and  jct 
W«  are  Bclf-unceitaiii  cTuUiu 

Yea.  even  when  we  know  n 

And  private  hatoa  with  our 

of  Htaven. 

Entrr  Edwahd  Grix. 

Bettet.     Thou    art    but    yt 

from  OsmbridRC.  Grim ; 

What  Bay  ye  there  of  Becket  t 

Orim.  I  beli 

The  bravest  in  our  roll  of  j 

From  Austin — there  arc  son 

there  are  men 
Of  canker'd  judgment  everyw 
Bc-kct.  W 

With  York,  with  York  againsi 
erim.  AlreU,  B 

A  Blranf-er  monk  desires  access 
Bedtil,    York   against  CanI 
York  against  God  I 
I  am  open  to  aim.  [£n 

Bntei-  RosAiirxD  (M  a  Jfi) 
Ihtamund.       Can  I  speak  i| 
Alono,  my  father! 

Jkficet.  Come  you  to  c 

Honamiinil,   Not  now. 
Bieket.  Then  speak ;  th 

oiJier  self, 
Wlic).  like  my  conscience,  ne' 

lluuimiirul  (thrmeiiig  bark  tl 
I  know  him,  our  good 
Salisbury, 
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Sr^-A'tY.    Rrcaking  already  from  thy 

novitiate 
plunge    into    this    bitter   world 

again  — 
CSC  wells  of  ManUi !    I  am  grieved, 

my  daughtcT. 
!ion;:ht  that  I  had  made  a  peace  for 

thee. 
^iuiuimund.   Small  p<'ace  was  mine 

in  my  novitiate,  father, 
ro'    all    closed    doors   a  dreadful 

whisper  en-pt 
lit    thou    wouldst   cxcomnumieate 

the  King, 
wuld  not  eat,  sleep,  pray.     I  hiul 

with  me 
e  monk's  disguise  thou  gavest  me 

for  my  Iniwer ; 
link  (mr  abbess  knew  it  and  allow'd 

it.  50 

ietl,  and  found  thy  name  a  charm 

to  get  me 
cxl,  roof,  and  rest.     I  met  a  robber 

once  ; 
•old  him  I  was  bomul  to  see  th(; 

archbishop  : 
ufM  on,'  he  said,  and  in  thy  name  I 

pass'd 
jm  house  to  house.     In  one  a  son 

stone-blind 
i  by  his  mother's  hearth.     lie  had 

gone  too  far 
io  the  King's  own  woods  ;  and  the 

poor  mother, 
DO  as  she  learnt  I  was  a  frioiid  of 

thine, 
led  out  against  the  cruelty  of  the 

King. 
1^  it  was  tlie  King's  coiirts.  not 

the  King.  fw> 

t  she  would  not  believe  me,  and 

alio  wisli'd 
e  Church  were  king  :  sh<>  had  seen 

the  archbishop  oner, 
mild,  so  kind.    The  ix'oplc  love 

thee,  father. 
lecJtei.      Alas  I  when  I  w;is  (liun- 

cellor  to  the  Kin^. 
'ar  I  was  as  cruel  as  Uw  Kini:. 
^itmamund.    Cruel?    <>,  no-    it   is 

the  law.  not  he  :  I 

p  customs  of  the  realm.  | 

Itrkfi.         The  customs  !  ru-toms  ! 
imamHnd.     Hy  lonl.  yon  have  wi  \ 

excommunieatifl  him  ? 
If  you  have,  absolvi*  liim  !  ! 


Ticrktt,  Daughter,  daughter, 

Deal  not  with  things  yon  know  not. 

Iif»unint/nl.  1  know  him. 

Then  you  have  done  it.  and  1  call  ifou 

cruel.  71 

Jo?in  of  Stlitchun/.      No.  dau«rht<T, 

vou    mistake    o»ir   gcwKl  anh 

bishop ; 

For  once  in  Fnuice  th,*  Kin;;  had  been 

Ro  liarsh. 
He  thou«:!it  to  exeommunieate  hiin- 

Tliomas, 
You  could  not  —  old    atT(?etion   nnis 

ter'd  you. 
You  falter'd  into  tears. 
IttfSiiniHiul.       (tml  bless  him  for  it  ' 
Jkfkit.     Nay,  make  me  not  a  wo 
man,  .lohn  of  Salisbury. 
Nor  make    me  traitor    to    my    holy 

olllee. 
Did  not  a  man's  voice  ring  al<»ng  the 

aisltr, 
'The  King  is  sick  and  almost  unto 
death.*  s, 

IIow    could    I    exennimunieate    liim 
tlien  ? 
Iio»timfftitt.     And  wilt   lliou  e.\e(»ni 

nuuiieale  him  now  v 
lUrkit.    DauL'hler,  my  limr  is  **hort. 
1  shall  not  do  it. 
And  w'vw  it  longer  —  well  —  I  >liould 
not  do  it. 
Jitftntf/iuhf/.    I'hanks  in  this  lift-,  and 

in  tin'  life  to  enirn- ! 
litrkit.     (let  thee  UmU  \n  thy  nun 
nery  with  all  ha^te  : 
Let  this  br  thy  last  trespass.    Hut  one 

([U<'stion  — 
How  fares  thy  pn-tty  Imiv,  the  little 

(4eolTrey  7 
No  fever,  coulOi.  eroiip.  sirkn'-'-^V 

Jitttn/mnnil.  S<K  but  siVi'il 

From  all  that  bv  our  M-Iituiie.     'I'Ijc 
plairurs  ., 

That  smite  ilu'eity  s|i;iri  Th«-  snlitmh  - 
litrhf,    (i(m1  saM   lii'M  !".iii  ;iij  vi<  k 
nt  s..  (,f  tlif  si.'il ' 
Tln'e    tni»,    tl;\     «.iill'';ili      ani'-hi'    thy 

nulls 
May  that  -.iM   tin  «■  :     1>.  Mih'   fuiini 

brr  Ml-    ? 

/,'  -c./,,/  /..../.      I  \\  nrni.t  Iiini 

/.'•   /./ .'.  Ifc  In  ui  i'\  (  !l<-ii-l',  like 

tii.r 

/,*.■»!/  I..    '-    'I'/.  f.'kt     I        'III  j\'fl/ 
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Rosamund.  Ay,  but  wait 

Till  his  Dose  rises :  he  will  be  very 
king. 
Beeket.     Even  so ;  but  think  not  of 

the  King.     Farewell ! 
Rommund.    My  lord,  the  city  is  full 

of  armed  men. 
Beeket.     Even  so.     Farewell ! 
Rosamund.     I  will  but  pass  to  ves- 
pers, too 
And  breathe  one  prayer  for  my  liege- 
lord  the  King, 
His  child  and  mine  own  soul,  and  so 
return. 
Beeket.     Pray  for  me  too;    much 
need  of  prayer  have  L 

[Rosamund  kneels  and  goes. 
Dan  John,   how   much  we  lose,    we 

celibates. 
Lacking  the  love  of  woman  and  of 
child ! 
John  of  Salisbury.     More  ^n  than 
loss ;    for  of  your  wives  you 
shall 
Fiiul   one  a  slut  whose  fairest  linen 

s<*enis 
Foul  as  her  dust-eloth,  if  she  usetl  it 

—  one 
So   eharired    with    tonirue    that  every 

threa(i  of  tliouirlil 
Is    br»)k»'n    ere   it  joins —  a  shri'W  to 

l.UM)t.  II.> 

Whose  <'vil  >t)n:r  far  on  into  the  niirlit 
Tlirills  to  the  topmost  tile  —  no  ho|M.' 

but  death  ; 
One  slow.  fat.  white,  a  burthen  of  the 

hearth  : 
And   one    that    Ix'ini;   thwarted    ever 

S\\  nt)ns 

And   wjcps  li»'rs«lf  into  the  phice  of 

]>')\ver  : 
And  one  an  u.r"r  j^tup*  ris  P>f/ri. 
So  rart*  tli«*  household  hom-y  inakinu 

Ix'e, 
Man's    hilp  !    but    we,    we    liave    the 

Blr><«'d  Viririn 
For  worship,  and  our  Mother  Chureh 

for  bride  ; 
And  all    the  souls  we   saved  an<l  fa- 

tlnT'd  here  ii.> 

Will   irn-'t    us  as  our  babrs  in  I*ani- 

dist'. 
What  noise  was  that  V  ^he  told   us  of 

arni'il  men 
Ilerr  in  thr  city.     Will  you  not  with 

draw  ? 


Beeket.    I  oDce  was  out  witi 

in  the  days 
When  Henry  loved  me.  and  i 

upon 
A  wild-fowl  'sitting  on  her  nes 
I  reach'd  my  hand  and  toud 

did  not  stir : 
The  snow  had  frozen  round  : 

she  sat 
Stone-dead  upon  a  heap  of 

eggs. 
Lookl    how  this  love,   this 

runs  thro'  all 
The    world    God    made — e\ 

beast  —  the  bird  ! 
John  of  Salisbury.     Ay,  sttl 

of  the  beast  and  bird  t 
But  these  arm'd  men — will 

hide  yourself  t 
Perchance  the  fierce  De  Bit 

Saltwood  Castle. 
To  assail  our  Holy  Hother 

brood 
Too  long  o*er  this  hard  egg,  th 

and  send 
Her  whole  heart's  heat  into 

break 
Into  young  angels.     I*ray  y 

yourself. 
Jitrht.     There    was    a    lit 

hair'd  Norman  maid 
Livfd  in  my  mother's  house; 

nuind  is 
The  world's  ros*.',  as  her  name 

her  —  she 
Was  the  world's  lily. 
,/'/////   nf  Siltftlf'iri/.     Ay,  ai 

of  "her? 
Btrht.     She  diwl  of  lepros^^ 
JnJtn  of  SiiU'xhurif.     1  know 
Y<Mi  eall  these  old  tilings  bac 

my  lord. 
IWrKt  t.     The   dro^xTiing   nu 

:-yiy.  remembers  all 
The   chances  of   his  life,  jus 

dies. 
J"J,  ii  uf  SoUfihurv.     A v  —  b 

arm'd    men — will   yot 

y"Ui.\tlf? 
He  loMS  half  the  meed  of  niai 
Who  will  be  martvr  when  h 

e>ca]><'. 
Purht.      AVhat   day   of  th« 

Tu.<dayV 
.l-.h>.  "f  s,ih\\hury.         Tu»r5< 

loni. 
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On  u  TueidlEi]'  was  I  boru, 
d  on  >  Tuesday 
itlud  :  iitiil  on  a  Tiii'adu/  did  I  fly 
lb  bum  NorUuutiptuh  ;  od  a  Tui-B- 

il«y  pxm'd 
.  Kufuuiiliuto  bLltcrbaniahnwut; 
ft  Ttiddoy  at  t'ontigny 


Anil  on  a  Tueaduy  — 

Tract    eutert.    (Arn   Fiteubsk.     Dk 

UBITO.  (imi  I>K  MOSTII.LX.     AIOXKH 

—  on  a  TiiBSiluy —    Ti»"" " 
(J   lonff  tittnu,  Irmbtn  'ij/  J"-— 
fauing,  eonteiapluoiul, 
GmlliclpUirR! 


866  BEC 

{••iUume.     My  lorj,  we  hring  a  mes- 
sage from  tlic  Kltig 
llcyond  tlie  waWr  ;  iviH  yuu  have  it 

Or  with  these  listi-utTB  ueur  you  t 
^fat.  As  you  will. 

FiUarte.    Nay.  ai  y"  will. 

JWi«  (/  8aUii>wTi.  Why.  then, 

Rotter  ptiriiups  to  sptak  with  tlieni 


I,ct 


[All  yo  •>"(  frcepi  ttm/mir  KnigbtB 

aiul  Bu!k('t. 

FiUurie.   We  are  jill  alone  witU  liim. 

Hiiall  1  not  smite  lilm  with  hia  own 

croas-sIafT  f 

Be  Mm-riUe.     No,  look  I  the  door  Is 

open  :  let  hini  be. 
Fititr*e.  The  King  eoodemM  your 

excommanicaKng — 
Btelut.    This  is  no  secret,   but  n 
imbHc  matter,  tjo 

In  licre  ugaiul 
JouN  OP  Salisbuuv  and  MoKKiJ  re- 

Now,  bIis,  the  King's  commands  1 

FittUTK.     Tiif    King    beyond   the 

wBler,  thro'  our  vuicts, 

CoHimanJs  you  to  be  dutitui  and  leal 

To  your  youug  King  on  this  side  ot 

tile  WFiUir. 
Not  scorn  him  for  the  foibles  of  liis 

Whatl    you  would  make  his  corona- 
tion void 
By  cursiug  those  who  crown'd  him. 


Out  ■ 


Ui!.'aiiit  his  secfind  father.  He  had 
iiis  fault!).  lia 

For  wlilcli  1  would  have  laid  mine 
own  life  dowu 

To  liclp  him  from  them,  since  indeed 
I  loveil  hiui. 

Ami  lOTc  him  next  after  my  lord  bis 

Itnl.lier  than  dim  the  Hpltndor  of  iiis 

I  f'liu  wo™" 
Willi    r.>i 
pre 
So  that w 


To  H 


for   It   ill   hii 


eino4 


Berhet.      Prat*  nol  of  b 

never,  U.  nvverapiii 
Shall  till-  waste   vokc  ti-f 

break  ti>g  m 
Divide  me  fnjtu  the  n 

Eugliutd, 
My  Canterbury.     Louddl 
O,  ay — Ihu  bells  nuig  out 

dcofcniiig. 
Urgan  and  pipe,  aiid  diilom 

and  hvinns 
In  all  the  cxiurchet^  tnnnii 

hslto. 
Sobs,  laughter,  orics  -.  ^r^tf 

Before  me  —  would    hsti'  i 

pathway  flower*. 
Save   that   it   was  miilwinb 

But  full  midaummer  in  tha 

hearts. 

FitturK:      The     Ktnif   p 

you  to  absolve  the  hi* 

Whom  you  have  exeonmiuBi 

Ikekft, 
Not  I,  the  Pope.     Ask  *«• 
lutioiL 
Fitmriit.     But     yoa    ri> 


Thi'? 


■  1  .tu. 


We  are  all  King's  men. 
Beeket.    King's  men  at  ki 

That  their  own  King  doM 

lost  July 
That  I  should  pftsathecensi 

Cburcb 
On  those  that  crown'd  yoa 

In  this  realm. 
And  trampled  od  tberigbti' 

Fitxurm.    Whatl  dare  « 

the  Ring  with  treaebi 

Ue - 
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elates  whom  he  chose  to  crown 

lis  son ! 

rt.   I  spake  no  word  of  treach- 

iry,  Reginald. 

tr   the    truth  of  this  I  make 

ippeal 

the  archbishops,  bishops,  pre- 

at«s,  barons, 

knights,   live  hundred,   that 
vera  there  and  heard, 
ou  yourself  were  there ;  you 
card  yourself.  aao 

r^e.  I  was  not  there. 
t.  I  saw  you  there. 

rm.  I  was  not. 

t.    You  were.     I  never  forget 
nythiuff. 

r$e.     He  makes    the  King  a 
"aitor,  me  a  liar. 
2g  shall  we  forbear  him  Y 
of  Salisbury  (dramng  Becket 
ntie).   O  my  good  lord, 
with  them  privately  on  Uiis 
ereafter. 

they  have  been  revelling,  and 
fear 

iced  and    brazen'd  up    with 
hristmas  wines 
murderous  brawl. 

And  yet  they  prate 
,  my  brawls,  when  those  that 
line  themselves 
Ling's  part  have  broken  down 
ir  bams,  230 

our    diocese,   outraged   our 
aants, 

IT  produce,  driven  our  clerics 
It  — 

y ,  your  friends,  those  ruffians, 
e  ue  Broc^, 
od  on  Dover  beach  to  murder 

5W  my  stags  in    mine  own 

inor  here, 

i,   poor  brute,  my  sumptcr- 

\ile, 

d   the  vessel  full  of  Gascon 

ne, 

king's  present,  carrietl  off  the 

ska, 

Jf  the  crew,  dungeou'd  the 

ler  half 

isey  Castle  — 

^Ue.    Wliy  not  ratlior  then. 

5  80,  complain  to  your  young 


Not  punish  of  your  own  authority  ? 
Becket,     Mine  enemies    barr'd    all 

access  to  the  boy. 
They  knew  he  loved  me. 
Hugh,  Hugh,  how  proudly  you  exalt 

your  head  I 
Nay,  when  they  seek  to  overturn  our 

rights, 
I  ask  no  leave  of  king,  or  mortal  man. 
To  set  them  straight  again.     Alone  I 

do  it 
Give  to  the  King  the  things  that  are 

the  King's, 
And  those  of  God  to  God. 
Fitziirse,  Threats  I  threats  I  ye  hear 

him.  250 

What !  will  he  excommunicate  all  the 

world  ? 
[  The  Knights  come  round  Becket. 
De  Tracy.   He  shall  not. 
De  Brito.      Well,  as  yet — I  should 

be  grateful  — 
He  hath  not  excommunicated  me. 
Becket.   Beaiuse  thou  wast  bam  ex- 
communicate. 
I  never  spied  in  thee  one  gleam  of 

grace. 
De  Brito.    Your  Christian's  Chris- 
tian charity  ! 
Becket.  ~        By  Saint  Denis  — 

De  Brito.  Ay,  by  Saint  Denis,  now 

will  he  tlame  out. 
And  lose  his  head  as  old  Saint  Denis 

did. 
Becket.    Ye  think  to  scare  me  from 

mv  loyalty 
To  God  and  to  tlie  1  lol v  Father.     No  I 
Tho'  all  the  swords  in  England  tlash'd 

above  me  261 

Ready   to  fall    at   Henry's  word   or 

yours  — 
Tho'    all    the    loud-lung'd    trumpets 

upon  earth 
Blared   from   the   h(*i|,^hts  of  all    the 

thrones  of  her  kini^s, 
Blowing  the  world  against  rae,  I  would 

stand 
Clothed    with   the  full    authority   of 

Rome*, 
Mail'd  in  the  perfect  panoply  of  faith. 
First  of  the  foremost  of  their  files  who 

die 
For   God,    to  people    heaven   in   the 

irreat  day 
When  Urxl  makes  up  his  jewels.   Once 

I  tied  —  270 


;r  again,  and  you  —  I  mnrvel  a 


Ke. 


Ye  know   what   i«  bntwci-n  us.     ^e 

Touraclvea    mv    "i*ii   wliwi    I    was 

t'haiirclliir— 
My  vubssIb  —  ami  yet  Uirmten  your 

nnilibiBliiiii 
In  his  own  ImiiW). 
KnighU.      Mntliing  CHn  tie  botwuvu 

That  goes  agiUust  our  tmlty  to  tlio 
King. 
Ittmrif,     KdA    Id    bis  name  wu 
cliurer  you  iIiHt  je  keep 
Tliis  Iruilor  from  <:Bta|)injB;. 

llfrirl.  RSi  you  cwiy, 

p(ir  I  mil  riisy  to  lieep.    I  ibaJl  not  Ay. 
Hen.',  lii-n\  litre  will  you  Bnti  ma 

De  lUoroiUa.  Know  you  not 

You  have  apokim  to  tfati  peril  of  your 

life  I  .1 

lierkft,    \n  I  sliftll  appnk  nciiin. 
Mtim-u.  De   'fr.irg,  mid  Jh  Drih 


To  a; 


13! 


I  bad  Uiougbt  so  welt  of  you ;  and 

You  seem  the  least  aasassin  of  tbe  four. 
O.  do  not  dama  yourwlf  for  company  1 
la  it  too  late  for  me  lo  save  your  boqI  T 
I  pray  you  for  one  moment  stay  and 

lie  mCmIU.    Bifokot,  it  i»  too  late. 

{Eiil. 

Beeket.  Is  it  toolat«I 

Too  late  on  earth  may  be  too  soon  in 


hell. 


thcU 


nl 


Bftkeft  lirtainert.  Bhut  tbe  luili- 
doors  1  [A  pautf. 

BfcJa-t.     You  hear   Ihom,  brother 

Why  do  you  atiuid  so  silent,  brother 

Jokttof  SnUnbury,  For  I  waa  mus- 
ing on  an  andont  saw, 

SuaviUr  in  modi),  fortitrr  in  re  / 

[s  strength  less  strong  when  band-In- 
band  witli  eraw:  t 

Qratiirr  in  puUhrs  coiyore  virtw. 
Thomas, 

Vyiiy  should  yon  heat  yourself  for 
Biith  as  thest  ? 


Bfftet.  Mcthoughtln 

erul»?ly  i;Dougb. 

Johnof.Saliiihvry.  Aanoei 

tbe  coni  to  cool  the  6i 

My  lord,  I  Duuvel  why  vol  l 

<>u  any  man's  advtiing.W' 

lleektt.    la  it  h).  1)«^  Ja 

what  Hbould  I  hatf  di 

Jehnof f!aU*Aarj(.   Yoaib 

taken  cx»jum1  wlcbji 

Ik-fore  these  bandiu  b 

ptcsenrp. 
They  seek  — yoii  mi 
your  il«iiiU. 
tkekn.  My  ocmRsi:l  i*il 

I  am  prepared  to  dia, 

.lokniif  SaliahvTjf,    VI tt^ 

Tbo  l)cst  of  nil  aot  all-pRf 

BiclMt.  Ood'a  Win  badL. 

will  he  done '. 

knigbts  are  urmlnf  ii 

Beneath  the  sycamore. 
Ib'fkti.  Oood!  Int 

Qrim,  And  one  of  Uk  1> 
witli  them,  Kobert, 
The  apostate  Riook  that  vu 

dulf  here. 
He  knows  the  twists  and  ti 
tlie  place. 
BteluU.   No  fear  I 
Qrim.  No  far, 

[Ofatiia  OH   the  kaO* 
Honks  jT^e. 
Ittflcel  {rt'n'ng).  Our  iio»«e 
1  cannot  tell  why  monks  A< 
cowardi. 
J'lhii  of  Ailigbiirp.    Takr 
your  own  calbednl. ' 
Beeket.   Do  tbey  not  tigtil 
Fiend  day  by  dav  t 
Valor  and  holy  lifcshouiil  gt 
Why  sboiUd  all  monks  be  v 
•/iiAn  of  Saiitburg.  hi 

I  say,  take  rcfugu  in  yonrt 
dmi. 
Seckel.   Ay.  but  I  told  the 

wait  Ihem  here. 
Orim.  May  tbey  not  aay 
not  show  joursrlf 
In  your  okl  place  I  and  vt«p 
gianing. 
[Brtf  riaffa  for  Mqwn  I 
tUIU. 


iSK  III 


BECKET 


869 


11  shniiUl  atteufl  thenflirc*,  give  tli(*iii 

hi'.'irt. 
py  fiar  you  slain  :  they  dri'acl  thry 

kiKUV  IK  it  "WhliX. 

^'•li  (,  Ay,  monks,  not  mm. 
'Vi/M.  I  am  (I  monk,  my  lonl. 

rliaps,  mv  Inhl,  you  wnuig  us. 
nv  woulti  stand  f)y  you  to  the  cliiith. 
'ifrltt.  Your  panlon. 

hhit  uf  Stih'^hurif,  Ilcstiid.  *  Attrn<l 

tli'eotlln*.' 
^'k,t.  Att.Mul  theoflii-e? 

av  tlu'ii  —  thr  Cnwsl — who  brairs 

my  Cms-*  I n' fore  me  ?  331 

thini;;ht   they  wouici  liave  bniin'cl 

me  with  it.  .Toiui.  [(trim  takuH  it. 
inm.  1 1  Would  that  I  eouhl  In'ar 

thy  cross  indee<l  ! 
^^ht.  The  mitnl 
}ohn  of  Sdiifhiiry.    Will   vou   woir 

it?  — then*  1 

[Heekct  pvU  on  the  mt'ttr. 
Btrh  t.  The  pall  I 

0  to  meet  my  Kinir  I 

[  PutM  on  thr  juiff. 
trim.  To  meet  tlw  Kinjr  ? 

\Craiiht  A  on  fht  (ffMtfjt  hh  thiif  ffo  out. 
\iihn  of  Sifififturff.      Why  do  ynu  ' 

move  with  suf-h  a  sta'tcliiirss?     ' 
a  you  not  ln-ar  thrm  ynndi-r  like  a  ] 

At  on  II.  I 

iterinir  the  diNirs.  and  breaking  thro' 

thr  walls  ? 
%rltf.  Why  ilo  the  hcathi'H  rivj**  ?  ' 

My  two  ^'iKid  friends.  1 

lat  matters  miinler'd  hi-re.  or  mur 

d»T'd  tln*nt  Y  .M*-' 

dyet  my  drram  foretold  my  mar 

tynlom 
mine  own  chureh.    It  is  (iiid's  will. 

(tO  on. 
y,  drai;  me  not.  We  must  not  .si-cm 

tolly. 

8rKNK  HI 
RTn  Transkpt  ok  ('antkuiu  hy 

CATIIKDKAt. 

thf  n'f/ht  h*infla  Jfii/ht  ff'.<.f,f.s  f,,nt 
hij  to  thr  Vhtnr^nnnth*  r  jh'uf'f  "/'  ff" 
ft,  Uatfihff  to  thr  A'lif/,  ,  !/*'». 
Vint^r  nft*rn*uni  ttlnirhf  il,til.i  >iin\; 
0tr  th^tutfcr  noir  itutf  tin  .■>  ff  ,i'i  ttjt 
roiMthing  tftttrni.  MoNk**  /...inf 
\anting  the  strn'ri .  Ho  •-ami  m> 
ueiino. 


Rtnuimund.   O  bk*s.sf>d  sjiiiit,  O  ^lo 

rious  Beneiliet.  — 
These  arm'd   men   in   tin'  city.  lhr<<' 

tieree  faces  — 
Thy   hilly   follower  founded   Canter- 
bury — 
Save   that  dmr  beiul  wliieh   now   is 

Canterbury, 
Save  him,  he  wived  my  life,  he  .savitl 

my  eldld. 
Save   him,    his  bliMMl   wnuld   darken 

Henry's  name: 
Save  him  till  all  as  saintly  as  thyself 
He  miss  the  .sc-an'hin^  tlaim-  Jif  purira 

torv. 
And  i>{iss  at  onee  perfect  to  T*anid1si». 
[  \ofMf  of  iitrjH*  ami  rfiit'ut  in   thf 

rhnstt  rs. 
Hark!  Is  it  they?  Cominir  :  He  is  not 

here —  in 

Not  yet,  thank  heaven.    (».  save  hiin  ! 

I  fiiHM  ti/l  fifi  f$lt  fntfiittt/  to  t'hft'r 

Ittrlrf  {4  nft  rinf/tf'O'ni/  tif'Ooj  /.//  ,1.  ilm 

of  Salisbury  r/ /I// (Jrinn.    No.  I 

tell  you  ! 

I  Cannot  bear  a  Iiand  upon  my  person  : 

Whvdo  vou  fore* •  me  thus  aL'aiii*^t  mv 

•   win? 

a  rim.   Mv  Inpl.  wi-  fnrer  vou  fn»m 

ynur  eiM'inies. 

Ili^'ht.   As  ynu  would  fnne  a  kiinr 

fnun  iM-inij  emw  n'd. 
John  of  S,th'f>-'"in/.      Wf     iini<l      not 

fnre«'  the  cmwri  **\'  niartwdmn. 
[S*  t'f'iri  ffojm.      Mi'iiks  r..,nt  ih'im 

fi'i'iii    tht'  /tfitil  .^    tliilt    ft. til    t"    tht 

I'hoir. 
M'inkit.      \\vTv    i<    tin-    \iTi'.i\    areji- 

lil»»Iit'i»  I   \\f  li\  •  -  '   In-  livis! 
Dii'  with  Inni.a'id  In-  ijlm  ifii  -I  i.i-ji  i|i*t. 
It,tl,it     Tnirilln  ?•''       jt'  M--.I  h-nk  ' 

L'"  «wi  with  till*  •■Mil  I-. 
,V"^/.«.   CoiiH'.  Ilnti.  wiHi  n».  Ill  VIS 

Iii'r««. 

WIji  II  \'iu -«' li!"i  k  Ml-  -'^r'.  ?    U  u  k 
i  -tv  : 

(in  ii'j   witli   t||,-  ^^\\u  .  ^l::i!'   I:..t    III  :i 

N  iri  III-  -  rvi  ■! 
'I'lpi'  i.irlh'<    l:i<t    •-.irtlii;':  »k'     il'i-li'd 

Till-  niiij-ti-r  '■■  "- 
.Vii'l  il.'-  LT'  it   ij.  •  j.-*  \\  1  ii    Ir-k'M   lip 

■I-.:  li.'i. 
.Vii'l  li:«»^'il  :iir:iiii«.t  l!|i'  «;ui) '' 

I  y  Hi  tit    fh  tht   ctoi/ttt  IS 


}/':/. 


riw  IWWTli 


>ttXV' 


1.1  I  us  b\di'  *  \v\.  \\%\Ai 


And  will  villi  lii'ltt: 

thft,  Hl:lit  " 


.mt,  and  hiiv 


angyou? 


Undo  tin;  ilimrs;  thi'  c;lLiinh  U  n 

Knock,  nnd  It  shall  be  open'd. 

you  deiif  1 
Wbat,  have  I  loat authority  u 
BtAnd  by,  uiBkc  way  ! 

Opent  the  Aiori.    /Cuter  Monks /rarn 

Come  Id.  my  friends,  come  in  ! 
'Har,  faster,  faster  1 

Monk*.         O.  my  lord  archbishop, 
A   score   of    kniehts  all  arm'd   witt 

swords  and  axes  — 
To  the  cboir,  to  tlie  choir  1 

[Monks  divide,  part  flying  by  th 

ttair*  on  the  right,  part  bji  (A(w 

ontkeUft.   Thenuhofthaeloi 

heart  Bcfkct  along  aiih  thn. 

tome  uniff  up  the  itc/m,  tehere  h 

u  UJl  utiiJUliiiff  iilont. 

Befktt.  Sliull  I  tiH)  |iiLss  to  the  ciioii 

And  die  u|iiin  tiie  |)atriarclial  tlirone 

Of  all  my  prpdeccssurs  ? 

John  of  HiliiiiHry.  No,  to  the  cryp 
Twenty  steps  down.     Stumble  not  i 

tlie  durkni'ss, 
l^st  they  shonid  Heize  Ihcc. 

(Ifim.  Tri  tlic  crvnlt  no  — n 

To  tlie,  rluipel  of  Saint  iilaise  benea' 


niiUii>  111  Til  iirlfuiniir, 
<•  itu'  miui. 
■  AoW  o/  iht  Artii 


f  lili  lif  nvU,  almott 


Itfttxt.  Pr'ifll)rnti!  iiiiii'liT  I 

/Vtiiirn'.    1>c>;..<i  bi-U  tliatT  Hlrit 

\mriknofthf  \rTii\',\tiiii^'t,mU, 

andieiniynb him  in  thtf-iffltiv 

tkrkit  {airm  hit ryu  vith  Am  jbini 

I  ilii  (-iimmeiiil  ni  v  mUK  to  Qti 


AniliCfilii'nilrl»rHnlnUi)t(T«nt«rb(n 

(lirlui  tntip*  hii  arvui  oAtrul  I 

Arcliliinlioti. 

Sjdirc  llilh  iliftnvr,  lUnf  iiiuOta. 

ITrac^r  haiariftn.  itutt itmnmrb. 

ttmlaUnglg,     tritk     kiM    mtv 


,,iJ 


Sj2  BEC: 

Mercy,  mercy. 

As  you  would  hope  tor  mercy  1 

FiUarte.  Strike.  T  sny  I 

Grim.  O  God,  O  noblo  knigliU,  U 

sacrilege]  vi 

gtrfbe   our   archbialiof)    in    hie   awn 

cathedral ! 
The  Pope,  tlie  King,  will  curse  you 

—  tlie  whoiu  world 
Abhor  you;  70  will  din  the  death  of 

Nay.  uay,  good  Tracy. 

[lAJf*  fti*  'irm, 

Mtiiir»e.        Answer  nol,  butalrike, 

Df  TVupy.  There  is  my  answer  then. 

[SiimnI /'til*  nil  Onuj's  am.  nnit 

SEniKM     from      it,      wounding 
Iccket. 
Orim.  31!  nc  arm  is  Bover'il, 

I  oau  no  more— fight  out  the  good 

flght— die 
Conqueror.  - 

[Rnggcrt  into  ihe  ehnixl  of  Snii't 
Beiieifirt. 
BfCkel  i/nUing  on  liii  knrr*).    At  the 
rigfit  baud  of  Power  — 


Power  uiid     cnxl 
Chiirtrh,  O  ' 
Into  thy  IwikIb.  U  La 

Ih  Unto.  Thla  Uat  || 

worli]  otbNwliI 

The  tr&lior'H  (lend,  sod 

nti'irtf.  Nay,  tufci 

Wiiut*  toCipmL 

Unes  he  brnatlw  T     Hvt 

D*  JVocff.  No.  ~ 


Ik  AhreiOti.    VDU  n 

and  swsUoir  nvf 

Itr  BriU..  TVi 

[Dp   Rrito,  D*  Tn 

ruth  rivl,  flying  ' 

Ua     MorriU*  il 
ytaata  tf  " 

limlir'ij/,!/  the 
iroko  over  thw 
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kHnrri  Utecvrrvil  amled  rm  itttil 
ntiadau.   daraing.     The    Oounl 

It  ntern  an  hit  hand  tvnift  ibnen 

vngk  lh4  daor  ut  baelc.     A  ifilh- 

I  tntaUi  iMi  tht  iraU. 
mteOa.  Bn,  mr  Ion!,  tlin  ImW 
tuA,  wlio  butli  txKKn  nwitv  u> 
cktDd  bmk  lull  iii|:lii  Willi  Iter 

I  Umi  caaUe. 


(.'«uiii.  Ilfurlliul,i»ytilrd1  A 

nil  ]itii1ouiid(  IutT 

My  t>rlni'f<«  nf  Ihp  i-louil,  tn;  pita 

IiUrvr-jitr. 
Hf  far-pyrd   qunta  nf  Uie  win 

(bnu  UiAl  nnnit  kiv 
Biyuii'l  the  tnorntng  bwk,  and,  1 

Tliy  qiiJtrry  wiiiil   lUid  * 

down  iijion  Wm 
Ki>k-1(^  ■  llkr.  llglitniDi!  '  llku—  d 

mnkn  bis  fmtJien 
(ilaticc  In  mirl  boavctt. 

I  irtiiu\4U 


'  ii'Mi  .irr  till-  l;,x:  'y.  ,  i  ^  f. 

II     1     .  ■  '  ^   -'  '■ ' ;  I  >  I ;  •■  ■  'I 

llii  I'-. 

^^li/'i^M-:  f I..  .;.:.:.,  .,^.  ...... 

r.'(.\.i,r',        I  )    ...  ., 

l'"!'!--.   ...rl..!y.  -,v,   ;:::..■  ,|.,.,    ,. 
!■■.••.!  ■      ■  ■ 


;■..  )'■ 


■  i: 


"'■■■  ■'  •  ■■■ 
'V-  •■■•  !:■   :.■  ■  ..   I 
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I  .    .  -  ■       ■  I    . 
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Shelves  and  books,  shelves 

lud  when  I  sec  ihv.  shelves 

hang  myself  on  the  hooks. 

^'o  bread  ? 

Half  a  breakfast  for  a  rat! 

lilk  ? 

Three  laps  for  a  cat!       90 

?heesc  t 

A  supper  for  twelve  mitea 

2ffg8  ? 

One.  but  addled. 

{o  bird  ? 

Half  a  tit  and  a  h(?rn's 

Li<;t  be  tliy  jokes  and  thy 
Any  tiling  or  nothing  ¥  99 
Well,  my  lonl,  if  ail-but - 
inything,  and  one  plaU.^  of 
8  be  all-but-nothing,  then 
^'thing  in  your  lonlship's 
our  loniship's  WTvice,  if 
ip  care  to  call  for  it. 
0(xl  mother,  happy  was 
rodigal  son, 

-n'd  to  the  rich  father  ;  I 
y  poverty  to  thine.     And 

jving  of  my  fancy.     Pray 

make 

'  meal  out  of  those  scraps 

hreils  no 

>kc  of.     As  for  him  and 

ita  a  salad  in  the  ganl(>n 

on.)    Why  didst  ttiou  miss 
uarry  yester-even  t 
beauty,  thou  must  dash  um 

from  the  skies.     Away. 

pel  115 

[Knit,  foUoired  hi/  Filippo. 
;.  I  knew  it  would  come 
be  has  beggared  him.  I 
w  it  woulci  come  to  this ! 
Uible  a$  if  to  I'tKuiiti'  tliirii- 
btout  of  wirifhtc. )  W  li y .  :i.s 
( is  Monna  Qiovannu  coni 
the  hill  from  tin'  cHstlf. 
Cares  at  our  cottai^c.  A  v. 
,it:  it 'sail  you  havr  IrYt 
J  on  you!  S/tr  bmutiful  I 
iler's mouse!  Mcnlcnnui:!!. 
b,  well  fed  ;  but  bcintitu! 
ff  see,  why  sht;  turns  down 
tnigh  our  little  vineyard. 


and  I  siieeKcd  tliree  times  this  morn 
ing.  Ck)ming  to  visit  my  lord,  for  tht 
first  time  iu  her  life  too!  Why, 
bless  the  saints  I  1  '11  be  bound  to  con- 
fess her  love  to  him  at  last.  I  forgive 
her,  I  forgive  her!  I  knew  it  wouhl 
como  to  this —  1  always  knew  it  must 
come  to  this  !  (GV*  up  to  Uvor  ihtrini/ 
latter  iMirt  of  Mjicich^  and  o}n nn  it.) 
Come  m,  madonna,  come  in.  {lit  fin m 
to  front  of  tahle  and  curtinffn  an  thf 
Lady  Giovanna  cutern,  tfa^n  ntoct» 
chair  Varardt*  the  hearth.)  >Juy.  let 
me  place  this  chair  for  your  lady- 
sliip.  144 

[Lady  Giovanna  inon*  nloirbf  dtam 
utaffe^thrn  cnnokn  to  chair,  bMtk^ 
in;/  ahatt  her,  btar»  anithr  nt*fi  thf 
Madonna  orrrjirejdacr,  thm  ^itn 
in  chair. 
T^idy  GioMnna.  Can  I  8iH>ak  with 
the  Count  Y  146 

KliMbi'tta.  Ay,  my  huly,  but  wont 
you  speak  with  the  old  woman  tir>t, 
and  tell  her  all  about  it  and  make  her 
happy  ?  for  1  've  Iwen  on  my  knees 
every  day  for  these  lialf -dozen  y«'ars 
in  hope  that  the  saints  would  send  ns 
this  blessed  morning ;  and  he  always 
took  you  so  kindly,  lie  always  ttxtk  the 
world  so  kindly.  When  he  was  a  lilt h* 
one,  and  I  put  the  bitters  on  my  breast 
to  wean  him,  he  mmle  a  wry  mouth 
at  it,  but  he  t(M)k  it  so  kindly,  and  your 
ladyship  has  given  him  bitters  enough 
in  this  world,  and  he  never  made  a 
wry  mouth  at  you.  he  alwass  t<M>k 
vou  so  kin<lly  —  whieh  is  mon-  tliun  1 
did,  my  lady,  mon*  than  1  did  —  and 
he  so  handsome-  -and  bl<*ss  yourswirt 
face,  vou  l(H)k  as  Inviutiful  this  morn 
ing  as  the  very  Madonna  her  own  s:if 
—  and  iH'tter  late  than  ni-ver  but 
eonit'  when  thev  will  -  then  nr  n<»\\ 
it  "s  all  for  the  brst.  <-ome  when  tiny 
will  -thev  are  made  l»v  the  M«>.xi(l 
siints    -  thes<'  nuirriaLTes.  i-i 

I  liilists   //#  /•  fill  tn If 

L'idfi  iiii'r,tiiiHi.    M'iniaL'»'>?  1  •^hall 

nevi-r  niarrv  aL'aifi ! 
KUmiitftt,!  \iiitts  »;//#/  fnf/tf-).      Slianii 

i»n  1h  r  ilun  I 
A</'///  h'/'t^nni/iif.  Where  is  th*. 

Vnunt  V 

Kli}*'llt(ttil.         ,}\\<\   'HMXt 

To  tlv  his  falcoiL 


'  •'  '»4.'»l    I 


liaii  ;    - 
i'rhU:  of  1j:>;  ],,  .  ,.f  _    .1       ,  , 
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t  inheritor  of  your  eyes — 
boy?  231 

avanna,     Alas,   my    Lord 
rigo,  be  hath  fallen 
less,  and  it  troubles  me. 
iick  I  is  it  so  ?   why,  when 
^me  last  prear 

;   hawkmg,   he  was  well 
gh; 

taught  him  all  our  hawk- 
thrases. 

manna,  O  yes,  and  once 
let  him  tly  your  falcon, 
[ow  charmed  he  was  I  wliat 
ler  T  —  A  gallant  boy, 
1,  each  perfect  of  the  breed. 
avanna  {nnks  in  chair). 
t  do  you  rate  her  at  ? 

My  bird  T  a  hundred 
I  once  were  ofiPer'd  by  tlic 

S.  341 

leart  to  part  with  her  for 

wanna.  No,  not  for  money, 
ount  turns  away  and  ttighs. 
Wherefore  do  you  sigh  ? 
have  lost  a  friend  of  late. 
*9anna.    I  could  sigh  with 

losing  more  than  friend,  a 

leave  me — all  the  rest  of 

sr'd  wreath  were  of  more 
h  tome. 

'Looking  at  wreath  on  wall. 
Iiat  withered  wreath  is  of 
worth  to  me 
le  blossom,  all  the  leaf  of 

ling  year. 

'o0f  and  takes  doft>n  wreath, 
tcanna.     And  yet  I  never 

150 
o  rich  in  blossom  as  this 

Ming  wreath  toirani  her). 
the  year  when   this    wus 
er'd  richer  ? 
wanna.  How  long  ago  was 

r 

AlaB»  ten  summers! 
;  was  beautiful  as  day 
Urn  mstic  festival 
*  bffinllet  on  a  mount^n 
low. 


And  she  was  the  most  beautiful  of  all ; 
Then  but  fifteen,  and  still  as  beautiful. 
The  mountain  flowers  grew  thickly 

round  about. 

I  made  a  wreath  with  some  of  these ; 

I  ask'd  260 

A  ribbon  from  her  hair  to  bind  it  with  ; 

1  whisiMjr'd,  Let  me  crown  you  Queen 

of  Beauty, 
And  softly  placed  the  chaplet  on  her 

head. 
A  color,  which  has  color'd  all  my  life, 
Flush'd  in  her  face;  then  I  wasciiU'd 

away; 
And  presently  all  rose,  and  so  departed. 
Ah !  she  had  thrown  my  cliuplet  on 

the  grass. 
And  therfe  I  found  it. 

[Lets  his  hands  fall,  holtUng  wreath 
despondingly. 
Lady  Giopanna  {({flcr  pause).    How 

long  since  do  you  say  ? 
Count.  That  was  the  very  year  be- 
fore you  niarrietl. 
Lady  (Uotanna.  When  I  was  nmr 
ried  you  were  at  the  wars.     270 
Count.     Had  she  not  thn^wu   my 
chnplet  on  the  grass, 
It  may  bo  1  had  never  sei»n  the  wars. 
[HtjAaces  wreath  whence  he  had 
taken  it. 
Lady  Oiovanna.  Ah,  but,  my  lord, 
there  ran  a  rumor  then 
That  you  were  kiird  in  Imttle.     I  can 

tell  you 
True  tears  that  year  were  8lie<l  for  you 
in  Florence. 
Count.  It  might  have  Ix^en  as  well 
for  me.     I'nliappily 
I  was  but  wounded  by  the'eneniy  there 
And  then  iniprison*<l! 

lAuly  (iifrtiiuita.    Happily,  howrvcr, 
I    see  you   quite   reeover'd   of  your 
wound. 
Count.  Xo,  no.  not  rjuitc,  niadoDiia. 
not  vet,  not  vet.  2V 

Jifcntir  FiMTPo. 
Filippo.  My  lonl.  ji  word  with  yon. 
Count.  T*niy,  panlnn  im- f 

[lijuly  Ciiovaiina  rnumtx^  tind  jhimmia 
iff  hi  lid    rhnir    iimt     tttA'n*    dttirn 
wnnth  ;   thru  qmi*   to  chiiir  by 
tMe. 
Count    (to    Filippo).     What    is   it, 

Filippo  ? 
Hlippo.         Spoons,  your  locd^J^^ 
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(iiaiit.  Spawns  1 

MUmto,  Yea,  my  loni,  for  wasu't 
my  lad;  bom  nith  a  golden  spoon  >n 
bttr  Indysltip's  inuutU.  anil  we  Imve  n't 
ncvpr  na  much  as  a  silver  one  for  the 
gfildea  lipa  of  ber  latljatiip. 
(AfUnt.  Ilavn  we  not  half  a  wrore  o( 

silvn'  spoons  T 
FSiippo.  Rulf  o'  one,  mv  torii  I 
O/urit.  How  liair  of  ou<>  T  .v^^ 

Klippo.  I  trud  upciu  liiniL-vi'M  now, 
my  lonl.  In  >nv  Iitiny,  mhI  bmko  liim. 
Cuviit.  AnaliicothcrDinul 
Ftlippo.  tkildl  butshall  lEoliaoiint 
with  your  lordship's  Itnve  to  her  lady- 
ship's castle,  ID  jour  lordship's  and  lii^ 
lodyghip'a  name.  a.uA  confer  «ilh  her 
ladvsliip's  seuesdial.  ftui]  so  descend 
agwn  with  some  of  her  kdyahip'aowD 
ftppurteaanccs?  yn 

OMint.  Wiiy-~no,  man.    Only  mx 
your  clolb  be  deui. 

[ExH  Filippo. 
LtiJy  Ghennm.  At,  av,  tliis  fiuled 
ribbon  tras  tin-  mode 
In  Florence  teu  years  beck.    Wbnt's 

here  t  a  scroll 
Pinned  to  the  wreath. 

i\y  lord,  you  tiavc  said  so  much 
OF  this  poor  wr«ttU  that  I  was  bold 

enough 
To  take  it  down,  if  but  to  guess  what 

flowers 
Had  made  it ;  and   I   find  a  written 

Thataeomsloruninrbvmi'Dgs.  Migbl 
I  read? 
Caunt.  Ay.  if  you  will. 
Lady  fliutttniui.  U  should  be  if  you 

i&ad*.}  'bead  mountain.'    Nay,  for 
whii  ix>uid  tniec  a  liand  ]io 

So  wild  anil  stap^ring  T 

i'liinl.  This  wa*  penn'd.  madonna. 
Olone  to  tlie  grating  ou  a  winter  mom 
In  the  perpetual  twilight  of  a  prison, 
When  bo  ibat  made  it,  haring  bis  right 

Lamed  in  the  battle,  wrote  It  with  bis 

left 
Ladg  Uiot'innii.     O   hpavetisl     the 

Terv  letters  seem  to  shake 
Willi  <;ol(l,  with  pain   perhaps,  poor 

prisoner!  Well. 
Tell  me  the  word&— or  beU«r— lor  I 


Therv  goes  a  munod  aeoR  ol 

llepaat  tbem  to  their  mnric 

Count,  Tou  e 

No  chord  in  me  that  would  nc 
yow 


ttroUonilpiaoetii 
end  of  thr.  amp. 
Coant  {anpt.plariiigt 

tain-meadow  fiowi-ni. 
Dfaiet   than   when   you    Bu 

mouniajn  gay. 
Sweeter  tliao  auj  violet  at  te 
Richer  than  all  tJlc  w!ih>  woH 

of  Hay, 
To  me,  Uio'  all  your  bloom 


Eiilfr  Elisabetta  iri'lA  ( 
Elitahctta,    A  word  with 

lordl 
Omnt    {tinging).        'O    i 

flowcra!' 

mtabftta  (lofidtr).  A  wrtri. 

Cavnl  (lirtgt).         •  Dead  Be 

mtahtttii  {louder).  A  word, 

C'innt.  1  pray  you  pardon  t 

[Lady  Oiovanna  looking  a 

Count  {to  ElirabctiAV     W 

Klinahetta.    Kj  lonl,  we  1 

one  piece  of  earthen-ware  to 

salad  in  to  my  ladr.  and  ibat 

Coant.  Why  then.  Ibat  flow 

my  ancestor 

Petch'd  from  the  farthest  < 

For  fear  of  breakage — but 
has  brought 

Elimltctla.  I  did  take  it. 
but  what  with  my  ladr's  con 
liad  so  Hurried  me,  avA  what 
fear  of  breaking  it,  1  did  bre: 
lord  ;  it  is  br(^en  I 

Oivnt.  My  onu  thing  left 
lu  the  world  t 
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lee  your  cloth  be  white  as 

(ftninting  thro*  window), 

mint  thee,  my  son,  as  the 

on  the  very  tip-top  o' 

id  yet,  to  speak  white 
my  ^ood  old  mother,  350 
it  like  the  snow  on  the 
le. 

How  can  your  lordship 
?    There,  my  lord  I 

[Lays  elotJi. 
son,   be  not  unkind  to 

•d  more. 

[(roing  —  returns, 
ching  guitar).  Good  I  let 
ut  one. 
Ilath  slie  returned  thy 

Not  yet! 

And  will  she  ? 
ing  at  Lady  Giovanna). 
e  believe  it  I 

Shame  upon  her  then  ! 

[h>it, 
m).  *  Dead  mountain  flow- 

ell,  mv  nurse  has  broken 
f  my  dead  flowers,  as  she 
>ken 

>wl.  My  memory  is  as 
Goes  and  replaces  guitar. 
the  words  at  home  with 

lODg  360 

ike  bosom  friends  when 
most 

leave.  If  you  would  hear 
t. 

tanna    {holding    wreath 
\him).    There  1  my  loni, 
em  poet. 
1  not    imagine  that  tlio 

say,  so   liglitly   on   her 

'  motion  as  she  rose,  and 

d,  then  but  fifteen,  liow- 

flatter'd  by  your  notice 

I  buhful   to  return   for 


Count.  Was  it  so  indeed  T  was  it  so  ? 

was  it  so  7  370 

[Leans  forward  to  take  wreath,  and 

touches  Lady  Giovanna's  hand, 

which   sht    withdraws  hastily/; 

he  places  wreath  an  corner  of 

chair. 

Lady  Oiovanna  (with  dignity).  I  did 

not  say,  my  lord,  that  it  was  so ; 

I  said  you  might  imagine  it  was  so. 

Enter  FiLiPro  with  bowl  of  salad,  which 

he  places  on  table. 

Filippo.  Here 's  a  flne  salad  for  my 

ladv,  for  tho*  we  have  been  a  soldier, 

and  ridden  by  his  lordship's  side,  and 

seen  the  red  of  the  battle-field,  yet  are 

we  now  drill-sergeant  to  his  lonlship's 

lettuces,  and  profess  to  be  gn-at  in 

green  things  and  in  garden-HtulT.     379 

Ixidy  Giocanna.  I  tliank  thee,  giMxl 

Filippo.  [Exit  Filippo. 

Enter  Eltsabetta  with  biid  on  a  dinh 

which  she  j)laces  on  table. 

Elisabetta  {close  to  taUe).  IIrn»'s  a 

fine  fowl   for  mv  lady ;   I  had  scant 

time  to  do  him  in.     I  hope  he  Ix*  not 

underdone,  for  we  be  undone  in  the 

doing  of  him. 

r^idy  Giotanna.    I   thank  you,  my 
good  nurse.  380 

JfYlippo  {reentering  with  jtlate  tf 
prunes).  And  here  an*  fine  fruiU  for  my 
lady  —  prunes,  my  Indy,  fn)m  the  tri'c 
that  my  lord  hims4'If  planteil  hcri'  in 
the  blossf)m  of  his  IiovIwxkI  —  and  so 
I,  Filipp<j,  being,  with  your  lnd\  ship's 
panlon,  and  as  your  ladyship  knows, 
his  loniship's  own  foster-brother, 
would  commend  them  to  your  linly 
ship's  most  peculiar  appreciation.    vi(* 

I  PutH  plate  on  dilU . 
Elimhtla.  Filippo! 
Ijtidy  Giortinna  (Count  hadn  hrc  tr 
tablt).    Will   you   not  eat  wiili 
me,  my  loni  ? 
(hunt.  T  cannot ; 

Not  a  morsel,  not  one  morsel.    I  have 

broken 
My  fast  aln'udy.     I  will  pledge*  you. 

Wine! 
Filippo.  wine  ! 

[Sif»  hear   (aftft  ;   Filipjxi   hn'utjs 

jfitMl',  til  fit  tht  ( '<  >unt  *s  ijtJtltt,  then 

Lady    fliovaiui.Vs:     Klisabetta 

Mf audit  at  the  fnick  of  Ijuly  Gio- 

vanna's  chair. 


In.'  \ .  '  ' 
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Hied  with  a  single  lettuce-leaf ; 

ten  anything. 

r  Oiovanna.    Nay,  nay,  I  can- 

lOt.  461 

low,  my  lord,  I  told  you  I  was 

;roublca. 

» child  Florio  lying  still  so  sick, 

i  myself,  and  by  a  solemn  vow, 

would  touch  no  flesh  till  he 
vere  well 

r  else  well  in  heaven,  where  all 
8  well. 

Jsabetta  clears  table  of  bird  and 
alad:   Filippo  snatches  vp  the 
ilaie  of  prunes  and  holds  them  to 
jgidj  Giovanna. 
po.    But  the  prunes,  my  lady, 
e  tree  that  his  lordship  — 
CHovanna,    Not  now,  Filippo. 
Hj  lord  Federigo, 
ot  speak  with  you  once  more 
lone  ?  470 

t.      You  bear,  Filippo?     My 
:ood  fellow,  go. 

po.    But  the  prunes  that  your 
>  — 

betta.    Filippo  I 
P.     Ay,  prune  our  company  of 
[line  own,  and  go  I 
beita.    Filippo ! 
DO  (tumiu{/).    Well,  well  I  the 
I  [Exit. 

f.     And  thou  too  leave  us,  my 
ear  nurse,  alone.  479 

V^to    (folding    up    cloth    and 

And  me  too!  Ay,  the  dear 
ill  leave  you  alone;  but,  for 

she  that  has  eaten  the  yolk  is 
ke  to  swallow  the  shell. 
rn$  and  curtseys  stiffly  to  Ljidy 
-iovanna,  tlien  exit.     Lady  Gio- 
BLnna  takes  out  dianwnd  neck- 

eefrom  casket. 

Oiovanna.  I  have  anger'd 
>ur  good  nurse;  these  old- 
orld  servants 

>ut  flesh  and  blood  with  those 
ley  serve. 

I  have  a  present  to  return  you, 
erwards  a  boon   to  crave  of 

3U. 

'.     No,  my  most  honor'd  and 

►ng-worshipt  lady, 

[lerigo  dcgli  Albcri^lii  490 

tothing    in   return   from   you 

ccept 


Return  of  his  affection —  can  deny 
Nothing  to  you  that  you  require  of 
him. 
Lady  Giovanna.   Then  I  require  you 
to  take  back  your  diamonds — 
[Offering  necklace. 
I  doubt  not  they  are  yours.     No  other 

heart 
Of  such  magnificence  in  courtesy 
Beats  —  out  of  heaven.     They  seem'd 

too  rich  a  prize 
To  trust  with  any  messenger.     I  came 
In  person  to  return  them. 

[Count  draws  hack. 

If  the  phrase 

*  Return '  displease  you,  we  will  say  — 

exchange  them.  500 

For  your  —  for  your  — 

Count  {take^  a  step  tmvard  her  and 
then  back).  For  mine  —  and 
what  of  mine  ? 
l/idy  Oiomnna.  Well,  shall  we  say 
this  wreath  and  your  sweet 
rhymes  ? 
Count.    But  have  you  ever  worn 

my  diamonds  ? 
Tjidy  Oiovanna.         Nol 
For  that  woul<l  seem  accepting  of  your 

love. 
I  cannot  brave  my  brother — but  be 

sure 
That  I  shall  never  marry  again,  my 
lord  ! 
Count.     Sure  ? 
Ijidy  Gioranwi.     Yes ! 
Count.     Is  this  your  brother's  order? 
lAuly  Oiovanna.  No  I 

For  he  would  marry  me  to  the  richest 

man 
In   FloHMice ;    but  I  think  you  know 

the  saying  — 

'Better  a  num   without  riches,  than 

riches  without  a  man.'  sir 

Count.     A  noble  sj\ying  —  and  acU'd 

on  would  yield 

A  nobler  breal  of  men  and  women. 

Lady, 
I  find  you  a  shrewd  bargainer.     The 

wreath 
That  once  you  wore  outvalues  twenty- 
fold 
The  diamotulfl  that  you  never  dcign'd 

to  wear. 
But  lav  tliom  there  for  n  monn'Tit ! 
[PoiutH  to  table.     Liwly  (Jiovannn 
places  necklace  on  tMc. 


And  be  you 
Gracious  enoti^b  to  It'l  me  know  ttiC 

B;  gnrnting  wliich.  ff  aught  be  mine 

10  grant, 
I  should  be  miide  more  happj  than  I 

hoped 
Ever  to  be  again. 
Ladg  Gioniana.    Then  keep  your 

wreath.  ;» 

But  you  will  find  me  a  Ehrcnd  bar- 

gainer  still. 
I  cannot  keep  yoar  diomooda.  for  the 

girt 

I  ask  for,  to  my  ntiad  and  at  this  pn-- 

Outvaluc^  flit  the  U'wela  upon  «arth, 
Cbunf.     It  should  be  love  that  thuB 

outralites  all. 
You  speidc  like  lovo.  and  jet  you  Ioto 

toe  not. 
I  have  nothing  in  thia  trorld  hut  Iotc 

Li/tf/  (lifuti.na,    Lo^e?  it  i>  love, 
love  for  loy  dviiig  boj, 
HoTts  me  tu  ask  ii  of  you. 

Count.  What?  my  time? 

la  ft  my  timel    Well.  I  can  give  my 

To  him  that  is  a  part  of  joo,  your 

Slmll  I  return  tolhe  co-sllc  with  jou? 

Shall  I 
Sit  by  him,  read  to  him,  tell  him  my 

Sing  him  my  aonga  t    You  know  that 

I  can  loueh 
The  gittern  to  some  piupoae. 

Ladv  Oioranna.  No.  not  thai  ! 

I  thank  you  heartily  for   that  —  and 

1  doubt  not  from  your  nobleness  of 

Win  iffljdon  me  for  askinp  what  I  ask. 
Count.     Oioviinua.  dear  Ujovanna. 
I  that  once 
The  wildest  of  the  random  youth  of 


Fmm  you,  and  from  my  constancy  to 

you. 
Nij  more,  but  epcnk. 

Ijuly  ffiiininna.   I  mill.     You  know 

Bick  pc-ople. 


More    spedally    aick   cbildn 

BlraDgi;  faoiit^ 
Strange  lou^ngs ;  and  tuthw 

in  tlicir  iDood 
May   work    tlicm    grieToua 

times,  may  even 
UaftCD  their  «nd-     1  wuidd  j 

w>n! 
U  might  be  ea^cr  ihim  fa 

Allownneu  for  a  mutbtr— hi 

To  rob  yon  of  your  ooe  d( 

Hww  often  fans  mj  sck  Ui; 

for  this  1 
I  bavi;  put  him  oS  aa  often : 


For  last  day's  journey.    I  wi 

ing  for  him ; 
He  gave  me  his  hand :  ■  T  id 

well  ftgaib 
If  Ihc  ttooJ  Count  would  gin 
Count.  G: 

T^d^  Oioraniut.  '  Sii 

Cimnt  (ii(art»  bnejt).    My  ful' 
LiKl;/  Giocanna.     Yea.  yon 

Federigo ! 
Cmini.     Alas,  I  cannot ! 
Ladff  Gi'/nntna.  Cannot  ?  1 
1  fear'd  as  much.    O  this 

world  1 
How  shall   I   break   it  to  hi 

shall  I  tell  him  T 
The  boy  may  die  ;  more  ble* 

the  raga 
Of  some  pale  beggar-woman 

For  her  siok  sod,  if  he  wer 

live. 
Than  all  mv  childless  wealth 

must'die, 
I  was  lo   blame  —  the  love  ; 

yiju  bore  me  — 
My  lonl.  we  thank  you  foryo 


Qnitit  (rtithet forteard).    St- 
I  am  most   unlucky,  r 
happy  ! 
'ou  never  had  look'd  in  on 
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hen  YOU  came  and  dipt  jour 

oyereign  head 

tiese  low  doors,  jou  ask'd  to 

at  with  me. 

but   emptiness  to  set   before 

'OU, 

;  a  draught  of  milk,  no,  not  an 

I  but  mj  brave  bird,  my  noble 

idcon, 

irade  of  the  house,  and  of  the 

;eld. 

I  to  die  for  it  ^  she  died  for 
ou. 

I I  thought  with  those  of  old, 
le  nobler 

tlDEi  was,  the  more  acceptable 
36  the  sacrifice.    I  fear  you 
»rce  581 

mk  me  for  your  entertainment 
ow. 
Oiavanna  {returning).    I  bear 
rith  him  no  longer. 
I.  No,  madonna  I 

will  have  to  bear  with  it  as  he 

dtavanna.    I  break  with  him 
nreverl 

Yes,  Giovanna, 
will  keep  his  love  to  you  for 
rer! 

Giovanna.    You  ?  you  ?  not 
3ul  My  brother  I  my  hard  bro- 
ler  1 
igo,  Federigo,  I  love  you  I 

ten  thousand  brothers,  Fede- 
go !  [Mils  at  his  feet. 

(impetuausli/).  Whv,  then  the 
ring  of  my  noble  bird  <9o 


Hath  served  me  better  than  her  living 
— then 
•  [Takes  diamonds  from  tcMe, 

These  diamonds  are  both  yours  and 

mine — have  won 
Theh  value  again — beyond  all  mar- 
kets— there, 
I  lay  them  for  the  first  time  round  your 
neck. 
[Lays  necklace  round  her  neck. 
And   then    this   chaplet  —  No   more 

feuds,  but  peace. 
Peace  and  conciliation  I  I  will  make 
Your  brother  love  me.     See,  I  tear 

away 
The  leaves  were  darken*d  by  the  bat- 
tle— 
[PuUs  leaves  off  and  throws  them 
down. 

—  crown  you 
Again  with  the  same  crown  my  Queen 
of  Beauty. 

[Places  wreath  on  her  head. 

Rise — I  could  almost  think  that  the 

dread  garland  600 

Will  break  once  more  into  the  living 

blossom. 
Nay,  nay,  I  pray  you  rise. 

[Raises  her  with  both  hands 
We  two  together 
Will  help  to  heal  your  son  —  your  son 

and  mine  — 
We  shall  do  it —  we  shall  do  it ! 

[Embraces  her. 
The  purpose  of  my  being  is  accom- 
plished, 
And  I  am  happy  I 
Lady  Giovanna,    And  I  too.  Fede 
rigo. 
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1) y  nuigc  of  women  should 
>liun  40 

•r  fjice  to  face  at  once !  My 

</jy  comen  down  I'tprks  to  him. 
this  letter  and  this  cup  to 
ma, 
f  Sinnatus. 

Qoing  or  gone  to-day 
ith  Sinnatus. 

That  matters  not. 
this  cup  and  leave  it  at  her 

8. 

he  cup  and  tieroU  to  the  Ihy. 

ill.  my  loni. 

•i>  iHudcft  ofgrtij)es  and  exit. 

Kntcr  Antonius. 

•  (meeting  the  Boy  as  he  gttes 

*hy,  whither  runs  the  lM)y  ? 
cup  you  rescued  from  the 

• 

I  send  it  to  the  wife  of 
at  us. 

esotted  in  religious  rites. 
here  with  your  soldiers  to 
rcu  50 

withholden    tribute ;    you 
ect 

tus  of  playing  patriotism, 
our  sense  is  treason.     You 
r  yet 
^inst  him.  Now  this  pious 

;  to  their  house,  and  open 

I 

10  gave  it ;  and  once  there 

rrant 

o'  all  thch:  windings. 

r.  If  you  prosper. 

te,   wearied    of    their    te- 

hics, 

rels  with  themselves,  their 

fi  at  liome. 

mgh  to  cancel   them,  and 

le  ^o 

boYC  them  all,  who  shall  \n- 

lan ;  and  from  what  I  heanl 

[Hne. 

itary  crown    may   full    to 

ThcWng.  theerown  !  their 
In  Rome?  is  it  so? 

[Ant<>iiiti>  /iffff.t 
MilMnr«Galatiu  Uiking  it. 


AikI  save  her  from  herself,  and  be  to 

liome 
More  faithful  than  a  Roman. 

[Turns  and  Mes  C'anmia  coming. 

8tand  aside. 
Stand  aside :  here  she  comi*8  ! 

[  Watching  ('amma  as  s/w  enttrs 
with  her  Maid, 
Cainma  {to  Maul).  Where  is  he.  girl  ? 
Maid.  You  know  the  waterfuU 

That  in  the  sununer  keeps  the  moun- 
tain si<le.  71 
But  after  rain  o'erleaps  a  jutting  nn  k 
An<l  shoots  three  hundrtil  feet. 

(■amma.  The  stag  is  there  t 

Maid.   Seen  in  the  thicket  at  the 
bottom  there 
But  yester-even. 

Camma.     Good  th<*n.  we  will  climb 
The  mountain  opposite  and  watch  the 
chase. 
[They  descend  the  rrfek*  and  txttint. 
Synorix{mitching her).  (Asidt).  The 
bust  of  Juno,  and  the  brows  and 
(»yc?s 
Of  Venus ;  face  and  form  unmat^ha- 
ble  ! 
Antonius.  "Why  do  you  hx>k  at  her 

so  lingeringly  ? 
Synorix.     To  see    if    years    have 

changtHi  her. 
Antonius  {sarratdindiy).     Love  her, 

do  you  ? 
Syn^/rix.   I  envied  Sinnatus  when  In* 
married  her.  Sj 

Antonius.  She  knows  it?  Ha! 
Symmx,        She  —  no.  nor  even  my 

fact?. 
Antonius.  Nor  Sinnatus  either  V 
Synorix.  No.  nor  Sinnatus. 

Antonius.      IIot-bhMMled  !      I    have 
heanl  them  say  in  Home. 
That  your  own  iwnple  last  you  fmm 

their  bounds 
For   Some   iinpriiMtly    violence   t<     a 

woman. 
As  Home  did  Taniuiii. 

Syn'>ri.r.  Well,  if  thi<  u«  !«•  sn 

I    here    return    likr   'raripiiii  -  -  r»r   a 

er«>\vii. 

AutnuinH,    AikI  iriay  bi-  fi)ilM    likr 

Tan|iiiii.  if  vou  follow 

Not   the  lirv  liirhi  nf  Home*^  siraiirhl- 

;:niii;r  pnli(  v. 
But  the  f«H»l  lire  ol  love  or  lust,  uliich 
well  ^«x 


-■^"'''""' >''"/'/""•"•    -Vn.oMu-ut 
>""'>»--ktlii,sSin„:itws 
In  :i..y  .|V;.M,„,    I    ,.iv,.  ^,.„    ,,.  „ 

'I'         •  I  '■■■■"«,/      . 

'"  ^'  ■'■'■   ^I'-:.    Iii:-.       I  ,-    ..        :'   ' 
.  ■  .   ■    ■  ,1    x     • 

'  .^  •     »    •*         I  "1  ~  ■ 

.  »    ,      .  ■        '  •  '      I  li'  r-.   ■  - 

-^'i^'Jiii.v    i,  ......  ,.  ,.j-     j       ., 

,.  :_  ^..   .  1     .  I.I      ii'  ■;;,;ii| 

'     ..         .,.._■     ■■  ■  '^>  '.'T;\.    f 

/»  •  '    ■    ■ 

^'   ^^'-  iii;.\    "■■.,'  ■,.  I,.     '    .      •  ■     ■  • 
II'. >K.  ■  •■      * 

'  ■  "       ■  .       I  .         V   ■  I 

'   '•   •■  I.I  . 
'■■■":•    M-:.  ' 


:i:'     \.    -I 


:  !  :i     ■. 


'■■•  1    i.iiii 


r  ■        .     :    .1         . 


■1".    . 


^'  -l": 


I    ■''.■■     I    J^.r■  .,:.    . 

'     ■■•■    ;i    '!:■ 


THE  CUP 


887 


le  conspiracy  against    the 

tain  shepherd  never  dream'd 
Umie.  [Agings. 

,  the  wolf  to  the  fold  — 

preat  break  of  precipice  that 

the  wood,   wliere  twenty 
rs  ago 

and  hound  and  deer  were 
leck-broken  1 
he  com(?s. 

SATVH  followed  hy  Stnorix. 
$  {angrily).   I  tell  thee,  my 
[i  fellow, 
struck  the  stag* 

But  was  it  so  ? 

were  further  off;    besides 

wind  so 

I  my  arrow. 

«.     I  am  sure  /struck  him. 

And  I  am  lust  as  sure,  my 
,  /struck  him. 
nd  I  may  strike  your  game 
n  you  are  gone. 

Come,  come,  we  will  not 
rrel  about  the  stag. 
d  a  weary  day  in  watching 

• 

It  have  been  a  wearier.    Sit 

eat, 

ft  hunter's  yengeance  on  the 

its. 

$.  No,  no  —  we  have  eaten  — 

are  heated.    Wine  I 

Who  is  our  guest  ? 
$.      Strato  he  calls  himself, 
na  offers  wine  to  Synorix, 
le  Sinnatus  helps  himself. 
s.  I  pledge  you,  Strato. 

[Drink:*. 
And  I  you,  my  Ion  I. 

[Drinks. 
$  (seeing  the  nip  sent  to 
ima).  What's  hen'? 

A  strange  gift  sont  to  me 
ay.  3> 

ctip  saved  from  a  Mazing 
ne 

eat  Ck)ddess,  in  some  citv 
jre 
past.     I  had  believed   that 


upon  the  peoples,  not  the 

Is. 


Synorix.    Most  like  the  city  rose 
against  Antonius, 
Whereon  he  fired  it,  and  the  sacred 
slirine  37 

By  chance  was  burnt  along  with  it. 

Sinnatus.  Had  you  then 

No  message  with  the  cup  ? 

Camma.  Why,  ves,  ai-tr  here. 

[Gives  him  the  fwn^ll. 
Sinnatus  (reads).  *  To  the  adniinMl 
Camma,  —  beheld  you  afar  off  —  lo  v»mI 
you  —  sends  you  this  cup  —  the  cup 
we  use  in  our  marriages — cannot  at 
present  write  himself  other  than 
•  A  Galatian  hrrving  iiy  fou<'p:  in 

THE  Roman  Legion.' 
Serving  by   force !    Were    there  no 

boughs  to  hang  on. 
Rivers  to  drown  in  1?    Serve  by  force  ? 

No  force 
Could  make  me  serve  by  force. 

Synorix.  How  then,  my  lonl  ? 

The  Roman  is  encampt  without  your 

city  —  $0 

The  force  of  Rome  a  thousand- fold  our 

own. 
Must  all  Galatia  hang  or  drown  her- 
self? 
And  you  a  prince  and  tetrarch  in  this 
province  — 
Sinnatus.  Province ! 
Synorix.  Well,  well,  they  call  it  so 

in  Rome. 
Sinnatus  {angrily).     Pmvinre  ! 
Synorix.      A  noble  anger !  but  An- 
tonius 
To-morrow  will  demand  your  tribute 

—  you. 
Can  you  make  war  ?    Have  you  alli- 
ances ? 
Bithvnia,  Pontus.  Paphlu'ronia? 
We  have  had  our  leagues  of  old  with 

Kasteni  kintr*. 
There  is  my  luin<l  —  if  such  a  leairur 
there  Im-.  ^-. 

'  What  will  you  <!o? 

Sin  wit HH.       Not  set  my^'lf  abrn.n  h 
And  run  my  mind  nut   in   a   randiMu 

^tiest 
Whn  j«)in'(l  nie  in  tin-  hunt.     You  ^iw 
my  hotiinls 
1  True  tn  the  scent  ;   an<l  we    huvr   twn- 

Anioni;  us  who  lan  smell  a  true  imth 

sinn. 
And  when  to  hark  tvud  Iuan. 
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y  secret ;    keep  it,  or  you 

nie 

t  and  to  death. 

[C€miing  closer. 

For  your  ear  only  — 

11  —  for  your  love   to  the 

t  0<xlde88. 

[IS  sent  me  here  a  spy  upon 

rou  and  your  husband  to 
•  doom, 
die  than  do  it. 
out  piiper  given  him  by  An- 
ns. 

This  paper  si^n'd 
-will  you  take  it,  read  it? 
el 

(reads).    •  You  are  to  seize 
•innatus,  — if — ' 
(switrhes  paper).     No  mont. 
•ws  is  for  no  wife's  eyes.    () 
ima,  130 

a  glimpse  of  this  conspir- 

*r  yet  hath  spar*d  conspira- 

tlaying,  scourging,  crucify- 

I  am  tender  enough.    Why 
ou  pnictise  on  me  t 

Why  sliould  I  pnicti8<'  on 
?    How  you  wrong  me  1 
f  iMiingeverj'  way  miiligird. 
I  sliould  betray  me  to  your 
jand  — 

Will  y<m  betray  him  by 
order? 

See, 
to  pieces,  never  drtjam'd 
m  it.  [  Trartt  the  f»tjh  r. 

I  owe  you  thanks  for  cvrr. 

Hath  Sinnatus  never  told 
of  this  plot  ?  141 

What  plot  ? 
A  child's  sand- cast lo  on 
\xach 

5Xt  wave,  —  all  seen,  —  all 
iilated. 

I  by  Rome.     No  rluincr  for 
atus. 

Why  said    yo\i    not    as 
h  to  my  brave  Sinimttis  ? 

Brave — ay  —  too  brave. 
)Ter-coiitklent, 
» ruin  himself,  anil  you.  uikI 


Who  else,  witli  this  black  thunderbolt 

of  Rome 
Above  him,  wmdd  have  cluisetl  the 

stag  to-day 
In  the  fuU  face  of  all  the  Roman  (>amp  ? 
A  miracle  that  they   let  hiiu    hon.e 
again,  151 

Not  caught,  maim*d,  blind(rd  him. 

[Canmia  aA  uddrrs 

(Aside.)      I  have  made  htT  tremblr 

(Alaiul.)    I  know   they  mean  to  tor 

ture  him  to  death. 
I  dare  not  tell  him   how   I  (*atne   t^' 

know  it ; 
I  durst  not  trust  him  with  —  Diy  s<t'- 

ing  ]{ome 
To  serve  Galatia ;  you  heard  him  ou 

the  letter. 
Not  say  as  much  ?  I  all  but  said  as 

much. 
I  am  sure  I  told  him  tliat  his  plot  wa.s 

folly. 
I  say  it  to  you  —  you  are  wistT  — 

liome  knows  all, 
But  you  know  uot  the  savagery  of 
liome.  i(w 

Camnui.       O  !  —  have   you    power 

with  Rome  ?  us(>  it  for  him  ! 
Sjfnorix.      Alas!     I  have   no  su(*l; 
power  with  Rome.     All  that 
Lies  with  Antoniua. 

[A«  if  nt ruck  by  a  sudden  thought 
Comes  over  to  her. 

H<'  will  pass  to  morrow 
In  the  gniy  <lawn  Ik? fore  the  Temple 

doors. 
You  have  beauty.  —  O,  groat  beauty 

—  and  Antonius, 
So  graeious  towanl  wimien,  neviT  y<*t 
Flung  btK'k  a  woman'.s  pniyer.     Flnid 

to  him. 
I  am  sure  you  will  prrvail. 

CiiiHina.  Still  —  I  should  till 

Mv  husband 
Si//n/rij'.      Will  he  let  you  jdejul  f<  " 
him 
To  a  Uomun  ? 

Cnmrmi.      I  fe;ir  not. 
St/ri'>rf.r.  Then  <lo  not  tell  him. 

Or  tell  liini.  if  yoii  will,  when  yt>u  re- 
turn. i;i 
When  vnu  li.ive  (  hann'ti  our  L'ener;ii 

into  inerey, 
And  all  i^  -^ife  jiL'ain.     ()  dean-st  i.'mIv, 
I  l/'/r//#»//7f 'j/" '  Synorix  I  Synorix  • 


^     ^a^ 


tUOUgUt  to  9.TVe  OHifltii 

«/in«(u*.  Serve  tlijselt  first.  Wllain 

Thc-r  sliall  not  Jinrm  .g 

My  guoat  within  my  house.     There 

^^  (point,  to  door)  tliere  I  this  doo' 

^CM  upon  the  foreatl  Out,  begone 

ff^orth  1  am  thy  mortal  enemy. 

il/nenn.     However,   I  thank  Uiec 

idrawi  hit  neord);    tbon  hasl 

saved  my  Ufe.  rjEn* 

^^^tv»{toAx^r,dM.tA).  Returaand 

tell  them  Synorix  la  not  her« 

Wl«t  m  ^,  villai  J^L^'rl^^;!; 

;^mnw.  IsAa—ttai—SynorixT 
ainnattit.       Wherefore  ijiiould  you 

doubt  it !  ' 

A"'  **"*  ""^  **'*™  ^°*^  him. 
"wwn*  Only  one 

Ar^.  he  perhaps  mistaken  In  the  face ' 
i*nnatut.    Come.  come,  could  he 

deny  it  t    What  did  he  aay  t 
Gamma.  What  «SoaM  he  say  t 
Sinnatat.     What  *Ao««  he  say  mr 

He  ahould  say  this,  that  being  tetiw5» 
once  ^ 

"T."  -^^  P'^P'*  '^^  '''■n  f">m 
tlieir  doors 
■Like  a  base  coin. 

^ma.      Not  kindly  lo  them  T 


THE  CUP 


891 


e  married  years  I  Youkiss'd 

there 

St  time.    Simiatufl,  kiss  me 

i    First  kiss.    (Kim$h^,) 
re,  then.    You  talk  almost 
fit 
iie  last 

Will  you  not  eat  a  little  T 
t.  No,  no,  we  found  a  goat- 
I's  hut,  and  shared  231 

and  milk.    Liar  I  You  will 
eve 

he  never  struck  the  stag  — 
ave  one 
1  shall  see  to-morrow. 

I  rise  to-morrow 
y  dawn,  and  take  this  holy 

t  in  the  shrine  of  Artemis. 
t.  Gkxxll 
If  I  be  not  back  in  half  an 

rme. 

I.  What  I  is  there  dan^r  T 

Nay. 

I  know ;  't  is  but  a  step  from 

nple. 

t.       All  my  brain  is  full  of 

[).  840 

before  you  go,  I'll  after 

ow  1     [Clo»e»  door  and  exit, 
{dravoing  curtaimt).     Your 
low.    Synorix  — 
ras  not  malignant,  and  he 

malign'd  him.    ShaU  I  go  ? 

II  go? 
ture  — 

yet  flung  back  a  woman's 
'cr'  — 

will  have  my  dagger  with 

{Exit, 

SCEKB  III 

AS  ScKNR  I.    Dawn 

uf  Sinffing  in  the  Temple. 

ORIX  watehfulli/,  after  him 
Liua  and  Soldiers. 
Publius ! 
Here! 
Do  you  remember  what 
d  joat 


FMifu,    When  you  cry,   'Rome, 
Rome,'  to  seize 
On  whomsoeyer  may  be  talking  with 

you. 
Or  man,  or  woman,  as  traitors  unto 
Rome. 
Synorix.  Riffht  Back  again.    How 

many  of  you  are  there  7 
PvUiuB.  Some  half  a  score. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Publiua 
Synorix,       1  have  my  guard  about 
me. 
I  need  not  fear  the  crowd  that  hunted 

me 
Acrosa  the  woods,  last  night  I  hardly 

gain'd 
The  camp  at  midnight  Will  she  come 

tome 
Now  that  she  knows  me  Synorix  \ 
Not  if  Sinnatus  i'^ 

Has  told  her  all  the  truth  about  me 

Well. 
I  cannot  help  the  mould  that  I  was 

cast  in. 
I  fling  all  that  upon  my  fate,  my  star. 
I  know  that  I  am  genial.  I  would  be 
Happy,  and  make  all  others  happy,  so 
They  did  not  thwart  me.  Nay,  she  will 

not  come. 
Yet  if  she  be  a  true  and  loving  wife 
She  may,  perchance,  to  save  this  bus* 

band.    Ay ! 
See,  see,  my  white    bird    stepping 

toward  the  snare. 
Why,  now  I  count  it  all  but  miracle. 
That  this  brave  heart  of  mine  should 
sliakc  me  so.  ai 

As  helplessly  as  some  unbearded  l)oy's 
When  flrst  he  meets  his  maiden  in  a 
bower. 

Enter  Camma  (inth  enp). 
The  lark  flrst  takes  the  sunlight  on  his 

wing, 
But  you.  twin  sister  of  the  morning 

star, 
Forclwid  the  sun. 

(\imma.  Where  is  Antonius? 

Synorix.  Not  here  as  yet.     You  are 
too  caHy  for  him. 

[*S7/<;  croMtM  to\panh  Temjtle. 
Symnix.  Nay,  whither  po  you  now  ) 
(\imma.  To  lo(l^e  thi.s  cup 

Witliin  tli(»  holy  slirino  of  ArU»mis, 
And  so  return. 
Synorix.         To  find  Antonius  here. 
[She  f/oes  into  the  7em}*le,  he  Untk* 
<tfter  htr. 


892  T 

The  loneliest  life  tUat  ever  drew  the 

liglit 
Froca  Leavca  to  brood  upon  her,  and 

enrich 
Earth  with  her  shiulow!     I  trust 

ThtBC   Komaiis  dare  not  violate   the 

Temple. 
No,  I  must  lure  my  game  in\a  thi: 

i.  woman   1   could   IWc  and   die  for. 

WUatt 
Ole  for  a  woman,  what  new  fiJtli  ia 

thist 


Cunma  the  stately,  Cumma  the  gT''nt' 
iieartcd ,  40 

80  mad,  I  fear  some  atrange  aud  evil 
dionce 

Ooming  upon  me,  for,  b;  the  Oods  I 


Stniuge  t'l 
Camma. 


dC! 


r Camua 

tVlierc  ia  Antonliia  ? 

.  Where?  As  I  said  before, 

you  are  Ktill  too  early. 

Camma.    Too  early  to  be  here  alone 

wiUi  thee ; 

For  whether  men  malign  Uiy  name,  or 

It  hears  an  evil  savor  aiiionfi  women. 
Where  is  Antonlus!    {Loud.) 

Syiiorix.  Mailam.  as  you  know 

The  camp  is  half  a  league  without  tlie 

If  you  will  walk  with  me  we  needs 
must  meet  ;□ 

AntiHiiua  coming,  or  at  least  slmll  And 
him 

There  in  the  camp. 
Camma.  No,  not  one  step  with  thee. 

Where  Is  Autoniual     (Louder.) 
S^mtrix    ladmawiiig    Uncardi    her). 
Then  for  your  own  sake, 

Ijodj,  I  say  it  with  all  gentleness, 

And  for  the  sake  of  SluoatusjourhuS' 

I  must  compel  you. 

Camma  (dramug  htr  Oa^gcr).    Stay  I 

—  too  near  is  death. 

Syiwrix  {diiamting  her).     Is  it  not 

easy  to  disarm  a  woman  ? 

ffitt«r  SiNttATiiB  (««w»  him  from  behind 

Ay  tAe  throat). 


ayaorixi,throttUdatidmm 

Route  1  Itomc  I  • 

Sinaatiu.         AdultOB* 

tiyiiiorit  {rtoLhiitg  him  vfl 

da'jgerj.    Whut !  vOT 

it?  J 

[Camma  vUer$attja 

Sinnalua. 

Sinnatim  {fdlU  buri-w 

in  my  hi-ait  — 

fly- 

For  mg  sake  —  or  Ihej  R 

Remcmhcr  1 
Away  —  farewc'll  I 

Camvut   (mju>  tiji  Iht  ^if 

TimpU..  InokingbaO^ 

Sgnarin  (sKi'n^  hrr  oeipA 

men  of  the  Tempt*  fl 

PulillHsI  Puhliusl  No.       • 

Antontus  would  notsuScra 

Into  the  sancttiw^.  Sb»  hati 


Then  with  one  giiickshon  ft 

ual  peace, 
80  cud  all  passions.  Tlien  « 

passions  T 
To  warm  the  cold  hoods  of 

life 
And,   Icat  we   frceic  in  n* 

thy. 
Employ  us,  heat  us,  iiuirkt 

From  seeing  us  all  loo  near 

lliose  uislies 
Whidi  all  must  be    Well  1 

1  heard  a  saying  in  Egypl.  I 

Is  like  the  sea  wave,  whicli 

you  drink 
The  more  you  thirst  —  yea- 

much,  as  men 
Have  done  on   rafts    of  1 

drives  you  mad. 
I  will  be  no  audi  wredt.  si 

gamester 
As,  having  won  the  suke, « 

the  diance 
Of  double,  or  losing  all     T 

For  I  have  always  pUyd 

Means   me  the  crown.     An 
for  my  tiride-- 
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lov(»  her —  if  I  win  her  love, 
ill  cleave  to  me,  as  one  with 

I  rest,  Rome's  tributary 

fjookin/j  down  on  Sinnatus 
itrike  him  ?  —  having  proof 

!  man,  I  surely  should  have 

L'  to  Rome,     lie  saved  my 

<x>.     Did  he  ? 

).   I  have  play'd  the  sudden 

ts  her  against  me  —  for  the 

cnt.  90 

veil,  well,  I   never  found 

roman 

t  force  or  whee<lle  to  my 

I  glad  at  last  to  wear  my 
n. 

make  Galatia  prosperous 

II  chirp  among  our  vines, 
(mile 

things  till  that  (pointing  to 

itus)  eternal  peace. 

ncl 

URLius  and  Soldfrkh. 

ied  Rome.     Why  came  ye 

icfore? 

Why  come  we  now  Y  Whom 

we  seize  upon  t 

point inff  to  the  lunly  of  Sin- 

0.  The  body  of  that  dnid 

>r  Sinnatus.  luo 

vay. 

ind  Singing  in  Temple. 


ACT  II 

iTTKRIOR  OF  TIIR   TrMPI.K 

OP  Artrmis 

fate»  on  platform  iu  front 
before  the  rolfuoto/  Htotm-  of  | 
•t,  and  in  thf  c*  utrv  ff  (he 
tripod  altar,  on   irhirh  is  a  ! 
mp.     Lamjw  (lifjhtt'd)  tntx-  ' 
\wten  the  pillars.     lYi/t^ffh, 
lands  of  Jtoirrrn,  etc.,  ahnit 
Itarat  harkrlosf  to  (ioilihsx, 
HptK  Solemn  tnittdr.   Priist- 
ttHng  the  Temple. 


{T.\e  Chorus  of  Pribbtebsks  sing  aa 
thejf  enter.) 

Artemis,  Artemin,  hear  us,  O  Muther,  hear 

U8,  and  blesn  uh! 
ArteiniH,  tliuu  that  art  life  tu  the  wind,  to 

the  wave,  to  the  glebe,  to  the  fin' ! 
Hear  thy  people  who  praiM>  thee!     O,  help 

us  from  all  that  oppress  us! 
Hear  thy  priestesses  hvmn  thy  glory  !    O, 

yield  them  all  tfieir  desire! 

PriesteM.    Phcrbc,   that  man  from 
Synorix,  who  has  been 
So  oft  to  see  the  priestess,  waits  once 

more 
Before  the  Temple. 
Phofbe.  We  will  let  her  know. 

[Signs  to  one  of  the  Priestesnes,  uho 
goes  out. 
Since  ("amma  fled  from  Synorix  to  our 

Temple, 
And  for  her  beauty,  stateliness,  ami 

power. 
Was  ciiosen  priestess  here,  have  you 
not  mark'd  10 

Iler  eyes  were  ever  on  the  marble 

floor? 
To-day  they  are  flxt  and  bright  —  they 

look  straight  out 
Hath  she  made  up  her  mind  to  marry 
him? 
l*ri€Mtess.  To  marr}'  him  who  stabbM 
her  Sinnatus ! 
You  will  not  easily  make  me  cnnlit 
that. 
Phnbt'.  Ask  her. 
Kntcr  Cahua  as  PrirsteMi  (in  front  of 
the  rutin  inn). 
Priestess.  You  will  not  marry  Syn- 
orix ? 
Camrna.    My  girl,  I  am  the  bride  of 
Death,  and  only 
Marry  the  dead. 

PriestfMt.  Not  Synorix  then  ? 
Cam  ma.  My  girl. 

At  times  this  onicle  of  gn'at  Arte 

mis 
Has  no  more  power  than  other  ora 

CICN  JO 

To  sp<'ak  <lin*rtly. 

Phnh'.  Will  yon  npcak  to  him. 

Tin*    ine^wcngcr    from    Synorix    who 

wnit^ 
HrfoH'  the  T^'mple  ? 

CttNtunt.    Wliy  not  T    Ii<*t  him  enter. 
I  ( \nutM  fitrintni  on  to  ntep  hy  trifniii 
Enter  a  Mk.«(skn(1RR. 


You  have  refused  his  hand.  Whtu  last 

I  saw  yuu, 
You  all  thut  yielded.    He  entreats  you 

now 
iPoryour  last  uuBwpr.  When  he  struck 

Kb   I   havu  many  a  time  declared  to 

He  knew  not  at  the  moment  who  had 
fosten'd 

About  Ilia  throat  —  he  begs  you  to  for- 
get it  3" 

As  scarce  his  act  —  a  raudom  stroke. 
All  else 

Was  love  for  you  ;   he  ptaya  you  to 
believe  him. 
Comma.     1  pray  him  to  believe  — 

that  I  believe  him. 
Mematger.  Why.  that  is  well.    Too 

mean  lo  marry  liim  ? 
Camma.  1  mt-an  to  marry  him  — if 

that  be  well. 
Memenger.    This  very  day  tlie  Ro- 
mans crown  him  king 

For  nil  hia  faithful  services  to  Rome. 

He  wills  you  then  this  day  to  marry 
him, 

And  so  be  throned  together  in  thesig-ht 

Of  all  the  people,  that  the  world  may 

You  twain  are  reconciled,  and  no  mure 

Disturb   our    peaceful   vassalage    to 

Camma.  To-day  T    Too  sudden.     I 
will  brood  upon  it 
When  do  they  crown  him  T 

MettengeT.  Even  now. 

Camma,  And  where  ! 

Munenger.  Here  by  your  temple. 
Qimma.        Come  once  more  to  me 
Before  the  crowning,  —  I  will  answer 
you,  [Mrxt  Messenger. 

Phaie.  Great  ArUmist  O  Camma. 
ean  it  be  well, 
Or  good,  or  wise,   that  you  should 

clasp  a  hand 

Hed  with  the  .sacred  blood  of  Slnnatus  ? 

Oamma.    Good  !   mine  own  dagger 

driven  by  Hynorii  found  jo 

All  good  in  the  true  hpnrt  of  Kinnatus, 

But   he   and    I    are    both  Galatian- 

And  tributary  sovereijins,  be  and  I 


Might  tr-jicb  tills  KooK  —  fr 

k-iigf  of  our  |M-<iptB~ 

Where  to  lay  ou  her  trtbolC 

And  lightly  then:.    Uifit;- 

And  ilrona  att  poor  aelf-pirf 


reyoowl 


PAaAe.    Ii 

Mm. 

Camma.     Are  jod  so  nn 

TOu  wall  and  see 

[.<Aour<i(/r»m  the  ittM 

orii  I  Bynorii ! ' 

Camma.  tJTnorix,  i^ynotfa 

cried  dinnalus 

Not  BO  long  sisoe— thvi 

The  One 
Who  lOiifta  his  poUc;  ad 

thing,  must 
Accuse  himself,  exenM  H 

Will  fifl  [111  shame  to  give  I 

Ph(rbe.  Most  like  it  ■»  1 
soldier  Rhoutcd. 

Camma.     Their  shieMba 

of  the  moriiine  Slai 

Hsng'd  at  midday.  Uieirm 

Thpcliunor'ddnrlingoflhcin 
And  that  same  head  thry  w 

playd  at  liall  Kiih 
And  kickd  it  teatureles  — 

Enter    a    Galatian    Xoeix 
erevn  on  a  euM*». 

Aobie  (itriff/a).  Greetinji 
from  Synorix.    He  w 

Tliladiadem  of  the  first  Galitii 

That  yoti  may  feed  your  lit 
glory  of  it. 

And  join  vour  life  this  ili; 
and  wear  it 

Beside  him  on  his  throM- 

Camma.     Tell    him   tbrr 

shadow  ajnong  thr  tk 

One  ghost  of  all  the  ghosts- 

Sostrangcamongthem— Kii 

Bo  much  of  husband  in  It  dJ] 
The  shout  of  Sf  norix  ud  t 
ting 
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throne,  should  reach  it,  it 

Id  rise — 

,  with  that  red  star  between 

•lbs, 

nife  there  —  and  bhist  the 

:  and  me, 

I  the  crowd  with  horror.    I 

not,  sir  1 

n  —  and  then  the  marriage 
^  and  tell  him 
;pt  the  diadem  of  Gkklatia — 
[All  are  anuued. 
ye  saw  me  crown  myself 
lal.  [PitUon  the  crown. 

his  crowu'd  queen. 
So  will  I  tell  him.  [Exit. 
JDO  Priest€Mes  go  up  tlie  stepn 
9  $hrine,  draw  tlie  curtains 
•  Hde  (ditteoreriTig  the  Ood- 
n  open  the  gates  and  retnain 
one  on  either  side,  and  kneel. 
'ss  goes  off  and  returns  with 
laniagCf  then  assists  Ph(EBB 
/AMMA.  At  t?ie  same  time 
et  enter  ami  stand  on  either 
is  Temple.  Camma  and  all 
tesses  kneel,  raise  their  hands 
ddesSf  and  how  down. 
Jynorix!  Synorix!'  AUriee. 
Fling  wide  the  doors,  and 
he  new-made  children  91 
serial  mother  see  the  show. 
'ght  pour»  through  the  doom. 
leart  to  do  it.  '( To  Phcpbe. ) 
i  for  me  1 

Trmiches.  Plicebc  looks  out. 
'houts,  'Synorix!  Synorix!' 
He  climbs  the  throne.  Hot 
d,  ambition,  pride 
ind  redden  his  face  — O, 
Id  it  were 

ist  apoplexy  f  O,  bestial  I 
like  our  goodly  Sinnatus  ! 
'on  the  ground).  You  wrong 
surely ;  far  as  the  face  goes 
looking  man  than  Sinnatus. 
side).  How  dare  she  say  it  1 
M  hate  her  for  it  100 

le  is  distnictod. 

[A  flourish  oftrumjH'tH. 

Is  he  crown'ci  ? 

Ay,  there  they  crown  him. 

'hiut  sltout,  •  Synorix  !  Syn- 

I' 

iesiUMS  brings  a  htr  of  npirrs 
Arama,  who  thrown  them  on 
Utar-Jlame. 


Camma.  Rouse  the  dead  altar-flame, 
fling  in  the  spices, 
Nard,  cinnamon,  amomum,  benzoin. 
Let  all  the  air  reel  into  a  mist  of  odor, 
As  in  the  midmost  heart  of  Paradise. 
Lay  down  the  Lydian  carpets  for  the 

King. 
The  Kin^  should  pace  on  purple  to  his 

bnde. 

And  music  there  to  greet  my  lord  the 

King.  [Mysie. 

(To  Phoebe.)     Dost  thou  remember 

when  I  wedded  Sinnatus  ?      no 

Ay,  thou  wast  there  —  whether  from 

maiden  fears 
Or  reverential  love  for  him  I  loved. 
Or  some  strange  second-sight,  the  mar- 
riage-cup 
Wherefrom  we  make  libation  to  the 

Qoddess 
So  shook  within  my  hand  that  the  red 

wine 
Ran  down  the  marble  and  lookt  like 
blood,  like  blood. 
Phabe.    I  do  remember  your  flrst- 

marriago  fears. 
Camma.    Ihave  no  fears  at  this  my 
second  marriage. 
See  here — I  stretch  my  hand  out  — 

hold  it  there. 
How  steady  it  is! 
Phabe.     Steady  enough  to  stab  him  1 
Camma.     O,  hush !  O,  peace !  This 
violence  ill  becomes  lai 

The  silence  of  our  Temple.     Gentle- 
ness, 
Ix)w  words  best  chime  with  this  so- 
lemnity. 
Enter  a  procession  of  Priestesses  and 
Children  bearing  garlands  a  nd  golden 
g*)blets,  and  strewing  flowers. 
Enter  Synorix  (as  King,  with  gold 
laurel-wreath  crown  and  purf^.  roftrn), 
foUtnted   by    Antonius.    PrBLU'H, 
Noblemen,  Guards,  ami  the  Populace, 
(hmma.     Hail.  King  1 
Synorix.  Hail,  Queen! 

The  wheel  of  Fate  has  roU'd  me  to  the 

top. 
I   would   that  happiness  wen^  gold, 

that  I 
Mi;rht  cast  my  largess  of  it   to  the 

cn)wd ! 
I  would  that  every  man  made   feast 

totlay. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  our  pines  and 
p\aueA\ 
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For  all  my  truCT  llfu  bpcins  lo  liuy. 
The  past  is  like  u  IravL-lVd  latici  now 

Bulow    Lhu    horizon  —  like    a   burtru 

Thnt  grew   snit  wi^eds,   but  uoir  nil 

ilrown'il  iu  love 
And  flittering  at  fiiJI  tido  — the  Iwun- 

teouK  buys 
A.Dd   havens    ^IIhr  with  a  blisBful 

Nor  epmk  I  now  too  luightilj',  btiing 

King 
And  happy!    bappicst.  iB^fi  In  my 

To  make  jou  happy. 

OlnJWM.  Yea,  sir. 

i^noHx.  Our  Antonliis. 

Our  faithful  friend  otBorae.tho'Romo 

may  Btt 

A  free  foot  where  ^e  irin,  yet  of  his 

courtesy  140 

Entreats  he  may  be  present    at   iiiir 

marriiige. 

Camiiui.     Ixst  liim  come  —  a  legion 

with  him,  if  he  will. 
(7b  AntoniuH.)    Welcome,  my  lonl 

Anlonius,  to  our  Temple. 
{To  Syuorii.)    You  on  tliiu  side  the 
altar.     (Iu  Antonius.)     Yoii  on 
that. 
Cull  finil  upon  thu  Goddess,  Synnrix. 
{Allfna:  the  Ooibhti.     Frinlfs^i. 
C/iildre«,  Fi/pfihicc,  and  GinirrU 
knetl  —  the  oOiert  remain  iitaiul- 
'"?■ 
8ytto}-ix.     O  thou  that  dost  inspire 
the  germ  with  life. 
The  child,  a,  thread  wittiin  the  bouse 

of  birth, 
And  give  him  limba,  then  air,  and  send 

him  forth 
The  glory  of  his  father  —  thou  whose 

breath 
la  balmy  wind  to  rolw  our  hills  with 

And  kindle  nil  our  vales  with  myrtle- 
blossom, 
And  toll   the   golden   oceans  of  our 

And  sway  the  long  grspB-bunches  of 

And  nil  all  hearts  wiib  FatneBS  aud 

the  lust 
Of   plenty  —  innkc  me  happy  in  my 

marris^fe  I 


Chi/rv*  {rhantins).     M 

Comma,     O  thou  It^ 

balie  witliiu  the  «d 

Driu  the  being  bum.  orttM 

As  boy  or  man,  great  Ool 

Unsoekets  the  strung  et^ 

Beyond  his  head,  andstM|| 

and  lays  * 

Our  gulden  grain,  aod  nM 

makes  it 
Foam  over  all  the  flrtMi 

kings 
And  pcopW,  hear  I 
Whose  arrow  i«  tlie  pttgl 

quick  Hash  spliM 
The  mid'Sea  mast,  aud  rift 

Ut  the  rock. 
And  burls  the  rictor'a  (i 

witb  htm  4 

That  crowns  it.  hearl 
WhoeaUEcst  the  safe  earth 

and  ga|M.>, 
And  gulf  and  flatten  iu 

chaani 
Domed  cities,  hcarl 
Who^  lava- torrents  blaal  t 

a  province 
To  a  cinder,  heart 
Whose  winter-cataracti  fi 

and  leave  it 
A  wastf  of  rock  and  ruin,  I 

To  make  my  marriage  pia 

Choi-ttt.  Artemia  Ait'ini 

Epheftinn  Axlemi*) 
Camma.  Artemis,  Artcni 

Oalatian  Artemis) 
r  call  on  our  own  Goditeffl : 

Temple. 
ChoniK.  Artemis.  Arlenii! 

Galatian  Artemis  I 

1^/norir  (an'rff).    Thiimln 

the  atonn  wasdniwii 

Across   the   hills  when  I 

crown'd. 
I  wonder  if  I  look  as  pale  1 
Camma.    Art  thou  — stitl 

marrying  ? 
Sffiiorij^.  SuTrij  - 

These  are  strange  wordi  ti 
Artemta. 


XI 
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iMna,  Words  are  not  always  what 

they  seem,  my  King. 
1  be  faithful  to  thee  till  thou 

die. 
wrtx.  I  thank  thee.  Gamma,  —  I 

thank  thee. 
nma  (turning  to  Antonius).  An- 

tonius, 

graced  are  we  that  our  Queen 

Rome  in  you  189 

ks  to  look  in  upon  our  barbarisms. 
TVriM,  ffoen  up  steps  to  altar  btfore 

the  Goddess.     Takes  a  cup  from 

off  the  altar.     Holds  it  toioards 

Antonius.     Antonius  goes  up  to 

the  foot  of  the  steps  opposite  to 

Synorix. 
ee  this  cup,  my  lord. 

[Gives  it  to  him. 
lonius.  Most  curious ! 

lanv-breasted  mother  Artemis 
i6S*a  upon  it. 

^ma.  It  is  old,  I  know  not 

many  hundred  years.     Give  it 

me  again. 
he  cup  belonging  our  own  Tem 

pie. 
Puts  it  back  on  altar,  awl  takes 

up  the  cup  of  Act  I.    Sltowing  it 

to  Antonius. 
Is  another  sacred  to  the  Goddess, 

lift  of  Synorix ;  and  the  Goddess, 

being 

lis  most  grateful,  wills,  thro'  mc 

her  priestess. 

nor  of  his  gift  and  of  our  mar- 
riage, 

Synorix  should  drink  from  his 

own  cup.  200 

orix.    I  thank  thee,  Gamma,  —  I 

thank  thee. 

%7na.  For  —  my  lord  — 

«ur  ancient  custom  in  Galatia 

ere  two  souls  be  knit  for  life 

and  death, 

two  should  drink  together  from 

one  cup, 

Hbol  of  their  married  unity, 
ig  libation  to  the  Goddess.  Bring 

me 

ostly  wines  we  use  in  marriages. 
tiiey  bring  in  a  large  jar  of  wine. 

Csxnm2k  pours  wine  into  cap. 
jrDorix.)    See  hero,  I  fill  it.     {To 

Antonius.)   Will  you  drink,  my 

lord? 


Antonius.  I  ?  Why  should  I  ?  I  am 

not  to  be  married. 
Gamma.   But  that  might  bring  a 
Roman  blessing  on  us.  210 

Antonius  (refusing  cup).     Thy  par- 
don, priestess! 
Gamma.  Thou  art  in  the  right. 

This  blessing  is  for  Synorix  and  for 

me. 
See,  first  I  make  libation  to  the  God 
dess, 

[Makes  libation 
And  now  I  drink. 

[Ihinks  and  Jills  the  cup  again. 

Thy  turn,  Galatian  King. 

Drink  and  drink  deep  —  our  marriage 

will  be  fruitful. 
Drink  and  drink  deep,  and  thou  wilt 
make  me  happy. 
[Synorix  goes  up  to  her.  She  Iiands 
him  the  cup.     He  drinks. 
Synorix.    There,  Gamma!    I  have 
almost  drain'd  the  cup  — 
A  few  drops  left. 

Gamma.      Libation  to  the  Goddess. 
[He  throws  tlM  remaining  drops  on 
the  altar  and  gives  Gamma  the 
cup. 
Gamma  (placing  the  cup  on  the  altar). 
Why,  then  the  Goddess  hears. 
[Comes  down  and  forward  to  tri- 
pod.    Xniomu^  follows. 

Antonius, 
Where   wast   thou  on   that  morning 
when  I  came  220 

To  plead  to  thoc  for  Sinnatus's  life. 
Beside  this  temple  half  a  3'(?ar  a^o? 
Antonius.    1  never  heani  of  this  re- 
quest of  thine. 
Synorix  {corning  forward  hastily  to 
foot  oftrijxfd  s(ep»).     I  sought 
him,  and  I  could  not  find  him 
Pray  you, 
Go  on  with  the  marriage;  rites. 

Gamma.  Antonius - 

*  Gamma ! '     Who  spake  ? 
Antonius.  Not  I. 

Pha'bf..  Nor  any  here. 

Gamma.  I  am  all  but  sure  that  some 
one  spake.     Antonius, 
If  you  had  found  him  plotting  against 

Home, 
Would  vou  have  tortured  Sinnatus  to 
death  ? 
Antonius.  No  thought  was  mine  of 
torture  or  of  death,  330 
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Pann  Sarvinti,  I^borer^  etc 


TFTE  PROMISE   OF  MAY 


HcENK.  —  Before  FAnuBouBR 

'iirnifii't  Men  'iilil  Wimien.  Farminy 
Sim  '(.uruin,,  for,!.*,  tie..  Wtmiea 
r'irr//iii'j  l-i»kd»  of  knina  and  forke. 


1  tliu  lotig  bnru  ? 


./../    Fifi 


I  Mnii.    Ay,  ■ 


!  B.>  Ui 

Firtf  Fiii-mi'i'j  Mm.  Why.  o'  coorse. 
fur  it  lib  till'  owd  mnn's  Lirtlidoliy. 
Up  he.  hi'iglity  tliis  very  daay,  nod  'e 
fdlwl  uU  (111  as  to  Ite  i'  llie  long  barn 
liv  oiii?  o'clix'k,  fur  lie  'II  gio  UB  B  big 
dinner, nnd  Iiaflfe  111' parisb'Ubelbeer. 
till'  Miss  Dom,  an'  Miss  Eva.  an' nil!  n 

Ser.md  Fbniiins  Man.  Miss  Dora 
be  coomed  bock,  then  t 

Fiml  Farming  Man.  Ay,  halfe  an 
bnur  ago.  She  be  in  Lliepr  now. 
(lUnling  la  limiaf.)  Owd  Rteer  wur 
afcllni  slip  would  n"l  be  back  i'  time 
to  kfcp  Ills  birthdafly,  and  he  wur  iu 
a  tf  w  iibimt  it  all  the  miimin';  and  he 
Bent  HH^  wi'  the  gig  to  I.itll»«lie9ter  to 
fetch  'er ;  and  'er  an'  the  owd  raan 
they  Tell  a  ktasin'  n'  one  another  like 
two  RWGCt'arls  i'  the  pfK)r<;h  as  soon 
H  Le  clapt  eyes  ot  'er.  m 


Seroml  Farming  Man  ■ 
he  liken  Mias  Kva  the  i-e« 

Fijift  J'itrtaitiff  Man.  .Snl 
nowt  o'  what  Tuillks  say*,  b 
nowt  neitlltT.  FoBlks'iion 
knaw  thcsscns;  but  sevM 
be  two  o'  Ibe  i>urtiest  gdi 
of  a  siimmc'r  mumin'. 

SwMiMf  fihrming  Jfca.  I 
Eva  gone  off  a  bit  of  er  p" 
lailte  Y 

First  Funning  Man  i 
bit 


iwn  lay  still  in  ihi  1« 
Giicluckt  I.Ic1>vUt 
laid   to  her  du'rr  a 


.(  Df  SllI 


The  lilnAfnm  had  ofv 
O,  joy  for  ttic  pn,n 
U,  ]uy  for  IliE  pronuK  ni  »■ 

{Mddittg  at  Dobson.)  II 
down,  Mr.  DobBon.  I  h*" 
Eva  yet.     Is  alie  anywhrnl 

denV 
Ihimm.      MoA,  MhR    Ik 
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•liine  own  people,  and  Ihougli  b 
Hoinsn  I  i!ii: 

'e  tlice,  Camina. 

ma  (raiting  hertelf).   'CammaT 

—  why,  there  aguin 

uiet  sure  tliat  some  oue  call'd. 


Did  B 


Q  old 


Qreek 

«th  was  the  chief  goodT    Re 
had  my  fate  for  it. 
'd.     (Wni»  iuejt  ujffm.)  Have  I 
the  crowu  od  T  I  will  j^o 
it  him,  crowD'dl  crowu'd  victor 
yt  my  will  — 

laat  Toyaee — but  the  wind  hna 
fmi'd— 


OrawiDg  dark  too — but  light  enough 
Itow  to  the  BIrascu  lalcs  I  the  Blessed 


OfTends  him  —  and  tny  hands  are  too 

To  lift  it  off  (Phcebe  (rtte«  (Ai  ,;raM)i  ojT. ) 
Who  touch'd  me  then  ?  I  tbanlc 
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Bud  a  burn  fool,  nnil  I  rifUltcs  the  very 
sigiit  oil  liim.  »6o 

]}(mi  {lijoking  at  Dobsoii).  MastL-r 
DcdMon,  yrm  are  a  comely  itinn  to  look 
aL 

Di-bton.  I  thank  joii  for  lliut.  Mim 
Doni,  onyhi 


promiso  you  that  if  yoii  forgut  your- 
self tn  your  beluivior  to  tliisEeiitltimnti, 
my  fnUier's  friciid.  I  will  never  change 
word  wttli  you  n^in.  171 

Sniff  IP^nidtsa  Man /twn  ftnrn. 

Farming  Mhn.  Mias,  tlie  farming 
men  'ull  ht-v  tiieir  dinner  f  tUe  loug 
bnrn,  unil  the  nmslcr  'ud  be  simlingc 
m'  ploasiiil  if  ymi  'd  step  in  fuHt,  and 
we  ihat  all  ho  riglil  uud  reg'lar  fitr  'em 
aftxir  lio  coDm.  XRtit. 

Dora.  I  go.  Mooter  Dobuu,  did 
you  tieor  wbat  I  Hdd  1  179 

Dobwn.  Ycaa,  yedsl  I'll  not  mtil- 
dlo  wi'  *iin  if  he  (l.iaiit  iimldio  wi-  uiciL 
{Ej-U  Doro.)  "Uoonily,'  aavs  aht.  1 
nivcr  tliowt  o'  mysi'O  i'  that  waily  ; 
but  if  she'd  talike  to  ma  i'  that  waAy, 
or  ony  wiu'ly,  I W  slailve  out  my  life 


nt^yi-(io.  '(v>omly;'  anil  she  mayn't 
be  so  fur  iiiit  tlieer.  But  if  that  be 
nowt  lo  3lie,  tJicn  it  be  uowt  to  me, 
{Ijifkiiitf  off  ulaflf.)  SchoolmaBter  1 
Why  if  Sttwiiiin'l  taxed  achnolmaster 
to  dinner,  tlmw  'e  knawa  1  was  ballus 
ii^'i'fln  lirvirig  scboolmasler  i'  tliR  par- 
isli  t  fiir  Jiiin  as  be  handy  wi'  a  booOk 
iKnnt  biithiinfc  aliand  at  a  pitchfork. 
Kate-r'Wii.ms. 
Well.  Wilson.  I  soeil  that  one  cow 
«'  Ihiuc  i'  Ihn  pinfold  agelln  as  I  wiir 


IM';,,,  Ah' if  thtt  can't  keep  thy 
one  e'tw  i'  bnrder,  how  can  tha  keep 
all  thv  sHiolunls  i'  hordert  Bnl  let 
that  Riiii  by.  What  (tait  a  knaw  o' 
Ihia  Mr.   IIwIeut  as  lie  alodgin'  wi' 

ire  ?  I  iinom'd  npnn  'ini  t'  other  dafly 
(wjkiii'  jit  till-  eiianlry,  tlicn  H-sernttiri 
iiliou  a  bit  o'  pii;ipiT.  then  a-lookin' 
igc-tLn  i  nnil  1  tullkid  'ini  fur  soi)m  sort 
M  a  Iu4-surveyor — but  a  bedoL    *■> 


rf^n.  IIu'9aSon<-rMi< 
and  a  very  i'iviI-»Tiukim  p.-al 

lMbiK.n.  Ginthnunl  VI 
ivdoin);  here  tt.'u  mile  an' a 
mail  t  We  la^ys  out  n'  ibr 
Kunilcfoftlk  aTtogithiT  —  li 
tliey  iiUCT  L-uoms  'cTt  Imt  fui 
i'  mir  bcL-k,  fur  they  b.-  knii 
aa  Lilllochoat^r.  But  '«  i 
udthcr. 

Wilfott,  Well.  lt«no»a 
tleman  not  to  lUh. 

JioUon.     Nofl.  but  I  lulu 

WiUoa.  Bt-ttrr  Rtep  out  a 
tlim,  for  ho's  walking  to  11) 
a  ttouk  iu  hi*  hajid. 

Dekmn.     An'  I  liaile*  Unl 

fnr  they  puta  foAlk  off  Ibe  a 

fStUer    Ei>uAH,  noirfiiw  — 1 

Di>n«>K  andyfnx 

aigar.   ThtosuUMt.vU 

of  drnplc  aijk 

And  close  dinW  tic,  all  hut  pr 


■su(» 


road 
That  breaks  off  short  into  t 

A  qiiietist  taking  all  Ihiap 

Dobion  iariile).  Tbrr«  nn 
mut  wrong  thecr,  Wilson,  1 
underslAD'  it. 

Wilmi  (tuiide).  Nor  I  t 
DohsoQ. 

JJobmn  (»rornfuay\  Ac' I 
uadcrstan'it  neither— wiiitl 
master  an'  all  1 

Edffar.     What  can  n  nuui, 
for  but  sen  sat  1 1  oi.*. 
Pleasant  oncal    men  of  c 

undergo 
Unpleasant  for  the  soke  ul 

Hereafter,  like  the  Modri 

nailing 
To  clasp  their  lovers  by  t! 

gates. 
For  me,  whose  diwrlwB  Hi 

death 
Arc  Night  and  Silence,  pie 

—  Uie  while  — 
If  iKisslble,  here!  to  cmp 

and  pass. 
Dobum.   WeU,  Inem'di 
o'  that  af  oor. 


^crr  I 
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UV/»/«  {.utiitU ).  Uut  I  lijivr,  Mr.  I  )ob 
**>«.  It  s  the  olil  SfripUirf  t<'xt,  '  \a'\ 
**»  L'Jii  uiid  tirink,  for  U\  iin>rn)w  \\v 
■lit*.'  I  'm  hk)rry  for  it.  for,  tlio'  lu* 
HtsviT  comes  to  dmrcli,  1  thought  U-t 
*«r  of  him.  2^*. 

Hit/ft r,  *  Whature  we,'  says  the  bliiul 

oUl  mail  ill  Ijcar? 
*  ^s  tlies  to  the  ^tcmIs;  they  kill  us  for 

ihrir  si»ort.' 
/AVaw/;<  {iijtiih).     Then  the  owd  man 
^"  hear  sliouhl  he  shatliiuil  of  hissen, 
I'lit  iioilii  (>'  the  parishes  goils  by  that 
Uafline  'on'a bouts. 

fjfiffttr.     The  |?oils  I   but  they,   the 

shaihkws  of  ourselves. 
Muve  past  for«?ver.     It  is  Natun*  kills, 
.Anil  not  for  Arr  sport  either.  She  knows 

nothing. 
^iin  only  knows,  the  worse  for  him  ! 

for  why  -vc 

Cannot  /w  t:ike  his  pa.stiiiH:  like  the 

tlies  ? 
Anil  if  my  pleasun'  bret^i  another's 

I»ain, 
Well  —  is  not  Uiat  tlie  course  <»f  Nature 

From  the  dim  dawn  of  being  —  her 

main  law 
When* by  she  gn)ws  in  iK'uuty  —  that 

her  tiles 
Must  niassaere  each  other?  this  p<N>r 

Natun*! 
n>jfui,ii,    Nalur!  Nntur!  Well,  it  In- 
r  Ml/  natur  to  kmn-k  'ini  o'  tiie    i-ihl 
DOW  :  hut  I  weiint. 

Kilynr.     A  rpiietist  lakini:  all  rhi;]^'-^ 

easily  —  why     • 
Have  I  been  dip[»ini:  into  tlii^  aLMin 
To  steel    myself  again-t    tin-  l»"i\iiiL: 

her  ? ' 

[  Cbm*  J*  fft^'f,',  X,  t  ih  <:  \\  i  N'  >i  I 

G«nNl  day ! 

WHmm.     0<Mxl  day.  sir. 

[Dobson  /••■'/■*  /('/;••/  •''  IMlmi 
Ulynr {to  ih\h<n\\\.    Uavi-  I  tin   |il>:i 

sure,  frii-nd.  n|"  KTinuinj  m-u 
Jhffntttn.      I><»bv»ri. 
Eilfiar.     (f'MMl  dav.  ill'  I'.  1>'1'-  ■!■. 

•^  •  I/'.  ■■' 

Jhtitmm,    '(JiKMldniiv .  tlMM.  1  »i.l.-..p' " 
rivllspfiken  id«..l!"     Whx.    W  ^'-   r 
tha     'eiinl    "im     ili>-'»        "■■     '■  ' ' 
eouM  n't  tind  :i   Mi-'-  i   '•    1'  ■   '"     ' 
fur     nie,     as     larm-     !:■•■      li  ■■•:h1.  i  I 

oaAcre. 


Wilifon,        V«Ml  lirMT  lilld  olic  ft 

Mr.  l>obson. 

J)tihium.     Noil,    fur  thou  be  \v 
sehiM)l master;  but    1   iaiike>    ini 
fjUiinun  swindler,  and  a  burn  fo 

WiU'nt.      lie  eaii  liardl\  beboti 
he  pavs  me  remdar  evt  rv  ^alunl 

IttttMttnt.      Yea«i:   bui  1  hafites  *j 
/i/l^/•ST^:^:l:,  Kakm  Mi.n  «//.// \Vt 

I  lev'  ony  o'  ve  m-ju  \\\n'i 
JfttfiMtn.   Noji.  Mr.  Siti-r. 
Stor.   Well,  I  nek.. US  tin  y '11 
a  thie  ei<ler-ernpl«»  y«ar  it'  the  bli 
'owd.s.     (tood  mm  run',  neiirhbor 
the  siu'lme  to  \<iu,  mv  men.     I  1 
it   kinilly  of  all  o'  ynu    that    yi 
<-oomed  —  wliai  '>      I  he     itewsp 
wnnl.   Wilst)n  '.'  —  eelrbrate  -  -  to 
bnite   my    birihilaa\    i'  tlii-;   Ia> 
Niver  m.an  'eil  brtter   fiieiuN.  s 
will  s;i;iyni\er  nia"*!- r  'ed  bi-tirr 
fur  thaw   1  ni.-iv  ha'  fallen  t>ut  ^ 
smnetijiH"*.   iln-   lault.   nn  bbr.  w 
mueh  ndne  a*i  Vuur^:  aiid.tliaw  1 
it  mvM-n.  niver  nn-n  id  a  iH-tn-r 
ter,   and   1   kna\\>«  what    mk  n   U* 
what   niJi'itrrs  br.  fiii"  I  wur  iioli 
laabi^rer.  and   mi>\\    1   !•«■  a  land)' 
burn  a  p1<»\\  liian.  and   rmw.  a-^  t 
ni"riev  :ji'i<.   I    !••    a   _:•  i.iliiiiari 
I  In-.-iiH    naw  M  li'i.ii'l.  iMi'  I    I  dn 
time  I"  nia:il\'-  rii\  -  n  a  >•  hi'l.ird 
1  wiir  III  i.tUin'  iii\  -•  n  .i  .;•  tit]i  im:!i 
I  ha'  la.n  :i  L--"I «  ii'  r..  t  iin  ..>it 
niy  da:  I-  r-  1 1 .  !  t  ■!  w  :i  •  !ii   1  t.iilii 

/>"'■ .\ii    *  ■  I  'i:-  \   bi- 

/■'..->/  /'.I,  ....■■.    1/  '  .'     >  ;.t   iht-; 
•.Ii  i  tin  V   111- ! 

>..'■.''    /:•  ]/.  Ibr 

bl<  --  !'■  Mtli  I  ■■!  "■  :  .  ' 

/''  '  '■''■  /  ■'  '.'  All    tin    - 

f  I)   \  <  'M.    Ill  I"*'  '  I    ' 


/■        .'/.    /■■ 


I 


\-. ■!!..: 


t'»  '«■■  iJ!i  ':■•■.'     V     :  li.    ■■  ,.iii|.  ;■ 
>!■»-•«  1   "•■■■?.      ".'  ■■    -■    ■ 

^•.  •  ■    ■{  ii  .■  !   \    : 
I  /.   ■■    i:\  % 

win  ■  !■•■.-   .    '.  ■  ■ 
'■l   :!i-    'ii  .      ■  I-  '■■ 

-'■  ■  I   !   1    V    ■  ■     '.      Ml   |'.\-      ||t\ 


!  •  >   ' 


1     Ii 


I ,    .     ■ 


A:;    u...      ;..::;:    1   1:,. 


Il-f,)lll'.- 


f  till'  fudcc 


Sllllll'lc 

■lli.'s 
lltit)  t 


'ml  sliiiii'. 
InrkR  'ml  HJng  1'  tlu'iu  diiajs.  mid  the 
HDicU  o'  tbo  tDOu'd  au'  all.  Eli  1  if  1 
could  hn'  gone  on  wi'tbc  plowln'  nob-  . 
but  titc  iun(>ll  o"  tlic  moii'd  'ud  ba'  |  i 
maOiic  ma  live  as  long  as  Jurusalcro,  \ 
'Eea.  MutliusclaL,  fiilhtr.  j7i  ;  I 

.Sfrtfr,  Ay,  lass,  but  wlien  tliou  be  bs  i 
owd  OS  me  tlinii'll  put  one  word  fur 
anotlicr  as  I  does.  I 

IMmiu.  But,  Steer,  thaw  tliou  be  ]  ' 
baSile  ai>ew  I  seed  tlia  a-limpln'  up  just  :  1 
now  wi'  the  roomatlcs  i'  tbe  knee.  ] 

Slitr.  ItoomaticKl   NoQ;    I   la&me't     j 
my  kocc  lost  hIrIiC  running  artcr  n  I 
thief.     Beltnt    tlicro    house -brcnkcra 
down  i' LlttlcchcsCer,  DobeoD, — doilnt  |  c 
ye  bear  of  ony  ?  iSi     t 

JMiain.  Ay,  that  there  be.  Inmiaii.  t 
Iiel  OoUismith'B  was  broke  into  o'  i  e 
Moiidiiy  ni^ht,  and  ower  a  boondcnl  j  f 
pounds  worlli  o'  rings  stolen.  t 

t^trcr.  tSo  1  thowt,  luid  1  tieSnl  the  |  1 
whider — that's  the  winder  at  the  end  '  t 
o'  the  i)assagi',  thitt  giiilH  bv  thy  cliaum-  I  c 
ber.  (rnniiinj  la  Kvu.)  Why,  Inss.  b 
what  innilkes  tha  sa  rcdT  Did  'v  git  !  t 
inlii  thy  rhiiuinbi'rT  191    ti 

A'ni.  Fiillier!  \  b 
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mon.    And   I  thinks  I  'd  like  to 

the  measure  o'  your  foot. 

far.  Ay,  if  you  'd  like  to  measure 

own  length  upon  the  grass.     461 

ncm.  Coom,  coom,  that 's  a  good 

Why,  I  could  throw  four  o'  ye  : 

!  promised  one  of  the  Misses  I 

I  n't  meddle  wi'  ye,  and  I  weAnt. 

[Exit  into  harn. 

«ir.  Jealous  of  me  with  Eva!  Is 
it  so? 

the*  I  grudge  the  pretty  jewel, 
tliati 

worn,  to  such  a  clod,  yet  that 
might  be 

lest  way  out  of  it,  if  the  child 
could  keep 

ounsel.     I  am  sure  I  wish  her 
happy.  470 

must  free  myself  from  this  en- 
tanglement.   , 

B  all  my  life  before  me  —  so  has 
she  — 

^er  a  month  or  two,  and  her  af- 
fections 

Bower  toward  the  light  in  some 
new  face. 
am  half -afraid  to  meet  her  now. 

fU  urge  marriage  on  me.  I  hate 
tears. 

ice  is  but  an  old  tradition.  I  hate 
mns,  ever  since  my  narrow  fa- 
ther, 

my  frolic  with  his  tenant's  girl, 
founeer  elder  son,  violated  the 
Who£  4^ 

ioii  of  our  land,  and  left  his 
heir, 

happily,  with  some  sense  of  art. 

to  live 

UQi  and  pencil.  By  and  by,  when 

Thought 
down  among  the  crowd,  and 

man  perceives  that 

l«t  gleam  of  an  after-life  but 

leaves  him 

%  of  prey  in  the  dark,  why  then 

khe  crowd 

irreak  my  wrongs    upon    my 

^rronfeers.     Marriage  1 

Obie,    rat;  hook-nosed  uncle  of 

■nine,  old  Harold, 

leves  me  all  his  land  at  Litlle- 

dhester, 

Ql  would  oust  me  from  his  will, 

UI  490 


Made  such  a  marriage.    And  marriage 

in  itself  — 
The  storm  is  hard  at  hand  will  sweep 

away 
Thrones,  churches, '  ranks,  traditions, 

customs,  marriage 
One  of  the  feeblest  I    Then  the  man, 

the  woman. 
Following    their  best  affinities,   will 

each 
Bid    their    old    bond    farewell    with 

smiles,  not  tears ; 
Good  wishes,  not  reproaches  ;  with  no 

fear 
Of  the  world's  gossiping  clamor,  and 

no  need 
Of  veiling  their  desires. 

Conventionalism, 
Who  shrieks  by  day  at  what  she  does 

by  night,  500 

Would  call  this  vice ;  but  one  time's 

vice  may  be 
The  virtue  of  another ;  and  Vice  and 

Virtue 
Are  but  two  mjisks  of  self ;  and  what 

hereafter 
Shall  mark  out  Vice  from  Virtue  in 

the  gulf 
Of  never-dawning  darkness? 

EiUer  Eva. 

My  sweet  Eva, 

Where  have  you  lain  in  ambush  all 
the  morning  ? 

They  say  your  sister,   Dora,  has  re- 
turn d. 

And  that  should  make  you  happy,  if 
you  love  her! 

But  you  look  troubled. 
Eta.  O,  I  love  her  so, 

I  was  afraid  of  her,  and  1  hid  my- 
self. 510 

We  never  kept  a  secret   from  each 
other ; 

She  would  have  seen  at  once  into  my 
trouble. 

And  ask'd  mo  what  I  could  not  answer. 
O,  Philip, 

Father  heard  you  last  night.     Our  sav- 
age mastiff, 

That  all  but  kill'd  the  beggar,  will  be 
placed 

Beneath  the  window,  Philip. 

Ed/far.  Savage,  is  he  ? 

What  matters?    Come,  give  me  your 
hand  and  kiss  me 


h>hj.„ 


V  for 


;  for  thu  w 
■  «  urid ; 


TMt  for  tlio 
^ea.  Yes. 

Eiiffar.  And  when  the  man, 

The  child  of  vvoIiitioQ,  flingx  aside 
His  Bwaddling-buudB,  tbuDiurolsof  the 

tribe. 
He,  followiuE  bis  owd  insUncta  as  his 

Ood,  no 

Will  enter  ou  tbc  larger  |^>1dcn  &ge, 
No  pleasure  thco  taboo'd :  for  whi-n 

the  tide 
Of  full  democracy  has  overwhelm'd 
This  Old  World,  from  tbat  flood  will 

rlge  tbc  New, 
Like  tlio  Ijuve-godduss.  with  no  bridal 

Itlng,  trinket  of  the  Cliurc-h,  but  naked 

In  all  her  loveliness. 
AVn.  Wlmt  are  you  eajinf;  T 

Edi/iir.     Thul,  if  we  did  not  strain 

Bi-tttr  anil  higher  (ban  Nature,  vc 

mi};)it  bi- 
As  hapi>,v  as  tlie  bees  there  at  their 

liiiiiey  J40 

In  these  wwect  bliBWoms. 

Km.     Yi-H ;  liijw  sweet  lliev  smell ! 
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old  world,  nor  the  new,  nor 

r, 

^ou,  shall  ever  see  me  more. 

Tted),    Then — (atiiU)  Shall 

r  \il  — {aloud)  fly  with  me 

}  \  Philip,  Philip,  if  you  do 

oarrv  me, 

ad  for  utter  shame  and  die. 

Then,  if  we  needs  must  be 

entional, 

1  your  parish- parson  bawl 

)anns  580 

r  gapinff  clowns? 

Isot  in  our  church  — 
carce  could  hold  my  head 
lere. 
other  way  ? 

Yes,  if  you  cared 
▼eropulcnt  suiK'rstition, 
^ould  grant  you  what  they 
i  license 
Do  you  wisli  it  ? 

lAo  I  wishit? 
u  Jjondon. 
You  will  write  to  me  ? 

I  will, 
d  I  will  fly  to  you  thro*  the 
t,  the  storm  — 
le  fire  should  run  along  the 
nd, 
;  did  in  Kgypt     O,  you 

559 
out  of  school,  I  Imd  no 

ler  — 

T  away  —  and  you,  a  g<»ntlc- 

trust  you  —  yes,  in  every- 

the;  only  truf  love ;  and  I 

«l  — 

wd,  I  wt)ul(l  have  dlnl  for 

you  — ().  how  could  you? 

y,  how  could  I  ? 

)U  will  set  all  ri.i;Iit  n>r:iin. 

I 

['.  made  the  luu>;ljt»T  of  the 

Id  father  not  die  niiscmblc. 

the  pri'ini-r  «.f  M.iv,  «if  May, 
>r  thi'  i»roiiii»-i'  of  May!  uii 

S|K*ak  not  Ko  loudly;  that 
;  be  your  sister. 


You  never  told  her,  then,  of  what  has 

past 
Between  us. 
Eva,        Never ! 

Edffar,  Do  not  till  I  bid  you. 

Ei>a,  No,  Philip,  no.    [Turns  away. 

Edgar {vMttd),  Jiow  gracefully  there 

she  stands 

Weeping— the  Uttle  Niobe!     What! 

we  prize 
The  statue  or  the  picture  all  the  more 
When  we  have  manle  them  oursl    Is 

she  less  lovable. 
Less  lovely,  being  wholly  mine  ?    To 
stay—  609 

Follow  my  art  among  these  quiet  fields. 
Live  with  these  honest  folk  — 

and  plav  the  fool  I 
No !  she  that  gave  herself  to  me  so 

easily 
Will  yield  herself  as  easily  to  another 
Eta.    Did  you  speak,  Philip? 
Edgar,         Nothing  more,  farewell. 

[They  embrace. 

DoKA  (coming  ncartr). 

O,  grief  fi»r  the  priniii»«  of  Mav,  i>f  May, 
O,  grief  furtlie  promise  of  May! 

Edgar  {still  imbran'ug  fur)      Keep 

up  your  heart  until   we  meet 

again. 
Ent.     If  tliat  should  break  lx>fore 

we  meet  again  ? 
Edgar.     Break  I    nay,  but  call  for 

Philip  when  yoii  will, 
An<l  he  returnji. 

Era.  Heaven  hears  you,  Philip 

Kdgar  I  bjo 

Eigar  {morrt!).     Ami  he  woultl  h1-.1i 

you  ev«'n  fn>ni  the  gnivc. 
lU'aven  curs(>  him  if  In-  cunie  not  at 

your  call  1  [Erii. 

EiiUr  Dora. 

D>^ra.     Well.  Eva  ! 

Era.  ().  Dora,  Dora,  how  lonir  yoi' 
h.'ivc  Imtii  away  from  home  I  O.  I'mw 
nUt'u  I  have  wishnl  for  you  I  It  s««*in(d 
In  u\v  that  we  W4're  parted  fi>r  1  vrr. 

/>"/■!/.  F<»revrr,  you  fiH»lis|i  liiiM  ! 
What  *s  ronie  over  you?  \\r  partial 
liki*  th«*  hnMik  yonder  alNHit  the  ald«'r 
iHlaiid,  to  come  toirelluT  airain  in  a 
moment  and  to  go  on  together  aji^ain, 
till  one  of  UH  lie  marri(*d.  But  where 
is  tills  Mr.  Edgar  whom  you  praised 


ei>  in  your  firai.  letter*  ?  You  Imvi?  ii'l 
even  menliouecl  hlni  lii  your  liist  1    iiit 

Kra.     He  bu8  eiinu  lo  London. 

Dora.  Ay,  cliild;  and  you  look 
tbiii  Bud  pu1«.  Is  it  for  his  ikli9cm^i.-f 
RiiVQ  you  fauded  yourself  fa  iove 
with  him  1  TUnt '»  all  iionBense,  you 
know,  such  a  liaby  ax  you  are.  But 
you  BhaH  Icll  me  all  about  it.  6.43 

Eka.  Not  now —  prt»L-iitly.  Yes, 
I  have  beuu  in  trouble,  but  I  am  happy 
—  I  think,  quite  happy  now. 

Dora  {taking  Eva's  hnwi).  Come, 
theii,  and  make  thorn  happy  in  tb«  long 
barn,  for  father  is  in  his  ginrv.  nud 
there  Is  a  piece  of  Itcef  liku  ft  boiioC' 
Bide,  and  a  plum-pudding  as  big  as  tlu 
round  hay-stock.  But  see,  tlicy  nn- 
coming  out  for  the  dance  already. 
Well,  my  child,  let  us  loin  tliam.  (^ 
Eater  all  J'torn  htrn,  lavghinjj.     Kv* 

gits     niucliinllf    vwUif    appU-trte. 

Steer  ciiten.  "moking.  nilt  by  Eva. 


ACT  11 

Five   J*"™  Aricc  tlaiMd  btltoeea   Actt   1 

Scene.  —  A  Meadow.    On  onk  sids 
Bridoe.      At    back    tuk    Faiim 

DlHTAJtOE   A   CUUKCII    ^PIHB 

DoDSON  and  Doka. 

Dabton.  So  the  owd  uncle  I'  Coom- 
berlaotl  be  lieHd.  Mis!(  Dora,  bcllnt  he? 

Dovi.  Yes,  Mr.  Dobson,  1  've  been 
attending  on  his  dcath-bi-d  and  his 

Dobtoii.  It  be  five  year  sin'  ye  went 
ifoor  to  him,  and  it  wenis  to  me  nob- 
but  t'other  day.     Hca  n't   he   left   ye 

Dora.    Ko.  Mr.  Dobson.  m 

Boigoti.     But  he  were  mighty  fond 

0  ye,  wam't  Lo  ? 
Ihra.    Fonder  of  jjoor  Era—  like 

OTerybody  elr- 


browt   these  rosea   lo  ye  —  I   forgiu 
Whftl  tbey  calk  'em,  but  I  faaUus  gf  e<d 


year. 


Will  y 


1  yoUi 

the  huali  t, 
wludur  afoor  she  went  tu  1 
LiLtleclu>aU.T  ^  so  1  alius  bin 
on  'em  to  licr :  and  no*  •!>' 
will  yu  taahc  citi.  Mlok  Ihn 

Dora.  Itbanl.  jou  TV 
that  yt»tcrdny  you  mraEii 
mime  too  suddi-iil}'  bcfun-  ni 
t^ee  that  you  do  nut  do  Ki  (£1 

DtAton.  Nn(i;  I  knawm 
teruow.     1  act^  how  <tiiL 

Dora.     I  tftkr  thrm,  ibj 

sftbe,  Tl 

[Tula  b-iiktl.  plaeam 

IMmm,  Kvn'suAkc.  Y« 
gell,  poor  gell !  I  cant  sM 
on  'er  bow,  fur  I  'd  ha'  doai 
'er  mysBn ;  an'  ooy  a'  SmmSI 

™,>-    n-  m.T    mon    'ud    h«'  •]« 


my  1 


V  nil  till- 


lid  hi' 


'em  — the  Iiord  bless 'er—'c 
an'  weJLnt  ye  taAkc  'em  t> 
Dora,  fur  'er  issilke  an'  fur  1 
iin'  all  1 

Ihra.      Do   you   want  ifc 

Dolmm.  Noa,  noa  I  Kwp ' 
I  hed  a  wonl  to  sally  lo  jc 

Dora.  Wby.  Farmer,  to 
be  in  the  hay -field  looking  >l 
men:  you  could u't  li»tt  mc 
dill  weather. 

Dob»on.  I  be  a  goinf  Um 
tliowt  I  'd  bring  ths  them  n 
The  weather  'a  well  titr^. 
glass  be  a  bit  ahaflky.  ^'i<c 
led  moSat  on  it 

Dora. 

last  year,  when  you  put  ii  i 
and  your  stack  cAuphi  fiR- 
Dob»on.  I  were  insurid. 
I  lost  nowt  by  it  But  I  *>* 
sudden  wi'  it :  and  1  twl  k< 
Dura,  that  I  ha'  iKiai  noflii  w 
wi'  you.  fur  I  hn'  sar»»l  to 
nigh  as  long  as  the  man  f*rt 
sweet'art  f  Scripiur',  Web 
me  a  kind  snvwiv  at  kd  t 


r  ir 
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/Jam.  I  liavo  uu  llHiuKlit  nf  iiiiir- 
■  rtuin'.  my  friend.  Wu  liiivi;  Ui'ii  in 
■ilili  -^vt  tlieau  Ave  yciini,  mil  utily 
Ou  my  hIhiit's  H(-(.-oiiiit,  but  Hit-  ill 
•Uci-iKH  of  t)iu  tiinii,  null  tbi-  ili-iit.'i, 
KcmI  ttiy  fatliur'a  brvukkic  ilown,  iiml 
t>b  liliadnL-sft.  lluw  ontid  I  tliiiik  ><r 
l«iuvjii|;bimT  *■• 

It-Afin.  Kb.  but  1  Ik'  wcli  li>  il'>: 
*UmI  if  yv  wuulil  milibul  lii'v  nic.  I 
'V^'uiilil  iHJlki-  Uif  <iw>i  bliiiil  iinii  ii. 
tiir  lEtii  flnidtU;.     You  KbniiUI  iicv  liitii 


i-dilii'ul.'d  bis  iliirirrs  i.i  ULiVrv  ■■ 

futilk.  UIhUi'.'  w]l:<I'H.On|lllllMII 


Tb:it 


I.  K:ll 


'timt.lti 


•>n.    Yoiibu' 

..nun,-  \w\  lM.rii  n-.  i ili,-  , 

if  Ik  p'uilt-iiKKi.  Vim  wniilil  >lil1 
..■.nKi,riii.il)..i;>..ri,  Y<iuli;i.li 
lUi'iiil  ti>  v<»irli;iV'II''M.     Co 


■  l-'ii 


rliii 


I 


Ihn 


l<ii 


,il«..i,->  ,i.,-'ii<i  Iri'k. 


«.iiniiitt  1 

i 

Uink  1  lirvir 

Ony  Ml!" 

Wifti.  IV 

an.-  \uu- 

/ 

It      H-Xt 

bwl   It 

n 

Ifcirsi.   - 

1 

^Hl    f.>r 

fnlli.r. 

nf  1...-II. 

k 

-.  I 


Willi  tbi-  i.'n<'f  s 

tOtbrlllilkLML'ol 

linn   "f  >'"ir  lii 


WMIIIIlll  iw'llll  ■^•'■ 

■b.iiil-lsit  i'voiii 
»lnii.iy.y.---li..iili 


/v.-'  II-- 
/».' -    ■  I 


l-lMV  illHH 

/J..n..     <   .■ 
wnnU.  Mr  \>  ■•■ 

Dot  Ijf. 
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lit  lo  bust  liisscD  wl'  spites  and  jalon- 
.  bust  liiraen,  then. 


tfallff.     Let 
(orowt  /cHroB. 

lavouilxi: 
m\d  nf»i>r,  it  1»  the  lost  loliii  hcillni ; 
do  tlioii  uiitl  lliy  HWuet'urL  ting  us 
liullHi  lo  auppiT^ 'The  Liiist  LoflU 
Il[>Uin.'  'ga 

All.    Ayl  'TlieljiBtLoiUlHoam/ 


>-  llitf  nilildcn  n 


1'  (hii*kv> 


bh  y«  thowi  ilirw  were  nawbojy  wMch- 
In'  0'  you, 
And  you^  ■n'  your  S«lly  ^r—  totklu'  tb> 


For  tlio  ItiBt  loul  bi 


'■Itm 


r'li,  ■ 


'  the  >lcr  ■■ 


11..  V.'  Hiiiik  I  b.!  K»yin'  To  Ml  It  lo  vnu, 

Wli'nl  V vil  UHV,  ukI  wh«t  w«  ni6wl  do, 

Wlieii   tiif  oil'  my  Solly  wu  furliiii'  tli« 

At  tho  and  of  Ihf?  cIkIit, 
PortliiilulIniUt  liuiirii? 


I  ilul 


ciHim  tbeD,  owd  ffller, 


'edo, 


Till  II 


L-l,d  of  lb 


All  Wi-lUiing! 

Janir*.  Faiiny  bo  Iho  naSme  i'  the 
win^'.  but  t  Hivupt  it  fur  aAr, 

|/t<l'n/tni7/d  Sallv. 

^«i%  I*t  ma  ftKiSn  afiwf  fofllk. 
wlliiin: 

/Vn.f  WijnHnfar  Yrsiiall  sinplLal 
■roiln  toiilitlit,  fur  owd  l>ubsoD  '11 
gIV  III  a  litl  u'  ■u)>p(^r. 

AMf.      I  wt«Dt  Kiift  t<>  nn.1  nr.tiE«in  ; 

b»  «ur  null)  to  mc  1'  (ba  baAj-fl^, 


I'll  eoS  to  him. 

niitibiit  ixiwil  tna  to  'i 
liohmm  K)\it  bwr 

Saitg.    BulIMlikcaodM 
trai  brtt4^  nor  rh>b*>li'i  b«e 

Jama.  Gl'v  iw  a  IniM  Tin 
Ai»y.  I  tell  M  Iha  Ui  Irt  ■ 
JitTtia.  Why.  wunt  lin 
n-bimin'  o'  imt  undUiEr  1'  i<l 
tbn  lina,y-cwck,  whoi  n«i 
ccmni'd  tipo'  u«T  1  Gaa'i  bt 
if  1  irould.  BoMr. 

Sitlv.     OH  alone  <rl'  jc.  i 
[Alt  Imglk ;  Mr<n 


To  bi  ti 


II  «kck  utber,  bt  "i 


filler  HAWnn 
^arvrfff.  Not  Harold  rPb: 
Philip  EilKar!' 
Her  phantom  call'd  hie  h; 

I  told  her  I  ahoiild  hear  ho 

grave. 
Ayt  yonder  is  her  casemi'ul. 

bcr 
Her  bright  tace  bpunlng  stx 


and  sat 
Thro'  cvcnr  acnBiiB]  coune  i 

That  l(«ves  but  omptiiuK 


HaraU.     Poor  Eva!    Ol 
man  be  only 
A  willy-nilly  cuncnt  of  wn 
RcattioD  upcda  niiist   fotlo 
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\o  iroD  grooves  of  Destiny  ? 
icn  is  a  part  of  Destiny, 
%T,  luaking  us  feel  guilty 
I  faults. 

My  grandfather — of  him 
that  women  — 

O,  this  mortal  house, 
are  bom  into,  is  haunted 

I  of  the  dead  passions  of 
men; 

take  flesh  again  with  our 
flefth,  270 

lis  to  confusion. 

He  was  only 
lilosopher  who    call'd  the 
I 
n  a  blank  page,  a  tabula 

re,  is  written  in  invisible 

rodigality,     Covetousness, 

t. 

Murder'  —  and  the  heat 
Hre 

bring  them  out,  and  black 
gh. 

Id  grow  to  manhcKKl.     Kct- 
eatli 
rst  wail  than  life  — 


JoNO  (further  ttf), 

tlic  end  o'  the  duitv, 
the  In^t  loiul  lioiim, 
LoiUl  htiiiiii. 


aSo 


i  again ! 

(.sy</w  /;/*  thf  hn'fff/r.) 

How  oft  I'll  have  1  stoo<l 

len* !    The  brook  among  its 

L*rs! 

not,  mca<!ow-sw<'ct,  willow- 

smattrriiiL'  of  sci«'n(r<'th('n. 
r  the  IcariHMi  naiiK's,  anato- 
d 
s  for  lnT  —  and  now  I  only 

wcT'*  {\t'('\)  rnou^h,  tluit   1 

it  jilunir*' 

lysi'ir  for  I'VJT.  2/0 

Dan  Smith  (finf/inf/). 

i(,:i!      (I«-i'  iHipI   >%  h«»;i! 
|'iiiiil>v  wri'.  ;;<iim|  mi*.  In  p»ii 
iif  ^liioli  nil'  <-«|iiail 
•11  H'ImU  waH  Imi<1, 


But  ballus  'ud  utopat  the  Vinc-anMhe-Hop, 
Fur  boath  oti  *eiii  knawcd  on  well  as  my« 

sen 
That  beer  be  as  good  fur  'erses  att  men. 
Gee  oop!  whoii!    Gee  oopi  whoHI  398 

Sciszara  an'  Pumpy  was  good  uns  to  goa. 

The  beer 's  gotten  oop  into  my  'efld. 
8'iver  I  mun  git  along  back  to  the 
farm,  fur  she  tell'd  ma  to  tailke  the 
cart  to  Littlechester. 

JUfUer  Dora. 
D&ra,     Half  an  hour  late !  why  an 
you  loitering  here?    Awav  with  you 
at  once.  [Exit  f>an  Smith. 

{Seeing  Harold  e^n  bridge.) 
Some  madman,  is  it, 
Gesticulating  there  upon  tlie  bridge  ? 
I  am  half  afraid  to  pass. 

Harold.  Sometimes  I  wondrr. 

When  man  has  surely  leiu-nt  at  lost 

that  all  310 

His  old-world  faith,  the  blossom  of  liis 

youth. 
Has  faded,  falling  fruitless — whfthor 

thon 
All  of  us,  all  at  once,  may  not  Im^ 

8<*iz<f<l 
With  Konir  flerre  passion,  not  so  much 

for  Death 
As    against    Life  I    all,  all,   into  the 

dark — 
No  mon' !  —  and   scienci»   now   c^ndd 

driif^  and  balm  us 
Ikick    into    nescience   with    as   little 

pain 
As  it  is  to  full  asle<>p. 

This  begirarlv  life. 
This  i)o<^r.  tlat.  h<Mlir(><lin   tiehl  —  no 

divtane<' —  this 
Hollow  l*andoni-lM).\,  jm 

With  all  thi*  pleosuH'S  tlown,  not  even 

Hope 
I  A' ft  at  the  l)ottom! 

Superstitious  fiM»l. 
What  brouirht  me  hen-  r    To  si-<;  \\v\ 

jrnivr?  h<r  ;:host? 
Her    L'!i<»^t    is    everyway    alwMit    me 
lirre. 
Jhpni  {rtoniftf/  fonntnl).     Allow  me, 

sir.  to  imss  you. 
/f'trnhl.  Eva  I 

J*"nt.  Kva  I 

J/tirf^ti.    What  an*  you  ?    When*  do 

you  conH»  from? 
/Ar/ni.  From  th«*  farm 

Here,  close  at  haiid. 


IJIJ 
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HifoM.     Arc  y. 

The  siater.    I  Uavo  heard  of  jou.    The 

Is  very  Blrikine. 
/torn.  Voii  knew  RVft.  IhitiT 

JiiTvbL      Y<a  — I  wn-  Uiluking  ot 
her  wlicn—    O.  VRS.  ijo 

Slany  jenrs  bwk,   am]    never  »iiiia! 

hsvi-  met 
Her  eqiml    for   pure    Innoccuoo  of 

nauiro. 
And  lovtliutwa  of  foature. 
Dora.  No,  nor  I. 

llarold.      Except,  indeul,   1   have 
toiiDil  !l  face  ognin 
In  your  own  aalf. 

lior'a.       Voii  AallvT  me,    Uiiu-Eva 
Was  always  lltotight  th<.>  pri-ttiur. 

Harold.  And  Aci*  cburm 

Of  v<Hoe  Is  Blaa  yoiin;   and  I  wa* 

brooding 
Upon  (I  ^ri'tit  unbappiiii'ss  whrti  you 
spoke. 
Dora.  Indcwi,  you  aeem'iUn  trouble, 

JTiiTolA,     And  you 
Beem  iny  good  iiiigi'l  who  may  help 

Bi-ra  (anile).     How  worn  he  look*. 

po»r  ranD !  who  is  it,  I  wonder. 

How  can  I  help  htmf  {Aloud.)  Might 

Iiu 


H<T  un.'k-'s. 

yfi.r.i.    f^lie  WHS  there  sis  yenra  ago. 

II<i'iM.   And  if  ilie never  ueNtJon'd 
nie.  ptrlmps 
The   painful   cirtiimstanreF   which   I 

1   will    not   vex    yon     by   rtpeating 

Only  last  week  lit  Littlechestcr,  drove 

From  out  lier  memory.  Slie  hnadiaap- 

pinr'd,  3SD 

They  told  me.  from  tlie  farm  —  aud 

Dora-     Slid  has  disappciir'd,    poor 
dnrilfig.  friHn  Uie  world- 
Left  bill  one  dnmirul  line  It.  day.  that 


Tlie  Mult^-^i-Mcr  river  all  Ib 
Have  KomiwM  fur  her  all  U. 

And  mr  \toot  faUicr,  iiuni; 


chilli - 
Hiu  Int  bis  [arm,  all  bis  sllai 
Hut  for  the  siciuior  hrJp  ihi 

give. 
Fun  into  ruin.     Ab  I  Uni  vH 

If  be  Mould  evrmliow  hti  fa 

niir  mcMi  and  bovs  ikouM  t 

stone  bim,  "hum  tiim 
With  plti^bforka  tilt  \hr  fan 

of  tliem 
Ixivod  bw.  nod  alu)  ma  ifor 

lorn. 
U-ir-lrf.     Tlifv  snv.   wr  «!. 

giveouri-m-mici 
ftn-o.   Ay.  if  IhewrMch* 

I  might  forgive  bim : 
We  know  not  whether  lie  b 


Dora.        Philip  Edgar  of' 
lu  SomeriK't.  Periiapsy<«l!> 

nar.>id. 

{A»idt.)  Ay.  for  how  sligbit 

known  myM-'iri 

Dora.  This  £dg«r,  thi*  i" 

HanAd.  I.irinl 

One   Philip   Edgar  of  Tofl 

Somerfet 
Is  lately  d^id. 
Dora.  Dead !  is  ibw*  a 

oneT 
Harnld.   Nsv  —  uow  —  not  t* 
for  I  am  Philip  ITaiuM 
Dora.  That  one.  is  he  IbfD 
Harolit  (niride).      Mv  falhrt 
I*t  her  believe  it  mine;  Uii" 


Will  leave  me  a  frr«  fleW 

Dora.  Deadlawltl 

Is  brighter  for  his  abmcr, 

other 
Is  darker  for  his  prvsencfi 

mrold.  h 

To  apeak  loo  pitllcwl/  nf  tb>- 
.'torn.  My  Qveyemrii'  angt 
die  Mqbcv, 


/^ 


0«3 


ill 


.  u'JSi-»wm-by«»'*^>       W.U »«'«-- 'r;n'  our s«r  \'" 

rfr.  you  *■«'«  ^Uen  ',  NN  »'«•"  ^U         ,    „,,  .uM  «iU  1^^" 

,..  .x»  -  *^°"" "  !.,u„.  soy  1  ir  -^iw  •=•'-'  -•  '^"  ^'" 

^^^'•-^rln.'^  .^,.,,, ..  U  for  U..r  •>. u    NN  \-,       ^,. .       .^,„,  ,.,.  ..UK.  ^ 

*^"'''^i«^  .  ,  „vtu.  t'"""""'-^-  •  /^-r,  J  '■•:' *>■" 

. .-   Willi!     '■  Vi  t    \    ^"''" 

The  fly  ;;:,h.-  uv.o^-  .„^  ^i..,tvr  .'.-    »•"'    a....!.-.  -  ;■  .„, ,,  um.ny 

,  .not  -  if   V'"'*  vV.ml.l  ^'V.--  '■  ''"  '" 

.^         All"     1  ,,.      I'lVi'   ■•'   '*' 

•     P'^^^'C^u.  ^.  , ,,, ...w'"-  '■•;,;,..-•  .......  „r-- u.w..' 

lr.>n  w>",'""  •  ..,  ,,,,,„.-.        ,  ...    ,  ,1.,-.    •  ■'-    ,,, 

.      .  .li,.  M;l^i        1  .,  It'  !►.     •■■>■    '1' 

«'»' r;;;;r ;;:;;'-,„ -.>->  ,, ;;. :»■ " 
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Jiarti.        What  was  that  t  my  pirn 

Wliid  (utiier—  « 

Kiitei-Y wiMtfiii  Mas, 

Fiirmin/;  Man.     Miss    Dom,     Han 

Suiitti'H  rtut  hfs  rUDtii-d  uwer  a  InaUy 

i'  ihu  UiilltT  laflni',  uiiJ  tlicy  Im'  tu'iai 

tint  bixiy  lip  iiiUr  yam  I'liounibcr,  and 

they  be  ull  n-cAlIia'  fur  ye.  ' 

Jiora.    Tho  body!  —  Ul-ovcusI     I 


Id! 


But  y 


iipo'  mi}.  ii'i 

Mii.il*  ma  o-siimmun.  I  could  fiwcilr 
to  that:  but  that  l)u  M  one.  fur  1 
htiflUs  'iin  aloor  I  kiiuwa  what  'e  b(!, 
ThefTlhotiirnsround.  Pfiilip  Hedgor 
o'  Woomeraetl  Plitlip  Heilgar  ' 
Soomersctl  — Nod  — yela  —  tlmwthc 
fcllor's  ^ne  and  maMo  such  a  Kttcr 
of  hia  falLcL",  461 

Eh  lad.  If  It  bo  tboii.  I  "11  Philip 
l.linl  a-plaflvin'  the  sHBuie  ftanmc  wi' 
mv  noni— 'I'll  Sontncrttrt  Ills! 

'I  'd  liki'  (odrair'im  Ibnitl  Ibrbirse- 
ponil.  ami  she  lo  bea-lixikin'  nt  it.  I  'd 
like  to  Imlbrr  'im  bliU'k  Btid  hliip,  ami 
shp  to  be  n-!«iit,'liit.'  al  it.  IVl  like  lo 
fell  "im  as  deBrt  as  a  bullock  I  <;. 

{Glenohing  hit  Jut.) 

But  what 'od  she  safty  to  that?  She 
lelldl  toe  once  not  to  muddle  wi'  'im, 
and  now  slu^  bo  fnllcn  out  wi"  ma.  anit 

It  M1IIT1  bi'  /.im.  Noli!  FursUc"d 
iiivi.T'ii'  Iwcu  talkin'huOfe  an  hour  wi' 
the  (livil  'at  killwl  her  ofln  sister,  or 
fllie  ticttnt  Dora  Steer.  <*<> 

Yeas  I  Piirshcnivorknawwl 'isfuMce 
whi'n  'e  wur'ereafoor;  but  I  '11  mafike 
'»r  kuaw  !  I  "11  maftkc  'er  kiiaw  I 
K;ttrUMW.iy 
Nnily,  but  !  miui  nil  out  oii'iswaJly 
UdW.  or  I  aball  U.'  th(!  dentil  an  'im. 
JJSrli. 


Harold.    How  the  clma  1 

luc!  Uiut  IXibbiti4.  IfN 

With  vrhom  I  uwxl  lu  jmI  Ih 

Thro'   Qfc   years'  alMittn,  1 
ebon  go  of  iuu3«. 

Tho  tAn  of  rioutlirni  a 
bt-unl  T 

1  may  as  vteW  aviiid  Iodl   , 

LUyliku-  in  ber  ubitttiiifl 

ITow  pftmi'  i*«  by  ll  r— 

the  Uelils, 
This  Dura ! 
Shn  gnvc  hrr  tauid,  n 

funii-Kutv  ; 
I  nlmiHit  ibtiik  Khc  half  Mt 

pn-fimiro 
Oftiiluc     Wluit.  ItfaubviaU 

bloaaom 
Dark  as  the  jew  r  bet  my  ( 

who  march 
Rcf'.rr;  tlieir  nsr>..  liim  I-vlr 

iind  iniiko 
Courtesy   to   cuslom !   ml 

stmnper  motive. 
MUnamed  free-will  —  Ihr  mr 


Look'd   thro'  Uiu  pt«Knt.  E 

thro'  hers  — 
A  spell  ypan  me  !   Sunlj  1 1 
More  tlian  I  knew  !  oriniibu 
That  brightens  in  retirin;) 

night 
Tired,  pacing  my  new  Iwl* 

chesttTi 
t  dozed  upon  the  bridge,  tnd 

Flow'd  thro'  my  dream*— I 

they  were.     Sbt  nm 
From  the  foul  flood  ami  point 

the  farm. 
And  ber  cry  nuig  lo  me  1 

years. 
-I    call    you,    Philip  Edn 

Edgar  I 
Come,  voii  will  set  all  right  r 

father 
Will  not  die  miserable.'    [  n 

A  comfort  to  him  —  wibriiio 

With  mine  own   self      tine 

former  f Hefid* 
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my  logic  faulty;  let  them. 
r 

my  life  again,  and  I  have 
ed 

leasure.  Anyhow  we  must 
ic  line  of  least  resistance 

;r  motive  rules. 

Hut  she  hates  Ed^ar. 
is  Dobbins,  or  some  other, 

arold  ?    Well  then,  I  must 

J  her 

Id  first,  and  then  she  will 

ve 

Harold's  sake.     She  said 

If 

'orgive  him,  by  and  by,  not 

n  sake  t?ien,  if  not  for  mine 
t  now  — 

by. 

*r€r  D0B8ON  behind. 

By  and  by  —  eh,  lad,  dosta 
>aapcr?  Ve  dn)pt  it  upo* 
'  Philip  Edgar,  Esq.'  Ay, 
etty  acquire.  I  lia'  fun'  ye 
Eh,  lad,  dosta  knaw  what 
vi*  by  and  by  ?  Fur  if  ye 
larve  our  Dora  as  ye  sarved 
then,  by  and  by,  if  she 
1  to  me  when  I  be  a-tryin* 
• — if  she  weftnt  —  look  to 
,  by  the  liord.  I  'd  think 
maflkin'  an  end  o'  tlia  nor 
craw  —  nott  —  thaw  they 
at  'Size  fur  it. 
Dobbins,  I  think  I 
I  beftnt  Dobbins. 
Nor  am  I  Edgiu*,  my  good 

ThaliesI  What  hnsta  been 
ly  I>oni? 

I  have  been  telling  her  of 
f  one  Philip  Edgar  of  Toft 
•set.  550 

Tha  lies  I 

pulling  oyt  a  nnrkpajur). 

man,   it   scomn    tliat  you 

Look  there  —  under  the 

•O'thelTth.  Philip  P>l^nir, 
1,  Soomersi't.'     How  cmun 
la  like  'im,  then  ? 
Naturally  enough;   for  I 


am  closely  related  to  the  dead  man's 
family.  560 

Vtimm,  An'  'ow  coom  thou  by  the 
letter  to 'hnT 

Harold.  Naturally  again ;  for,  as  I 
used  to  transact  all  his  business  for 
him,  I  had  to  look  over  his  letters. 
Now  then,  see  these  {takf4  ant  Uttern). 
Half  a  score  of  them,  all  directed  to 
me  —  Harold. 

Dobwn.  'Arold  I  'Arold  I  'An)ld,  so 
they  be.  570 

Ilar^M.  My  name  is  Harold !  G(kk1 
day,  Dobbins  1  \h>ii. 

Dobm>n.  'zVrold  I  The  feller's  clcilu 
da&zed,  an'  mailzed,  an'  maiited,  an' 
muddled  ma.  Deild  1  It  mun  be  true, 
fur  it  wur  i'  print  as  black  as  owt. 
Naay,  but  *Oood  daUy,  Dobbins.' 
Why,  that  wur  the  very  twang  on 
'im.  Eh,  lad,  but  whether  thou  be 
Hedgar,  or  Hedgar's  business  man, 
thou  hes  n't  naw  Dusiness  'ere  wi'  my 
Dora,  as  I  knaws  on,  an'  whether  thou 
calls  thyseu  Hecigar  or  Harold,  if  thou 
stick  to  she  I'll  stick  tothtr  — stirk 
to  tlia  like  a  weasel  to  a  rabbit.  I  will 
Ayt  and  I'd  like  to  shoot  ttm  like  a 
rabbit  an'  all.  *  Good  daily,  Dobbins.' 
Dang  thai  5I8 


ACT  m 

Scene.  —  A  Room  in  Steer's  HorsK. 

Doon  LEADING  INTO  BbDU(»OM  AT 
THE  BACK. 

Btfta  {iringinij  a  handbtil).    Milly ! 

Enttr  Milly. 

.}fiVf/.  The  little  'ynui  ?  YeAs, 
Miss;  l>ut  I  wur  so  tn'en  up  wi*  h*:ld- 
in'  the  owd  man  about  all  tlir  Mcssfd 
niiiniin'  'at  I  ha'  nobbut  lanu-d  uiyscn 
hiulfe  on  it. 

O  man,  for^jivo  tliy  mort.il  f*M'. 

Xor  vwT  >triki'  him  l»li»w  f"r  hlnw  ; 

K<»r  all  tln'  »*iinl.>  «»n  r.-irth  that  liv*- 

T'»  1m*  f«ir;;iv<  ri  mii««t  fiTi^ivo.  lo 

F«»rj:ivi'  him  ^-rvmly  (iiin  >  and  m'vi-ii  ; 

r<>r  all  th«-  l)h'>«><*I  mhiU  in  h<'a\«  n 

An-  hoth  fornix  IT.-  an«l  f«»rj;i\i-n. 

Hut  I  '11  LHt  tlic  InmiU  aiTfUii,  mill  l.irii 
my  sen  the  rest,  and  saiiy  it  toy«'  uluur 
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(lurk ;  yv  ringed  fur  thut.  Miss.  (Ud  u't 

■    Dora.     No,  MHly ;  liut  if  tbe  fanii- 

iug-toeD  be  come  for  their  wages,  to 

Bcnd  Uicm  up  to  mc.  'e 

mils-     Yeflfl,  Miss.  [Erif. 

Enough  at  any  rale  lor  Ule  prt-wjlt. 
(EnterFanaingVLe-o.)  OoodiifH-niooii, 
my  friends.  I  »m  sorry  Mr.  Steer  atlU 
contiuues  too  unwell  to  attend  loyoii, 
but  the  Hclioalmaater  looked  to  tJte 
paying  Tou  your  wages  when  I  iriu 
Bwny,  didn't  lie  t 
Men.  Yens ;  luid  thanks  to  yo.  ja 
Dora.  Some  of  our  workroon  liavt 
left  ns,  but  he  sent  mc  an  alphabetioil 
liet  of  those  thut  rt-muin,  so,  Atlea,  I 
lany  ae  wul!  begin  witli  you. 

Aden  (ait/i  7ii>  Iiaiul    to   Mi 
..  .,,..,    ..    i-utiko  one  o' the  J  _ 
1  f  u   I  he  a  b  t  deaf 
SI  ill       by  a  b  f!  word 
a  uTi 


An  ou  can 

d      li  ewatl        a      u 

1         you     grand  ( 


iJs 


Isi 


k  d 


■  WU89     po    t      cowd  tea 
we  d  la  worked  be  e     po  tl  e  b 

■Dora.  Corae,  come,  you  wovkeii 
well  enough,  aui!  T  am  niurh  obligci 
to  All  of  yoB.  There  "s  for  you,  and 
you,  and  you.  Coual  the  money  and 
•eai/il'»«PJ  right  7. 


Mtn.  All  riiibt.  Mi»;  a 
ye  kindly. 

[&^««I    Lu»xjml«.<.  >'u 

biuii,  SkljiwiirUi. 

Dorn.     Dan  timitli,  ray  tu 

forgave  yuii  KtealluK  uui  on 

iDnn  SSmith  Wihhs 

Dan   SmilA   (htt/Mnf^    ' 

tor.  Uisa  I  Uiat  wur  w  looc : 

tlic   wuUs  aa   tbia,  mod  U( 

lirokkin.  and   the  woatiitr 

Hud  my  minauH  ugiltin'  am* 

Dora.  Did  n1  I  »r  tha 
forgiven  you  7  But.  Ihui  Ik 
teU  ine  that  you — awl  tiM 
L'hildren  —  sjtent  all  yniir  1 
day's  wages  Ht  Uieak  biuM 
were  stupid  druuk  oil  Suoil 


did  not  oonM!  iatw  tbe  luy-Si 
should  I  pay  you  your  full ' 

I>an  dm  tl  I  be  tnrfr  Kn 
t 

/  V        Its      .iilv  Tm 

aga  Beds,  t  nmymi 
driv  nc  tl  c  c»il  and  I  f»i 
t  pay  hen  toi  n  hen  you 
tidy  u  tl  e  1    I  ow  lane. 

a  n  Sffl  A  ttU/u-  tig).  0 
noS  n  &  noa  ')  eeM  ib«lii 
Iw  1  a  us  su  da  k  tin  aitif 
wheere  tli  b  ^  esfa  treecuu 
t  g  M  a  t  m  ke  and  'ot 
see  to  aflmo  the  laidj. 
coom  n  a  one  I      tT  sharj-  ■■ 

Dvta  V,  \\  then  are  yo^ 
thence  ey   ui^aglei^ 

1  o  sp  y  u  ge  no  icon'  1 
Knt  Dan  Sm  tb  )  Sally  I 
worked  fo  M     Dolieon/ilii'. 

'WIv  lit  ncing  Yl*\ 
he  wur  so  roi  gh  w  ■  nui,  I 

Dor.  Whjsho  Uli.U't 
you  ?  To    art  a  frond  aa  a  i 

y  f  i  Wl  at  a  beam 
boh     ! 

Sofitf  Llatod  for  a  auCde 
the  Quee    a  Real  Hard  TUh 

Dora  Vnd  r  vctlAn 
arc  you  and  he  to  lie  tiiarri' 

SaUv.  At  Michaelnuu,  H 
Gixi. 

/J..m,  Yfiuarfnnlionortt 
come  lo  your  wedding. 


THE   PROMISE  OF  MAY 


I  lluuikH  yi'    fur   rhiil,     Fiinncr  Dobmn.  wi 
iiiir  fur  tliir  wHil!;<-.  |  liitB  pruinisttl  in  kccii  our  Iu'iuN'lJilivi 


rrti 


'A  i-oli-liwl  iim 
vuafatt.  MUs.  wlxrii  !•  wiir 
.11'  iixi'<l  ina  t'llH'  iM  liiili- 
n'  oift  I  kimw'il  'iiii  wtit'ii 
;i-A» nn'  I  iilliil  fi ytlitr  oii 

lintNii)!  tliiM.  Allr[i? 


..  .  .  iiiul  the  man  Ikik  ilimluli-w  u 
KfMti  liunrtiiiuihilniciiiiil  liuttiiii.'  Invr 
f..rmp;  vi't  —  lh.>il;:li  [  .iiii  l>.- siirrv 
f.ir  hiiii  — tiN  ihi-  p««l  Stilly  AlVK.  '1 
riiii't  iibiilcbim'  —  uliiiiwt  hriiliil.  niiil 
iiiiiK-lii'il  with  my  llnmlil  U  likr  u 
lii'ilp'  iliihtli!  hv  II  pinlt'ii  riMi-.     Itiii 

llll'M,    hi:   tt>l— will    b.-CVIT    III'  of  I. [l|- 

fuitli  wiiU  hU  wiW.  wliirli  is  iiiv 
ilri'iimoriilriU'iiiiirri!!^'.  Tiiri  1  fiiiiiv 
bim  kiKi'lini;  nitli  iin'.  iiml  iitlrriiij; 


All- miii.  Miss.               .->, 

»i.k   Wilb  im\   :in. 

1   si„-i„-    (b 

r  wi!  wifliil  mi-iiliini  n:iw 

Iivimi?  1  f'iiriiiit. 

]I:n<.J.I..M,- 

-d  UH  lief  lalk.i- till' ilivil 

lll<-ll.  ill^iiir|.tiliL- 

liiiii?  Iliit  11 

'im,  fur  tlu'vsnvs  llii-  tilis- 

ii.irirl's  l..v...,lr..iiiTi 

I  tliivr  1,..  11, 

liiiiffbUVii.Ub.-iili('.ilrs 

iliUN.v  iiJ   it   l..l.r 

t.  Mli/iil  ntl  .. 

■n'iiii;  but  tm  tbni',  iirItT 

..rHlii.K..tli.r..>r«i 

ivuhin-biit 

iliixoii'iiii.  wi-rim  "iiiimil 

V..,.  1  A«.l  y.t  1  b:i 

iil»n.'i-iivisi 

VVislfi,-!.)  wiiiwbilviir. 

pun-  iiihI  i-rr.rt  i 

iiiirrbiL'..  wb 

*.  ii|m"  Tii'-siliiy  iiiLiniEir. 

;..im:m.ltt,.-» 

IM Iv.litir 

iw,    wV   viiiir   li:ivi'.    wc 

III.'  -;lrnii::..r  iiii.l  I 

llu'    «i-uk.T. 

itliiT  -iiH.  ■ 

»'i,lk  liiiii.)  in  IiiiikI 

lll>?                                                            <V> 

U.V     Mill    il    - 

mu-i<li<lth>'mi>u'b1<'rb<'r>'. 

'"  ""■  ■-'"^•-  ■"    '1 

\u-    li.,n..|ii     : 

'.'  fi)i::tr  r 

u'lli.h^Jl.lil.l'vMM. 

"l.'ur"f.!r":i  lii 

.-.■r.Mi«:  Y..iili:i-i>:iiim.Ml 

(..  1..'  .v:,li,  11.  .1  :!■.-: 

li -.tii.T 

„„.-r„lur. 


■ii.i.  i.-iTiir.iiiibivii-iit.  t/;,i».,.M. 

(....'.../)  Why.  v.>iil...k  iKlI.r       „ 
A.a.  AikI  I  fui'l  Homiii-libiti.r  0,» 
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1  trust  I  may  be  able  by  and  by  to 
help  you  iu  the  business  of  the  farm ; 
but  1  must  not  be  known  yet  Has 
any  one  found  me  out,  Dora  ?  ajo 

Ihrii.  O,  no  ;  you  kept  your  veil 
too  close  for  tliat  when  they  carried 
you  in ;  since  then,  no  one  has  seen 
you  but  myself. 

Em.  Yes  —  this  Milly. 

Dtfra.  Poor  blind  father's  little 
i^uide,  Milly,  who  came  to  us  three 
years  after  you  were  gone,  how  should 
she  know  you  t  But  now  that  you 
iiave  been  brought  to  us  as  it  were 
from  the  grave,  dearest  Eva,  and  have 
been  here  so  long,  will  you  not  speak 
with  father  today  ?  243 

Ecii,  Do  you  think  that  I  may  ? 
No.  not  yet.    I  am  not  equal  to  it  yet. 

ihra.  Why?  Do  you  still  suffer 
from  your  fall  in  the  hollow  lane  ? 

Eta.  Bruised  ;  but  no  bones  broken. 

Ditra.  I  have  always  told  father  that 
the  liu.iro  old  ash-tree  there  would 
ciiusc  an  a(ri«lcnT  some  day:  but  hv 
would  lU'ViT  cut  it  down.  Ix-caust.*  onr 
of  tlic  St<M•^*^  had  jtlantul  it  tliiTc  in 
ftirnitT  tinu"^.  .-54 

A*'-./.  If  it  had  killid  onr  of  tIh- 
Stc«'is  then-  tlj«  oiIum-  dav,  it  niiirlit 
liavi-  IxM-n  Ixttcr  for  lur.  for  liiin,  and 
for  you. 

/>"/'<'.    C'onw.    conn'.    kct'p   a    l^o'mI 
l.'-art  !     H<  ttrr  for  in*!    that's  l^«»m1 
How  1h!I(  r  fi.r  mr  V  2'  i 

K'<f.  ^'•'■.;  ti  11  nu-  you  liavc  a  lov«  r. 
^Vill  h<-  n<>;  lly  fruni  \'ou  if  li»-  harn 
tin  --fory  "t"  my  >hain«-  and  that  I  ain 
siill  livii;:,  v 

J)  !'/.  N"  :  I  am  -iun-  tlmt  win  n  w  < 
an.'  marri<  d  In-  wiW  li'-  ^\ill:nl:  liia* 
vi.'i  ;■'-!  •■.itht-r  -1;-  i.ld  l:\'cwi;h  u^  : 
\"V.  !'■'.<  ■.  I  ii'-  t-  iK  iiu  that  hr  ni'-t 
y--:i  -iii'f  i-!  thf  ''i]  timi--^.  and  ^\.•l^ 
nr.;t!i  t.Jn.  :.  \\'"]i  y-'i.  i::y  'ir:n'.        .\-i 

/■-"■/.  T  dx' I:  'A 'ill  n.»  ;  'A  li<>  w;is  In- ': 
II:iV'   \  .-i;  ;..'•!  li'ni  I  am  In  ;■(  v 

/>"•■■■.    N  ' :  -i"  y.  .-.1  w  i-h  i'  V 

/•."'■'/  ^«  ".  I )  ri  :  y..'i  }Miir«;<  If  arc 
a^h mi' d  .  •  !ii('  ■r. ,,,>..  and  I  (i<'  n^* 
wond'  r  a'  ']'. 

li  ■.■:'  \\\r  I  >>'.' '  ;'d  "A  .-ndi  r  at  m\  - 
<t  If  if  ;•  \\  >  ;■'■  V. ..  1 1,1  \  I-  w  ••  ;■  -t  li-i  n 
ali  i'l  :.  1  •  •■••:■  -.iii"'  h.  i  { i\  .\\.  :  i.i  t  im.- 
\\  li'  a  w  I:.  -•  !•••)■■■;  i:  •■ '  tli-  liini'^ 
lit-l.  \s  a'l'  '1  in  :1j«  I):«.'o1^,  ran  all*  r  ihi 


I 


butterflies,  and  prattled  to  each 
that  we  would  marry  fine  c^ntli 
and  played  at  being  fine  ladies t 

Era.  That  last  was  my  fa 
fault,  poor  man.  And  this  loi 
yours  —  this  Mr.  Harold  — isag 
man? 

Dora.  That  he  is.  from  head  tc 
I  do  believe  I  lost  my  heart  to  hi 
very  first  time  we  met,  and  I  lov 
so  much  — 

Era.  Poor  Dora ! 

Dora.  Tliat  I  dare  not  tell  hui 
much  I  love  him. 

Era.  Better  not.  Has  he  off  en 
marriage,  this  gentleman  ? 

Vara.  Could  I  love  him  else  ? 

Era.  And  are  you  quite  sur 
after  marriage  this  gentleman  w 
beshameii  of  his  poor  farmer  sd 
ter  among  the  ladies  in  his  dra 
room? 

l}ora.  Shamed  of  me  in  a  dn 
room  !  Was  n't  !Hif>s  Vavason 
sihoolniistrcss  at  LittK-cliost*  r. 
])orn  *?  "NVori-not  our  ft  How  jni 
ladifs'r  AVasn't  d«aimothrr  h.  1 
lra>t  by  ont- sidt  a  lady  V  Can't  I 
lik<.'  a  lady  :  ju  n  a  httrr  likr  : 
talk  a  littU'  Fn  ncli  lik«-  a  laily 
a  littli-  liki-  a  lady  ';  Can't  a  .::ir 
.vhc  loves  Iht  husband,  ainl  1 
make  liCFMlf  anvthinL'^  lie  ^vi^l 
to  hv'{  Shanu-tl  of  nn-  in  a  dr 
rot.m.  indetd  I  S(cli(.Tt.-  !  *  I  !;<■] 
li'idship  is  (juitc  n'C'OYrr«-d  o 
L^>Ul  ?  ■  (('"ft.st'i.'^.)  '  Will  y  t»\; 
^hij^  ride  to  cover  tculay  V  ^'  • 
1  can  reeonuut  nd  our  Volt  iiTt  iir. 
^-rrvthat  ^^e  eould  not  ati«  :? 
L-^raj  es  j>arty  on  the  inth  ! '  i  ^  • 
Thrrt'.  1  am  irlad  my  ni»nsti; 
maiir  \o\i  >uule  I 

A'  ./.  I  liave  heard  that  'yr\ 
^hij).'  and  'your  ladyship.'  ai-.i 
i:ra((-'  are  all  irr'twin;:  old-fa>.li 

Jt"!ii.  But  the  loVe  nf  >is 
^i-^I' r  can  never  he  old  fa"^hi«-i 
ha\«-  b'.M-n  innvillin.i:  to  tn-ul 
with  'iu<st i«)n>.  hut  you  simti; 
what  betttr  to-dav.  We  foiii: 
t(  r  in  }t»nr  lndroi>in  t'Tn  i'lt 
I  e<»uld  n"l  makf  it  i»ul.  Wh 
i;  •; 

// '/  From  him!  from  Iiini 
.--aid    u  <      had     l^een    n»o>t    haj 
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\  and  he  trusted  that  »ome  time 
9uld  meet  agiiin,  for  lie  bad  uot 
,ten  his  promise  to  come  when  I 
faini.  But  that  was  a  mockery, 
DOW,  for  he  gave  me  no  address, 
lere  was  no  wonl  of  marriage ; 
>  Dora,  he  signed  himself '  Yours 
ally '  —  fancy,   Dora,  —  '  grate- 

1   '  Yours  gratefully '1 
a.     Infamous  wretch!    (Aside.) 
I  tell  her  he  is  dead  ?    No ;  she 

too  feeble.  350 

.    Hark !  Dora,  some  one  is  com- 
I  caunot  and  I  will  not  see  any- 

tr.     It  is  only  Milly. 

w  Milly,  rrith  basket  of  rosea. 

I,  Milly,  why  do  you  come  in  so 

lyt    The  sick  lady  here  might 

wen  asleep. 

y.     Please,   Miss,   Mr.   Dobson 

me  to  aaily  he 's  browt  some  of 

Sva'8  roses  for  tlie  sick  laOdy  to 

on.  361 

1.     Take  them,  dear.     Say  that 

k  lad  V  Uianl^s  him  I    Is  he  here  ? 

If.     I  eOs,  Miss ;  and  he  wants 

ik  to  ye  partic'lar. 

».     Tell  him  I  cannot  leave  the 

dy  Just  yet. 

y.     Yeils,  Miss ;  but  he  says  he 

to  tell  ye  summut  very  par- 

370 
I.  Not  to-day.  What  are  you 
J  for? 

If.  Why,  Miss,  I  be  afeard  I 
it  him  a-sweflring  like  ony  think. 
I.  And  what  harm  will  that  do 
)  that  you  do  not  copy  his  bad 
rs?  Go.  child.  {Mrit  Milly.) 
Sva,  why  did  you  write  *  Seek 
the  bottom  of  the  river '  ?  379 
Why  ?    because  I  meant  it  I 

dreadful  night !    that    lonely 

0  Littlechester,  the  rain  beatinp: 
face  all  the  way,  dead  midniglit 

1  came  upon  the  bridge  ;  the 
jlack,  slimy,  swirling  und(;r  uie 
lamplight,  by  the  rotten  wharfs 
I  was  so  mad  that  I  mounted 
he  ^lapet  — 

».  You  make  me  shudder !  38^ 
To  fling  myself  over,  when  I 
i  voice,  *  Girl,  what  are  you  do- 
«  ? '  It  was  a  Sist(T  of  Merry , 
^rran  the  death-bed  of  a  pauper. 


who  had  died  in  his  misery  b1es.sing 
God.  and  the  Sister  took  me  to  her 
house,  and  bit  by  bit — for  she  pro- 
luisfKl  secrecy  —  I  told  her  all. 

Ihra.     And  what  then  ?  398 

A'lY*.  She  would  have  persujuled  me 
to  come  back  here,  but  I  could  n't. 
Then  she  got  me  a  place  as  nursery 
governess,  and  when  the  children  grew 
too  old  for  me,  and  I  asked  her  once 
more  to  help  me,  once  mort^  she  said. 
*  Go  home ; '  but  I  had  n't  the  heart  or 
face  to  do  it.  And  then  —  what  would 
father  say?  —  I  stuik  so  low  tht^t  I 
went  into  service  —  the  drudge  of  a 
lodging-house  —  and  wlien  the  mis- 
tress died,  and  I  appealed  to  thv  Sister 
again,  her  answer — I  think  I  have  it 
about  me  —  yes,  there  it  is!  412 

Dora  {rcaih).  *  "Mj  dear  Child,  —  I 
can  do  no  more  for  you.  I  have  done 
wrong  in  keeping  your  secret;  your 
father  must  be  now  in  extreme  old 
age.  Go  back  to  him  and  }i.sk  his 
forgiveness  before  he  dies.  Sistku 
ArtATiiA.'  Sister  Agatha  is  right. 
Don't  you  long  for  father's  forgive- 
ness ?  421 

JSm.    I  would  almost  die  to  have  it! 

J)ora.  And  he  may  die  Ixifore  he 
gives  it ;  may  drop  off  any  day,  any 
liour.  You  must  see  him  at  once. 
{Rings  bell.  AV^^rr  Milly.)  Milly,  my 
dear,  how  did  you  leave  Mr.  Steer  ? 

Milly.  IIe*s  been  a-moHnin'  and 
a-groflnin'  in  'is  sleep,  but  I  thinks  he 
be  wakkenin'  oop.  430 

Dora.  Tell  him  that  I  and  the  lady 
here  wish  to  see  him.  You  see  she  is 
lamed,  and  cannot  iro  down  to  him. 

Milly.     Yeas.  Miss,  I  will. 

[Ej-H  Milly. 

Dora.  I  ought  to  prepare  you.  You 
must  not  expect  to  find  our  father  as 
lie  was  live  years  ago.  II(^  is  much 
alter(?d ;  but  I  trust  that  your  return 
—  for  you  know,  my  dear,  you  w^ere 
always  his  favorite  —  will  give  him, 
as  they  say,  a  new  lease  of  life.        441 

Eva  {clinging  to  Dora).  O,  Dora, 
Dora! 

Enter  Steer  led  hy  Mtlly. 

Steer.     lies  the  ('ow  eawved  ? 

Dora.     No,  father. 

i^teer.     He  tlie  colt  detid  ? 

Dorr  a.    No,  father. 
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JSte^r,  He  wur  sa  bellows'd  out  wi* 
the  wind  this  murnin',  'at  I  tell'd  *em 
to  gallop  'im.     Be  he  dead  ?  450 

Dora.     Not  that  I  know. 

JSteer.  What  hasta  sent  fur  me, 
then,  fur? 

Ihra  {taking  Steer's  arm).  Well, 
father,  I  have  a  surprise  for  you. 

iSteer.  I  ha*  niver  been  surprised 
but  once  i'  my  life,  and  I  went  blind 
upon  it 

Dora.    Eva  has  come  home. 

Steer.  Hoftm?  fro'  the  bottom  o' 
the  river  ? 

Dora.  No,  father,  that  was  a  mis- 
take.    She  *s  here  again.  463 

Steer.  The  Steers  was  all  gentle- 
foSllks  i*  the  owd  times,  an*  I  worked 
early  an'  laflte  to  maSke  *em  all  gen- 
tle foftlks  agefln.  The  land  belonged 
to  the  Steers  i'  the  owd  times,  an'  it 
belongs  to  the  Steers  agefin :  I  bowt 
it  back  age^n  ;  but  I  could  n't  buy  my 
dartcT  back  ageHn  when  she  lost  hcf-  ' 
st'ii,  could  I?  I  cnldicatiil  boiitli  on 
'em  to  marry  L'^fntlcnu'ii.  an'  one  on 
'cm  went  an'  lost  lierscn  i'  ilic  river. 

J>(n'(i.      No.  fatiitT,  she  's  here.        4-5 

Star,  litre  I  sli(  inoanT  cooin  JK're. 
What  wo\:l(l  licr  mother  sail \  V  If  it 
be  litT  L^ho-isl.  ^e  niiin  abide  it.  Wc 
can't  keep  a  Lrh(^ast  out. 

Kiii  (j\i!l(i,fi  at  Itisfxt).  (),  forgive 
me  !   foririvc  me  !  4^1 

Stttr.  Who  <ai(l  that'?  Taiike  me 
awaiiy.  little  L'"ell.  It  he  (»n('  o'  my 
bad  daav>. 

[/•>//  Sterr /.'/A//  Millv. 

J)i>l'ii  \sin<>ni]i  •  in;  \\\\{  ^  1 '  •  It  In  inh.      He 

not  >o  ea -!  d<)\\  II.  my  sucft  Eva.    You 

h«aid   him  say  it   \sas  one  of  his  l^ad 

days.      He   will    lu'   sUl'e   to  know   ymi 

o  ni«  'rr«  t\\ .  4^ , 

H'd.     \\  isalnio«,f  tlieli-t  (»f  my  had 

lays.    1    'h:!!!v.       I    am    v.ry    I'air.t.      1 

mu-^t   lie  down,     (rive  me  yoiir  arm. 

Lead  me  hack  aL^ain. 

[I)»tra  /<//•' .N  Kva  u-t"  i'/i/itr  r<>"iii. 

Kit,  r  MiT.T.Y. 

V/Vv.     >ri<<  n..r.i:   Mi-^^  Dora' 

/■fi". I,  (/,„,/' iijif /•).     (^)r. i>  t  !  (^uii-t  !   W'li.it 
is  v  '! 

1/V>.      Mr.  "Arold.  .Miss. 

Jj'f.l  BeluWV  4S)-y 


Milly.  Yells,  Miss.  He  b 
a  word  to  the  owd  man,  but  b 
up  if  ye  lets  Mm. 

Dora.      Tell   him,   then,  t 
waiting  for  him. 
MiUy.     Yeas,  Miss. 

[Dora  m7«  peimveijf  a. 

Enter  Harold. 

Harold.     You  are  pale,  n 

but  the  ruddiest  cheek 

That  ever  charm *d  the  plo^ 

your  wolds 
Might  wish  its  rose  a  lily,  coul 
But  half  as  lovely,     l'  was  i 

with 
Your  father,  asking  hisconse 

wish'd  me  — 
That  we  should  marry.     H 

answer  nothing, 
I  could  make  nothing  of  hi 

mv  flower. 
You    look    so  weary  and    s 

What  is  it 
Has  put  you  out  of  heart  ? 

Jhnn.  It  jHits  nu 

Airain  to  see  vou  :  but  iudctil 
( )f  my  i>o(  >r  father  puts  me  out 
Is  yours  yet  living  ? 
HtU'^UL  No -^ I  told 

/>"/•<  ^ 

Jhivihl.       Confusion  !  —  ^ 
well  :  the  state  we  all 
Must  come  to  in  our  spriui:  at 

World 
If   we   live   lomr   enouirh!    ; 

Steer  l(K>ks 
The  v<ry  typi*  of  Aire  in   j: 

bow'd 
To   the    earth  he   came   froi 

L^rave  he  uoi's  to. 
Heneath  the  burthen  of  year: 
Ih.rn .  More  like  tl 

Of  Christian  in  mv  '  Pilirrim'.'s 

here. 
Bow'd  to  the  dust  beneath  tli 
of  sin. 
Thun'.],     Sin!     What  sin ": 
l)"ia.  Not  \i\<  o\ 

ll'ifnltl.  That  nu 

Still  read,  then? 

I>"r,i.  Y(s  :  our  carter 

shephenls 

Still  tin<l  a  comfort  there. 

Ilari'iil,  Carters  arul  si 

]h>rii.   Seorn!  I  hate  s<-orn 

with  no  religion  — 
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niotlicr  usinI  to  siiy  thut   such  a 

one  s.v> 

without  rudder,  anchor,  conipa>s 

—  nii^ht  he 

own  every  wuy  with  ev«'ry  ^ust  and 

wn-ck 

any  rock;  and  tho*  you  are  good 

and  gentle, 
if  thro'  any  want  — 
Hartiitl.         "  Of  this  n'li«rion  ? 

lid,  rcmi  a  littU'  liistorv,  vou  will 
find 
eonimou  hrothcrhixMl  of  man  Iuim 
been 
ron^'d  by  the  cnieltics  t»f  his  n-li- 

gions 
bre  than  (H>u1d  ever  have  hap]U'nM 
thro'  the  want 
any  or  all  of  them. 
I/uni.  Hut,  ()  dear  fri«'ud. 

^f  tlin»'  the  want  of  any  —  1  niraii  tin* 
tru«'  one  —  54 1 

^ncl   panlon  me  for  Hayinir  it  —  you 

should  ever 
Be  t4.*nipt4'd   into  dninir  what   nii.Ldit 

Keinn 
Not  alto/fi'ther  worthy  of  you,  T  think 
That  I  should  hn-ak  my  In 'art.  for  ynu 

have  taught  mc 
To  love  you. 

Ilandd.     What  is  tliisV     s<»m«'  t»:ii 
been  stirrin;; 
Aj^nst  me?  he.  ymir  nistir  aninri-'. 
Tlie  iNiHsird  Dani'Mi  nf  Mnir  |m-:    rd 

hen*, 
ThfH  Dolmon  of  yunr  !•!>  II  V 

Ihtra.  N"   -^ir.  :•■»* 

Old  you   not   ti'll   mh-  1i«-  \^  i>«  iii/i.l 

with  jtali>ii-\ . 
Had   threiiti'n'd   tm-m    \<iiir   ].;•-.   .unl 
would  sav  ati\  tliitiL'  ;  «;:  i 

Did  /not  ppimisi'Miit  to  li-^ii-n  t>i}iim. 
Nor  ev«'n  to  st-e  tin-  Mi:i!>  't 

lltintbL  <iihid:  linn  \\\\a\  i- i? 

Tlrnt  luiik's  yoti  talU  s.  •  dnli  f  \W\  - 

Ihtni.  I  till- 1  > "II  -  - 

My  father.    Will,  imlnd.  a  l"r:«  nd  ji.-' 

now. 
One  that    has    W\\\   ni.nli    w  ri>;i.'''i, 

wlin-f  ::rii  N  an-  iiiim-. 
Was  waniiiiL'  iin-  ih  it  if  a  j-ri'li  inni 
Shfiulil    Will  a    farim  t'm  da'i_'lr»  r.    lit 

Wii'lid    III 

StMiU'T  'T  lal«  r  '.liariuil  -.1  Im  r  am-'ri.- 
The  )  uiii-;.  ItiiMi  Ills  ci|U.i!'> 
lUi  r-Kd.  Ml  tr»  f  I II  il  hi' 


What,   1  that  have  hcin  lalTd  s 

rialist, 
A  Conununist,  a  Nihilist  —  what 

will!  — 
Jhtra.   What  ar<'  all  these  ? 
IfurM.  rtof>ian  idioi 

They  did  not  last  three  Jimes. 

ramimnt  wcitU 
Stmn^^lecaeh  other,  die.  :ind  mak 

Hoil 
ForCiesars,  Cromwills.  and  Na])o 
To  nK)t  their  i)ow«  r  in.     1  have  : 

nivsrlf 
From  all  such  difams,  and  some 

sav  because 
I  have  inherited  my  uncle.    I^t  t 
liut  -  -shamed  dI"  vou,  my  empre 

shoidd  pri/e 
Tile  pearl  t)f  beaiiiy.  evi-n  if  I  fou 
Dark  with  the  sunt  of  slum^. 

y^'/v/.  liut  I  I  an  tell 

We  SleiT'*  an*  id  n|d  1)|imm1,  tho*  V 

falh-n. 
Sci"  ihiTinur  »»hi«*ld.  (I*"iiitiiitjto 

".I    iinf  II  fi  '  j'tt  I'l     ) 

For  I  havi'  heanl  the  S 
Had  land   in  Sa\<>ti  tim«  ^  ,  and 

o\x  ti  naiiM* 
Of  Ilamld  MMiin!'*  >.i»  Kni:lish  ai 

i.ld 
!  am  -iin-  vdm  nui-l  he  j»rnud  of  i 
//./  .  './  ■  N 

,\-.  \  I  •  I  -■  ii.  I  1\   Ti  1 1  it  mine.     I 
it 

Fur -m;;.!-  ;||;,  ,   t  h' .;•«  iTid  acfcs.    I 

I  i"i|  li<i\\ 
And  \\  • -alih.  ami  layhnth.-it  your 

/'■■■'  .Xnd  trhiil 

Ynur  n  I  till-  I'l  !"iirt  v 

il'     ■'  I  ■«»m«-.  c'ime,  mv 

i'miiltIi 
'  M'  Miw  ^.TraiiL'i   talk       I  love  you, 

\  iiti  nil*. 
Tr-ii-.  1  havi-  hi-M  npinions.  liold 

.still. 

\\  iii(  h  yiMi  Would  srarer  ap[>rov 

fnr  all  that 
I  aiti  a  man  nnt  prnni-  Tn  |i-al'>u«i|( 
<  .»|it i- i«i.    ]iiimiir<.   niiH^js,    Imi 

naily 
To  mak'-  nljowanees.  and  miirhty 
Til  fill  iiiTiiice<.      Nay.  1  ilo  Ik-Hi 
1    coiild    fiiri;i\<       w<  II.    almost 

thiuL' 
And  thai  more  freely  than  your  f< 

prieHt. 


Bocniise  I  know  iiiorfi  fully  tlian  /ir 
What   poor  eitrthwomis   are  all   and 

tfiCh  of  UA.  jqi 

flere  crawling  in  this  boundless  Na- 


llnpm  alrfftdy. 


Jlirold.  Neil  by  ihis  true  kj»,  y™ 

aru  thn  first 
I  evur  have  loved  truly. 

[  Thss  Aiw  eairh  other. 
Fka  (W(ft  M  «M7rf  ery).  Hif  Up  Edgar  t 
JLirold.  The  phantom  cry!  J"*™— 

did  yov  hear  a  cry  I 
Dera.  Bnc  must  be  erylug  out '  Sd- 

gar'  in  her  sleep.  «» 

JIarv/iJ.     Who  must  be  cryiug  out 

'Ecigiir'  in  htT  slro])  t 
Soiu.     "^our  pftrdon  for  a  minuU-. 

She  moHt  be  waltod. 
narold.  Who  must  he  waked  T 
Dora.     I  am  not  deuf;   you  fright 

Wliat  ails  you ! 
JlariM.     Sppftk. 

jyara.  You  know  her,  E^a. 

IlarxM.  Eva  I 

[Eva  open*  tlte  floor  aii(l  utaiiiiii  in 

Bbol 

Hm.  Make  her  liappy,  Ihen,  and  I 
forgive  you.  f  /■^l/n  ilz-nit. 

Dora.  Happyl  What)  Edgar?  Ih  it 
BO?  Can  it  bet 
TheytoldmcBO.  Yea,  yes  I  I  sec  it  all 

0,  she  has  fainted  I  Sister,  Eva,  sister  I 
Ilfi  is  yours  again  —  he  will  love  p»« 

I  give  him  liack  to  you  again.     Look 
up  I  610 

One  word,  or  do  but  smile  1  Sweet,  do 

vmi  hear  me  t 

'  [I'liti  lier  hand  m  Eva's  k> iirl. 
There,  there  — the  heart.  O  God  1  — 


lliiTvld.    Living  — 

'  all  slJIL 

Nothing  lo  live  for.' 

She  —  abc  kDowt  ■ 
{A  f«u«r.l 
She  tucw  me  from  the  a 

gted  with  me, 
8be  hid  this  sistt^r,  told  ^ 

I  have  wasted  pity  o 

Not  acting,  playing  o 

Ttieg  dmg  the  r 

they  I 
Playing  on   me  ■ 

Yet — how  she  1 
tlie  dead  I 

jrOfy.  Pltitoe,  Mister  *ii 


<  lire  for. 


To  hov  a  word  wi'  ye  aUni 
riage. 
HiiTolri.   The  what  t 
Milly.         The  marriagr. 
Ihroid,  The  msrrii 

Milly.  Y'eas.  Ui. 

Granny  says   marriages  h 

Jfarold.   Bhe  lies  1  Tbey 

hell.      Child,  canl  y 

TeH  Iheni  to  fly  for  a  doci. 

Mill}/.  O.  law  - 

"11  run  fur  'im  mysen. 

Harold.  All ; 

Yes.  deathlike  !      Dead  ? 

look.      If  dead. 
Were  it  best  to  steal  awi 

And  her  too,  pain.  pain.  ] 

My 

This  world  of    mud,   on  1 

fleams 
Of  pieaanre,  all  the  foul  f 
That  bla.st  om'  natural   f 

Enter  DobsoN 

Dobmn.      Tou.     Ifastt 

Harold,  or  whalivei 

They  calls  ye,  for  I  warn 

goto 


Ill 
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hajlfe  a  scoor  o'  iiaftmes — out  o' 
the  cbaumbcr  1 

[Dragging  him  jkint  the  btnly. 

Tar&ld.  Not  that  way,  man  I  Curse 
on  your  brutal  strengtli  I 

mnot  pass  that  way. 

"hifmun.  Out  o'  the  cbaumbcr ! 

mash  tha  into  nowt. 

iarold.  The  mere  wild-beast ! 

'Mmon,  Out  o'  the  cbaumbcr,  dang 
tha! 

Jarold.       Lout,  churl,  clown  I 
[  WJnle    they  are    »houtiug    and 
ntruggling  Dora  nV«  and  corner 
betitfen  them. 

Toraipi  Dobsou).  Peace,  h't  him  be  ; 
it  is  the  (chamber  of  Death ! 

,  you  arc  icnfoUl  more  a  gentle- 
man, 

hundred  timra  more  wortli  a  wo- 
man's love, 

in  this,  tliis  —  but  I  waste  no  wonls 

upon  him : 
wickedness  \a  like  my  wretched- 
ness— 

'ond  all  language. 
Harold.)      You  —  you     se<;    her 
there  ! 

y  fifteen  when   tlrst  you  came  on 
her,  ^»5«» 

I  tlicn  the  sweetest  ll»)wer  of  all 

the  Wr)l(l8. 

lovely  in  the  pmnn'sr  of  her  May, 
winsome  in  her  <^nu'<'  and  LMict y, 
loved    by   all    tlur   villaire   pei>]>le 

h«'rr, 
lappy  in  licrsi'lf  and  in  Iht  borne  -  - 
}ubitrni     (tif/ifatttf).      Tlu'iT,   tln*erl 

ha*  doni".     1  ^an'l  alw-ar  u*  »«■»• 

her.  I  Krt't. 

kfrn.     A  rhild,  and  all  a<4  truNtful 

as  a  child ! 
e   years  of   shainr   and    sufTtTinir 

broke  thr  In-art 
it  only  Iwat   fi>r  y<>u  ;  and  he,  tin* 

fatiicr.  I 

•o'  that  di^ihoimr  uliieh  vmi  ])ri»UL'ht  ■ 

upon  us,  '"♦■'  , 

I  lost  hish'altli.  hi»^  ry«'^i::hi.  rv«  n 

his  niinii. 
fa  rtfOf  { I'f  t  n  ri/i'/  hii'  fttf*).     10  n  o  u ;:  li ! 


Dora.      It  seem'd  so ;    only  there 
was  left 
A  second  daughter,  and  to  her  you 

came 
Veiling  one  sin  to  act  another. 

JIartM,  No ! 

You  wrong  me  there !  hear,  hear  mt*  I 
I  wish'd,  if  you  —  [/^/m*cj». 

Dora.     If  I  — 

Harold.     Could  love  me,  could    U* 
brought  to  love  uie 
As  I  lovtHl  you  — 

iMra.  What  Ihfn  ? 

Jfandd.  I  wish'd,  I  hoiK'd 

To  make,  to  make  — 

Ihra.      What  did  yon  hoix'  to  make  t 
Ilartild.     'T  were*  U-st  to  make;  an 
end  of  my  lost  life. 
O  Dom,  Dora  I 

Dt^ra.        What  did    you    hope    to 
make  ?  670 

llantld       Make,    make!     I    eunnot 
find  the  word  —  forgive  it  — 
Amend.s. 

Ihtra.     For  what  ?  to  wlioni  ? 
Uandd.  To  him.  to  viai  I 

[Fall inn  at  hir/nt. 
D*mt.     To  him  !  U)  im- ! 

No.  not  with  all  your  wealth. 
Your  lan<l.    y<air   lifi*!    but    in    the 

TuTcest  storm 
That  ever  mjule  earth   tn'mble  — he, 

nor  I  — 
Thi-  shtll<T  of  your  nM)f  —  not  fi>r  om» 

moment  — 
Nofhinir  from  ynu  / 
Sunk  in  the  drefM'st  pit  of  paui)erism. 
Pushd  from  all  doors  as  If  we  bore  the 

plague. 
Smitii-n  with  fi-ver  in  the  open  fiehi, 
biitl   f:iniinf-strirken  at  the  gat<»H  of 
Ih-alh—  AMI 

Nothin«:  from  you ! 

Hut  she  tln-re    -  hrr  last  won! 
Foriruvr  —  ami  1  forgivr  ynu.     If  you 

evtT 
Koririvc  yours4'lf,  you  urc  even  lower 

and  baser 
Than    evrn    I    n\\\   well  brliive   vou. 

1  lit  lit  Jt  at  hrr  ft  ft.      i  u  rta  in  fall* 


CROSSENG  THE  BAR 

SrsBET  miiJ  evening  star, 

And  oDe  clear  cail  for  tu«  T 
Anil  utaj  Uiere  be  no  motuiing  of  Uie  bar, 

Wlien  I  put  out  to  aea, 

But  Budi  a  tide  as  tncving  Germs  asleep. 

Too  full  tor  sound  and  foam. 
Wliuu  Ibat  ffblfli  drew  from  ont  Ilie  boundJess  deep 

Turns  again  home. 


J  after  tliat  tlie  dork  ! 
And  niaj  there  be  no  sadness  of  furtwell. 
Wlien  I  smbctrk ; 

For  thn'  from  mil  our  botirne  of  Time  and  Plact 

Tlie  flood  may  bear  me  fur. 
I  hope  lo  see  m;  Pilot  face  u>  face 

When  1  liave  urist  lUc  bur. 
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\i'if.     -    rik<-  |MM'iii«  uliiili    l<>li<'H   iiii  liiili-   :til   t)i<>«<>  mIimIi    })i\i-   III  I'll   otnittnl   )• 
•  uT'i'-r  hi'iii  111-  l;ili-J  ri'\i-ii|  iililiori-.  i»r  iir\»r  at  kiinw  Irili^iil   li\   Imii.      IlifV  an 
|-i:ii:>-i   If  i-aii--   tli- v   ii.i\r   tur  the  in>>^t   part  i-Diiliiiunl  tu  ha\(    iiinviu'V  in  Ann 
^Itbttii^h  ilru|»|H-il  frnni  nilliMtiw  «Mlili«iii>  in  Kn^laml. 


TIMIUCTOOi 

'  \h'f]t  ill  that  liiHi-Iiniinri'il  iiilainl  Uv* 
A  niv-tii-  litv,  j^ual  of  hi^li  I'lniin-*!-.' 

TllAI'MAN. 

|<T<iiin  upim  thr  Moiiiitiiiii  which  o'er 

l<M»ks 
Th«*   iiJirrow  scan,  whi»<i«'  nipii!  iiit<T- 

vul 
I'arfa  Afric  from  ^hmmi  Kiiropr.  whi'ii 

thr  Sun 
llii'i    f:iirii    lirhtw    th'    Atlantic,    ami 

alH>vi' 
The  silnit  heavens  wvvr  hiciit-hd  with 

fat  TV  li.i^lit. 
riKtTtairi     wJn'thrr     fatTV     liuht    «»r 

I'loiid. 
FlowiiiiT  Siiiithwanl.  Mild  the  «  h-t^iii^^ 

nf  ili-cp.  <lrrp  lihle 
SIiiiiiIx'I-'jI  iint'a(hi>Mi;il»I<',  mii'I  iIm*  •.<:»r- 
\V<?n'  !li>i»<liil   uv«T    with   «-li"ir    u:i"r\ 

and  p;t|i- 
I  ^ti'/.cil  upi»M  the  »»h«M  nv  cMM'^t  lny-iiiil. 
Thi'P'   wlii-n*  tin*    <ii:iii!    «•!'  nIil  'linn- 

intix'il 
The    limits    nt"    hi*    pm^MN.^     jiiiliii-. 

hiL'h 

I^HliT  time  el;i^«d    tl'itn  earth'    fV«  n  :i«» 

the  s,.;, 
WhfM    We.ity  ••(   \\\h\    ilirnad    lillildetii 

Hilir**    iiI'MiihN    \\henli\     {i»    stay    hi** 

y<  a-!\  \\  a\  e-.. 
And  iiiM' Ii  I  iiiM-i  >l  on  lein  tid>«  i|iiainr 

and  "Id 
Whii'h  ^^  hill  line  \\. Ill  the   h' at  t« 'if  all 

nil  '  iMh 

1    A  l*<-  in  ulr.  Ii>-I>l.i:i)<>l  th.  <'|i: !!..i'. 

Mt*4|:il  .r.  ;l.i  <  aiiitii  iii^t  l '..inim  nri  ni< nt, 
MIMI«  \\|\.  \l\  A.  I|.N.Nv-..»>.  .1  Tri- 
nilv  <<!i«  f  ■ 


Toward  lh«'ir  hriLditiu'SS.  fv'n  as  t 

<  Ira  us  air  ; 
Hilt    had    their  heiti;:  in  tin*  hcai 

mati 
As  air  i^  th'  lite   nt'  llaiiii"  and 

Wert  then 
A  rcntcrM  irinry  rirrht!  memiiry. 
DivinrM  Ataiaiiii^.  whom  the  wa 
Havo  buried  det  p    .itid   tiioii   nf 

natiie. 
Imprrliil  Kidtiradi).  pMtf'd  with  t^t 
Shadows  t<»  whieh.  i!i*spite  all  sh 

of  (-|ianL''e. 
All  oti  NiT  of  caiirieimis  accident, 
Men  I  lunLT  with  \earnini;  hnpc  u 

wiMjli)  not  dii 
As  when  in  *»i»nie  irre.-it  city  when 

wails 
ShaLi-.  and    I  hi-    "streets    with   ;:h 

faces  Till  nil  l:  d. 
I>o  utter  r<»tth  a  ^-ulifiTriiieaii  voi 
Ainnii:^  thi'  inner  i  ultiniiis  fat  rcti 
Al  iii'driiL'hi,  in  tin  !>i!ie  A(-rop«>| 
|»i  tiile  the  aw  till  <f'  111  II"  of  the  pi 
i\Tii  lis  till-  pale  I'rit  ^Ii-SH  ill  ihi'p  f 
I  the  w  hih' 

'  Ali'Ve  hi  r  hiiul  thi-  weak  lamp 
:  'iii'l  w  iiikn 

I  ri'-i  till-  rf:ir:i:l  s«;inini»ninL'  witi 
Natldess  >hi-    i-\i-r    rla«.p-.  the   m; 

HaiheN  ihe  diM  liauds  with  tears. 

L'l/eth    I'H 

Th  •>•   e\is  whieh  Wear  no  liL'h! 
tliat  will  II with 
'.  Her  pliantaM  inturms  them. 

Where  ar 
I  Thinins  of  tlie    Western    wave. 
I^laiiil**  L'n-i-n  7 
Whip-  are  \Mur  niiNinli*rlit  haIN, 
I  ii'darn  t:l<MiiiiM. 

I  Tbr  lihi!^<M>iiiiii|rHl>ys.mf)  of  3*niir  Ii 
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Your  Bowcriuij;  capes,  and  jour  gitlil- 

muUnl  buys 
lllown  munil  with  bsppy  ajrs  of  oijor- 

oiis  winds? 
Wbere  are  ilw  infinite  wajs,  which, 

seraph- trud. 
Wound  Uiro'  your  great  Elyslan  soli- 

Whoae  loweM  deeps  wtre,  us  wilb  yis- 

ible  love, 
Pill'd  wilh  Uivine  effulgence,  circum- 

Flowiiig  between  the  clear  ami  polish'd 

And  ever  circling  rouwi  Uieir  emerald 


oUea 
For  noUiiji£  vislblu,   Ibcr  Hay,   had 

birth 
In  dtat  bleat  ground,  but  It  was  play'd 

About 
With  Its  peculiar  urlory.     Then  I  raised 
My  TDice  and  cricil,  '  Wide  Afric,  doth 

thy  Sun 
Lighten,  thy  hills  enfold  a  city  as  fitir 
Afl  those  wliicli  starr'd  the  night  o'  the 

elder  world  ? 
Or  Is  the  rumour  of  thy  Timbuctoo 
A  dream  as  fmil  a«  those  of  ancienl 

A  curve  of  whitening,  tluBhing.  ebb- 
ing light! 

A  rustling  of  while  wingst  the  bright 
descent 

Of  a  young  Seraph  1  and  he  stood  be- 
side me 

There  on  the  ridge,  and  look'd  inlo 
my  face 

With  his  unutterable,  shining  orbs. 

So  that  with  hasty  motion  I  did  veil 

My  vision  wilh  both  hands,  and  saw 

Such  colour'd  spots  as  dance  athwart 

the  eyea 
Of  those  that  gaze  upon  Uic  noonday 

Sun. 
Girt  with  a.  zone  ot  flashing  gold  be- 

His breast. and  comptiss'J  roundabout 

bis  brow 
With   triple   arch    of    cvcr-changuig 

And  circled  with  Ibe  glory  of  living 
light 


And  ulI«!miiIiou  of  ftti  faur^  be  m 
•  O  child  of  man,  why  nam 

Upon  the  Mountain,  on  tlw  ibM 

old 
Which  flll'd  the  earth  with  pi 

Which  Qung    siranse  mudc  uo  Mc 

howliug  winds. 
And   odours  rapt   from  tvoiiili  An 

Thy  sense  la  clogg'd  with  dull  nMrt 

ity; 
niy  spfrii  (etter'd  wilh  the  bod  ■ 

Upcii  thine  eyes  and  see.* 

I  luok'd,  iMl  ■ 
Uinn  liis  Face,  for  It  was  wnoilaful 
Witli  lis  exceeding  brighlnrse.  iirI  It 

lig;ht 
Of  the  great  Angel  Mind  Rhldi  Iv*' 

from  out 
Tlie  starry  glowing  of  hCs  tvsttMt  qi 
I  felt  my  wm!  grow  luigbly.  ami  n 

With  supernatural  excitHiion  boond 
Within  mc.  and  my  mental  eye  gw 

large 
With  such  a  vast  cIrcumfcraKe 

thought, 
Tliat  in  my  vanity  I  scem'd  to  bUdi 
Upon   the  outward  verge  aud  boa 

Of     full     beatitude.      Each     tldli 


The  smallest  grain  thst  dappled 

dark  eartli. 
The  indlstinct«st  atom  in  deep  ak. 
The  Moon's  white  cities,  and  the  o 

width 
Of  her  amat!  glowing  lakes,  her  ^ 

heights 
Unvisiled  wilh  dew  of  vagrant  cIo 
And    the    unsounded,    undeecaa 

depth 
Of  her  black  hollowa.    The  cIckt  t 


Shoi 


1  Of  It  - 


Distinct  and  vivid  with   sharp  pol 

of  li^ht. 
Blaze  within    blaze,   an    tinimagi 

depth 
And  harmony  ot  planet-girded  smu 
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l^nd  moon-endrcled  plancta,  whc(>l  in 
wheel, 
k*d  the  wan  flapphin*.     Nay  —  tlic 
hum  of  men. 
other  things  talking  in  unlcnown 
tongues, 

A>nd  notes  of  busy  life  indiHtant  worlds 
It  like  a  far  wave  on  my  anxious 


A  maze  of  piercing,  trackless,  tli rill- 
ing thoughts, 
Xarolving  and  embracing  each  with 

each, 
B^pid  as  fire.  inextrical)1y  link'd. 
Expanding  momently  with  even*  siirlit 
^nd  sound  which  strurk  tlu*  |iii)pitat 

ing  sense, 
*Thc  issue  of  strong  inipulsr,  hurrictl 

through 
The  riven  r»])t  brain ;    as   when   in 

some  largo  laki> 
From   pn*ssurt*  of  doHccndant  cm. its 

which  lapse 
Disjointed,  crumbling  from  their  |>ii 

rent  slope 
At  slender  inttTval.  the  Irvil  calm 
Is  ridg'd  witli  rcHtlfKH  anil  incrcasinL' 

Mplicn*!* 
Which  bn*ak   u|mmi   carh   ntht-r.  i-arli 

tir  elTrrl 
Of  separate  impiilsi'.   but    niitrf  ticit 

and  striMig 
Than  its  pn'cursDr.  till  tin-  ivc  in  vain 
Amid  the  wild    iinri'st    nf  swirMiiiiiiir 

shade 
Dappled    witli    IiuIIdw    :iim1    :illirii:it« 

rise 
Of  intirrpenitnitrrl  nrr,  wmuM  m  ;in 
Definite  rrMiinl. 

1  Kiiiiu  iml  it'  1  sli:t|)i 
These  tldn^M  with  :i(-i-iir:iir  ^imiliiiiili- 
From  visilili-  i»lijiit-,    t".»r   lii?  "Iit:il\ 
nnw. 

IjCHS  vivid  lliMM  :i)i  ilf  t'limoMi  ii  iln  -iti,. 
The   memiir\    ni    ilni    r!i»n!;il    im-i  1 

ll'IHi- 

Conu'S  •»'«T    ?i.i".    .Hi- 1    it    iiiix     111-    I 

The  ini!»' '-■■ -I  ■■;  i-.-.  pr.  •..  ir?  [niip! 
With  it',  p  !>.•  I  !■  II  :i'  «.-   \  1 1  i I  -,1  •  111-  tit 

IIH- 

As  evrn    Hn  ■•     iln     ^irnul    ■•!    ipiii  k 

til'.'],  hi 
Abs4irli<<i  nil-  ii>>in  llii    ii:i!ii!i    ••!  i'^'  It 
With  it"i  "\\  n  tl«  i-trM-^s      WIpt*    i-   Im 

tli. it,  iH.riii- 


Adown  tlic   sloping    of    an    ami 

stream. 
Could  link  his  shallop  to  tlic  flei>t 

etlge. 
And  muse  midway  with  pliilosoii 

calm 
Upon  the  wondrous  laws  which  re 

late 
The  flen^'ness  of   the  bounding   i 

mcnt  ? 
My  thoughts  which  long  had  gr 

(>ird  in  the  slime 
Of  this  dull  world,  like  dusky  woi 

which  house 
liem^atli  unshaken  waters,  but  at  o 
Upon   some  earth  awakening   day 

Spring 
Do  pass    from   gl(»om  to  glory,    i 

aloft 
Winnow  tlie  ]nirple,  l>earing  on  b 

sitles 
Doidile  display  of  star  lit  wings,  wli 

luirn 
Fan  like    and     filired    with    Inten; 

l)l<Min) : 
\\\'i\  so  my  thoUL'ht^i,  en- while  so  h 

now  felt 
rnwtter:d)lr  Inmvanev  ami  strenirti 
'!'•»   Iwar   tliem    upward    tlirnii;;h 

tr:u  kli-N*.  I'hjil". 
Of  MTidetiii'ii  existiiin-  far  and  free. 
Tin  M    tir^t    witliin    ilie    South   i 

tlhxiL'lit  1  s:iw 
A   wiMliTni«.».  Ilf    >piri«*,   and  <-lirv: 

pilr 

Of  ninpart   npnn    ntiipart.  dome 

d««me. 
!niinil:if»lf  r:iiiL'f-  Mf  baltjitneiit 

<  >ii     l>  itrli  iiK-iit.     :iimI     tlie     ini|N*; 

h'  ii'lil 
i  )f  <  M'M  ip\  i  -I  riani'piid. 

HthiiMl 
lii    •li.iiiMiiii!    liL'lit   M]t«prun'j'  tlie  i] 

/li?!:.'  p«  :ik- 
*  If"  l*\  rnni'U.  ;i>.  t  ir  *>Mrp:i'-«.iiiL''  ejirl 
A-,  in   i^i  ■:  iIj:iii  i"ir:|i  i-.   l:iiri  r        Ki 

■t)..!': 
I'j-ii     li;-     iiirn  «  'i    irnim  n«T     !■ 

;,•  1 1  . 1  It  «. 

<  »r    \\  h'-i  1  iriL'    -iij' -.   I'f    -t.-irs,  or  *«« 

III  iiii'i", 
ui  I  :!||i  r  -.Imw  I  r  iFiL' «  iri  lilar  a!i\  s-* 

<  »r    M-liiiici-       l',ut    tin-    ;;|iiry    «»f 

pl:ief 

^tiHul  out  a  pillar  d  front  of  biirnis 
gold. 
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InUrnnlui^ly  h>)Cli.  il  kuM  it  wt-re 
Or  mi-Utl  more  etburiiir.  nixl  bfoiwlb 
Two  doois    of    bliiuUng    Iirilllaiicc. 

wliW«  no  (ra«e 
Mi^t  rt»t.  atwiu  u|i«]j,  anil  tlie  tye 

Tbrougib  lougtb  of  (Mxvb  aiid  Falvo 

luid  IkiuuiIIl-iu  hull. 
Pnrt  of  n  Uimop  ■)[  linry  Oanu;  wliurc- 

Tbl'HDDW;  Bklrti!l|£OrU  tJ^IU-UK-'Ul  bllll^, 

Ajtd  gliuipse  c>(  multitudes  of  mulu- 

ThaX  minUU-r'd  arauud  It — If  I  mw 
Thetf  Uilngs  ilialuiL'tly,  fur  my  buauui 

Slaggwr'il    btni:ntb    Ibi'    viaion.  uuH 

liiickuigbl 
Cwwt  down  upnD  my  eyelid*,  aiid  I 

foil 
Willi  ulaUtcrbig  bond  he  niK-A  mn 

up: 
Tbcn  with  a  moaroful  and  ineffable 

tmile, 
Which  liiit  lo  look  on  for  a  monnTit 

fill-d 
Hy  eyes  with  irresistible  sweet  teats. 
In  accents  of  mtijca^c  melody, 
Likeaswoln  river's  gushings  in  atill 

Dight 

Mingled  with  flnatiDg  mu^,  thus  he 

'  There  is  do  mightier  Spirit  tbnn  1 

to  sway 
Tbe  heart  of  man  :  and  teach  him  to 

BtUiiu 
By  shadowing  forth  the  Unattainabtc  : 
And  step  by  step  to  scale  that  mighty 

Whose  landing-place  is  wrapt  about 

with  clouds 
Of  glory  of  hCHsen.'    With  oirlicat 


Andio  tiic  ^lowofsiulow  Summ<'rlii)c. 
And  in  red  Autumn  when  the  winds 

arc  wild 
With -eambols.  and  wbon  full-Toiceii 

Wiut*r  roofs 
The    headland   with   inviolate   white 

I  play   about  his    bciirt   a   thouannd 

Visit  Ilia   eyes  with   visions,  and   bis 


With  hiiriQouin  of  wind  and  ' 
or  wind*  whicli  t«11  i>f  itBtrr&  w 


Aijd  win  him  uuto  >r 


So  grtiss  of  hrart  wbo  ha*«  iw 

aud  known 
A   higher   than  ibcy  nro:  Th«y 

dim  eyu8 
Behuld    me  darkling.     Lai  I 

given  tboo 
To  undorslMid  my  pnaetm,  ai 

feci 
My  fultiMs :  t  hare  flll'd  tlij  Up 

1  bavcmbt-d  tbeenlghrTtoUwq 

□t  beavon. 
Maii'H  Aral,  last  lionie  t  and  tka« 

raviidi'd  winM 
Liateneat    the    lordly  mnaic  Oi 

from 
Til'  illtmilnbie  years,     1  am  Ih 

The  permeating  life  wbicb  ooi 

through 
All  th'  tntriotlc  and  iBbrrintltine 
Of   tbe  great   vine  of  "Fable.   » 

oiitiiprettd 
With  growth  of  shadowing  l<« 

clusters  rare, 
Keacheth  to  every  comer  unde 

Deep*rootcd  in  the  living  soil  of  i 
Po  thut  men's  hopes  and   feart 

refuge  In 
Tbe     fragrance    of    its    com  pi 

glooms. 
And  cool  impleacbM  twilights. 

of  man. 
Sue'st  thou  yon  river,  whose  It 

cent  wave. 
Forth    Issuing    from    the    daj' 

wiiidotb  through 
The  argent  streeU  o'  th'  city,  im 
The  soft  inverslmi  of  licr'tren 

Her  ganlen a  frequent  with  the  » 

Her  paffoda  buog  wiUi  muslr  of 

Im'IIs. 
Her  oliOisks  of  rang^i  dirysolit 
Miiinrcie  and   towers!    Lol   he 

patseth  by. 
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1  gulphfl  himself  in  sands,  as  not 

enduring 
carry   through  the  worid   those 

waves,  which  bore 
•  reflex  of  my  city  in  their  depths, 
city  t  oh  latest  throne  t  where  I 

was  raised 
be  a  mystery  of  loveliness 
to  all  eyes,  the  time  is  well-nigh 

come 
len  I  must  render  up  this  glorious 

home 
keen  Discovery:  soon  yon  brilliant 

towers 
i\\  darken  with  the  waving  of  her 

wand  ; 
rken,  and  shrink  and  shiver  into 

huts, 
ck  specks  amid  a  waste  of  dreary 

sand, 
ir-built,  mudwall'dp  barbarian  set- 
tlements, 
w  chang'd  from  this  fair  city  ! ' 

Thus  far  tlio  Spirit: 
ra  parted  heaven- want  on  the  wing: 

and  I 
\B  left  alone  on  Caipe.  and  the  nunni 
d   fallen  from  the   night,  and  all 

was  dark  1 


[E   'HOW     AND  THE     WHY' 

? 

AM  any  man's  suitor. 
f  any  will  t)e  mv  tutor : 
k>me  say  this  life  is  ph'Hsiint, 

Some  think  it  HiM'nIcth  fast. 
n  time  there  is  no  pn^smt. 
n  eternity  no  future, 

In  eternity  no  piist. 
)  laugh,  we  cry.  we  are  lH)rii,  we 

10  will  ridtlle  mv  th«?  h**fr  and  tlie 
whyf 

rhe  bulrush  iumIs  unto  its  l>n>ther. 
Phe   wht'iiti'jirs    whi^prr    to    i-ach 

other : 
2at  is  it    they  siiy  ^    what  do  they 

there  r 
ly  t\v(>  ami  two  make  four?  why 

roiiiMJ  is  not  S4|imre  ?  I 

ly  the  HM-k  staiitU  still,  and  tlie  light  ■ 

clouds  tlv  ? 


Why  the  heavy  oak  groans,  and  the 

white  willows  sigh  ? 
Why  deep  is  not  high,  and  high  is  not 

deep  ? 
Whether  we  wake,   or  whether  we 

sleep? 
Whether  we  sleep,  or  whether  we  die  ? 
How  you  are  you  ?  why  I  am  I  Y 
Who  will  riddle  me  the  hmo  and  the 

ufhyf 

The  world  is  somewhat ;   it  goes  on 

somehow : 
But  what  is  the  meaning  of  th^n  and 

nou>f 
I  feel  there  is  something;  but  tiow 

and  what  ? 
I  know  tlierc  is  somewliat:  but  what 

and  why  Y 
I  cannot  tell  if  that  somewhat  be  I. 
The    little    bird    pipeth  —  '  why  ? 

why  ?  • 
In  the  summer  woods  wlien  the  sun 

falls  h>w. 

And  the  great  binl  sits  on  the  opposite 
bouji^ii^ 

And  stares  in  his   face,   and  shouts 

•  iiow  ?  iiowY* 
And   ttie  blm'k  owl   scuds  down   the 

mellow  twilijirht. 
And  chants  'how?  how?'  the  whole 

of  the  night. 

Why  the  life  g<K»s  when  the  blood  is 

.spilt  ? 
What   the  life  is?   where  the  soul 

niay  lie  ? 
Whv  a  j'hunh  is  with  a  steeple  iMiilt  : 
And  a  hou**  with  a  chimney  jnit  ? 
Wht»  will  ridtlle  me  the  how  and  the 

what  ? 
Who  will   riddle  me  tlie  what  and 

the  whv? 


TIIK   lUItlAL  OF   LOVE 

IIiH  eyes  in  e<'lipse. 
Pale  rold  his  lips. 
Thf  liirht  of  his  ho|K*s  unft'il. 
Mute  his  tonirue. 
His  how  imsiruiiL' 
With  the  t4*ars  he  hath  she<l. 
liaekwanl    dnniping    his    jrrareful 
hiiid 
I^ive  is  dead  - 


^^^^^^^^^^1 
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His  last  lUTCiw  n  spcxi ; 

Won)  borrow  gits   by  tlM  ai< 

llu  liuili  uol  luiotHif  ditrt : 

wave. 

1  r  0"—  w"?  '■■">  **>  '''»  '!'«"'<  <*<■«'■►'- 

Beside  her  ure  hild 

Her  mattock  and  siiwle, 
For  she  hath  half  delveil  baaw 

^H   fiurjrliimliiUiucolil.L'Olillieurt  — 

^^B             Love  in  deud. 

grave. 

Alone  she  is  tb«T«: 

^^n  truest  love  1  ari  thou  rorkm. 

The  white  clouds  driszte:  her  ha 

loose: 

^r          wfles 

Herahou1dersHr«baMi 

^^       Forgi)tt*ii,  and  tl.infl  iiinocpril 

Her  Mats  are  mixed  with  Ibe  1 

Joy? 

dews. 

Shall  hoIUtw  l,«irt«l  »patby, 

The  cniellest  furm  nt  pfTfert  scom. 

WitU   Ukijguor  of    must    Iwlvful 

smilis. 

She  will  not  die ; 

^H         For  c*er  write. 

With  giftied  eye 

^H     lo  tlio  withvred  tight 

She  looks  at  hiT  grave :   she  . 

^■'  Of  Uw  U-orlcss  pyc, 

Bleep: 

^r    An  opitnpti  Uiat  all  mny  spv  T 

Ever  alone 

^     Ko!  MWDcr  slio  benelF  shall  tile. 

She  maketh  her  moan: 

8he  cannot  speak :  she  cmn  only 

Fm  her  the  showere  shall  not  fall. 

For  abe  will  not  hope. 

Nor  the  round  fiiiit  shire  lliai  shitieUi 

The  thiek  snow  fills  on  her  & 

to  all: 

Hake, 

Hlt  light  shall  intoilnrkuesaditiiige; 

The  d,>n  wave   mourns 

For   ber   the   greeu   gnat   shall     not 

the  elope, 

spriog. 

The  world  will  not  cliange.  lu 

Nor  the   rivers  flow,  nor   the  sweet 

heiirt  will  not  break. 

birda  sinR, 

TUl  Love  l]ii»e  his  full  reveoge. 

SONG 

TO 

If  to  love  be  life  alone, 

Have  voices  sweet  and  clear ; 

Divinest  Jllllcl, 

All  in  the  bloomal  Hay. 

I  love  thee,  and  live ;  and  yet 

They  from  the  bloemy  bf^o 

Lose  unretumcd  is  like  tie  trasrant 

Call  to  the  fleetiog  year. 

flame 

If  Uiai  he  would  them  hear 

Koldine  the  slaiifihleT  of  the  sacrifice 
Offered  to  gods  upon  an  ullur- 

And  stay. 

Alaal  that  one  bo  beautiful 

throne ; 

Should  have  so  dull  on  ear ! 

My  heart  is  lighted  at  thine  eyes, 

Changed  inlo  Are,  and   blown  about 

with  Bigha, 

Fwr  year,  fair  year,  thv  childre 

But  thou  art  deaf  as  death : 

All  la  the  bloomed  May. 

80N0 

When  Uiy  light  perisbeth 

That  from  thee  issuctb, 

I'TiTK^loomluK  light 

U.  stay  1 

Uf  middle  night 

AlftsI  IbatlipaaocTuel-duml 

So  cvjid  and  white. 

Should  have  so  sweet  a  breal 

HERO  TO  LEANDER 


III 


Pair  yt»ar,  with  brows  of  royal  love 
Thou  comest,  as  a  king. 

All  in  the  blooinefl  May . 
Thy  golden  largeRS  tling. 
And  longer  hear  us  sing ; 
Though  thou  art  fleet  of  wing. 

Yet  stay. 
Alas!  that  eyes  so  full  of  light 
Should  be  so  wandering! 

IV 

Thy  \tycks  are  all  of  Huniiy  sheen 
(n  rin^ra  of  gold  yroune.* 

All  in  Uie  bUxmieil  May. 
We  pri*thee  pass  not  on ; 
If  thou  dost  leave  the  sun, 
lielight  is  witli  thee  gone. 

O.  stay  I 
Thou  art  the  fairest  of  thy  fcn»s. 
We  pri'Uiee  imish  not  on. 


80NG 


Evert  day  hatli  its  niglit : 

Every  night  its  morn: 
Tliorougli  dark  and  bridit 
Wlugetl  hours  un-  bonir  . 
Ah  I  wcl.'iwjiy ! 
Seasons  tlowcr  and  fade  : 
Cioklen  rahn  hikI  stctnn 
Mini^hMliiv  l»y  day. 
There  is  no  briirhf  form 
Dotli  not  <;wt  a  sliatlc  - 
Ah!  wHavvayl 

II 
When  we  lauirii.  arid  'Hir  rnirtii 

A|M*s  tin*  happy  Vfin, 
We're  so  kin  to  I'.irili. 

l*h»asauiHi'  f;iilnr'*  p;iin     - 
Ah!  \v«l:i\\:iy  ! 
Madni-sH  lauL'-lifili  Imul: 
Jjiiuirlitcr  ^riii-'i'Ii  ri-ir-^  ■ 
Kv«-  ;irr  \\-'r:i  :t\v:iy 
Till  till'  f\ii\  iif  li:»r«. 
Conifth  ill  tip-  -liT'iid. 
Ah'    ai!:iw;iy 


1- » 
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All  U  t'U'.iwjr.  w r  \\«:il  : 

.Ii»v  i^  Suiii'W*-  Npiflu  r  . 

ft 

>   Mli-  t  ri-|H-  liair  in  rln.-!-  \*-i-  \r..riii.-.' 


Orief  and  gladness  steal 
Symbols  of  each  other : 
Ah !  welaway ! 
Larks  in  lieaven's  vu\}c 
Sing:  the  culvers  mourn 
All  the  livelon*;  day. 
Be  not  all  forlorn  : 
I^*t  us  we(*p  in  liopi*  — . 
Ah!  wdaway! 


HERO  TO   LEANDEU 

O  oo  not  yet.  my  love  ! 

The  night  is  <l*ark  and  vast  ; 
The  white  m(N)n  is  hid  in  Iierhet 
alM)vi*, 
And   the  waves  climb  high 
fast. 
(),  kiss  me.  kiss  me.  trnw  a;;ain 
Ijest  tliy  l(iss  should  l>e  the  hi 
()  kiss  me  en*  we  part ; 
(Jrow  elosiT  to  my  heart! 
My  heart  is  warm«T  siin-ly  than 
bosom  of  tli(>  main. 
()  joy!  (>  bliss  of  blisses! 

Sly  heart  of  hearts  art  thoii 
('••me  l):ithe  me  with  thy  kisses 

My  eyelids  and  my  bn)W. 
Hark  how  the  wild  rain  liisscs. 
Antl  the  loud  sia  roars  Ih'Iow 

Thy  heart   N-ats   thmuirh  thy 

limbs. 
St>  iihidly  iloth  it  stir; 
Thine   i-ye   in     drops  »>f     irhul 

swims 

I  have  b.aihed  thtr  wiili  th«'  ; 
suit  myrrli: 
Thy  h»rks  .-in-  drippiiju'  iiuhii  : 
Ihini   ^lialt    not    waiiilrr   linm 
iiiL'li!. 
Ill  «iiay  tlier  Willi  Miy  ki««-is 
'I'm  lUL'hr  ihi-  roarinj  luiin- 

Will  n-iul  thy  l'..].!.  .,  m-vj-: 
Till-  (III  in  witli  rh'    iii«.rr'iW  11:: 
U  ill   ill-  in.lli  ]»lui-    irpl  1  iiliii  ; 
All'i  thi-  hill-iW    will  .  Iiilir;irr  thii- 

I  ki-^s  a-i  siifi  ;i-  iiiirit  . 
N'l  \Vi  ^trrii  (id«.r>»  watiili  r 

<  Ml  Ihi'  Mark  M:i>i  iijuanini;  s*-, 
.Vri'l  wlnii  thoTi  .,t;  .IumI.  L«ai 

My  si.ul  mii<T  l«ill..w  th«»'  ! 
O  u'li  nor  yet.  my  h»v«- ' 

Thy  voire  is  j»weft  and  low  • 


The  deep  salt  wave  breuka  Id  above 
Those  niBrbIc  steps  below. 

TbiU  lead  into  the  w-a. 
Leftntler!  go  uot  yet. 
The  pl<sa(uit  atara  have  set: 
O,  go  not,  go  not  yd. 

POr  I  will  follow  theel 
THE  MYSTIC 

Amori.s  have  talke<)  with  bini,  and 

showed  liim  Ihrooes: 
Ye  knew  liim  not;  ho  was  no(  one  of 

ye. 

Ye  scorned  him  with  an  imdiaterniiig 

Ye  [x>u]d  not  read  the  marvel  Id  his 

eye, 
The  Btill  serene  abatractlon;  he  hath 

felt 
The  v&nitiea  of  after  and  before : 
Albeit,  his  spirit,  and  hia  si'cret  lioart 
The    stem   experiences   of    converse 

Tiie  linked  woes   of   many  a   flery 

ehHiiee 
Had  purified,  and  chastened,  and  made 

Always  there  stood  before  him,  night 

and  day. 
Of    waywuni    vary -colored    circum- 

st.ance 
The  imperisliaWe  prcsenccB  serene. 
Colossal,  without  form,  or  sense,  or 

sound. 
Dim  sliadows    but    unwaning    pres- 


Oue    forward,    one   rc'spectaiit,    three 

but  one : 
And  yet  again,  itgaiu  and 
For  the  two  Orst  were  not,  hut  only 

seemed. 
One  shadow  in  the  midst  of  a  ereat 

light. 
One  reflex  from  eternity  on  time. 
One  mighty  countenance   of  perfflct 

Awful  wiih  most  invariable  eyes. 
Kor  him  the  silent  cougn^gated  hours, 
Daugliters  of  time,  divinely  (all,  he- 


Severe  and  youthful  b 

big  eyes 
SmiliuK  a  godlike  siul«  (1 

figlit  1 

Of  earliest  youtli  pienvd  I 

thruu^h  with  nil     i 
Keen    kaowleilgcs  of  M 

eld) 
Upheld,  aud  ev«r  bold  aW 
Wbicb  druops  law-buncM 

of  lifr. 
Both  hirtli  and  death :  ImI 

fixt. 
Saw    far  on  f»cb  sde  d 

gmtc<d  g«t«B 
Mo«t  ^e  and  cl«u  u|i 

He    often    lying    broal  | 

y..t 
Uemaiulng  from  tbc  balg 
In  intellect  and  powivM 

bottnl  . 

Time  flowing  lu  ibe  n 

niglit. 
And  all  things  creepioi  1 

How  could  ve  know  bin 

yet  within 
The  narrower  clrtle :  lie  hi 

reached 
The  last,  which  with  ».np 

Pure  without  heat,  inlua  1 
Upburning,  and  an  etbtruf 
Investiith  and  ingirds  all  o 

THE  GRA8SH0P 


VoiCR  of  the  siinuner  wi 
.Toy  of  the  summer  nluo 
Lite  of  the  summer  noui 
Carol  clearly,  bound  *la 
No  Tithon  thou  as  poeU 
<Shnme  fall  'em.  they  U 

blind). 

Rut  an  insei'l  lithe  audi 

Bowing  the  seeded  sumn 

Prove  their  falsehood  •> 

rcl, 

Vaulline  on  tliine  aii; 

Clap  thy  Yielded  sidn  i 

Cirol  clearly,  chirmp 

Thou  art  a  mailed  warrior  ii 

stronftb  complete: 
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Armed  cap-a-pie 

Full  fair  to  see ; 

Unknowing  fear, 

Uud rending  loss, 
galliint  cavalier, 
r  ns  peu  ret  mm  reprorke, 
1  sunlight  and  in  sliadow. 
he  Bayard  of  the  meadow. 

II 

Id  dwell  with  thee, 
ry  graashoppcr, 
art  flo  glad  and  free. 
1  as  light  as  air ; 
hast  no  sorrow  or  tears, 
hast  no  compt  of  years, 
itht*rcd  immortality, 
short  youth  sunny  and  free. 
<'le.irly,  bound  along, 
n  thy  jov  is  over, 
irocr  of  loud  song. 
1  sUimbiTH  in  tlie  clover. 
hast  thou  to  do  with  evil 
nc  hour  of  lov<'  niid  n?vel, 
hy  heat  of  siminicr  pride, 
ng  the  thick  roots  iiside 
:t  singiii;?  flowcmi  ^nisa<*s. 
bnisli   thee  with  their  silken 
*e88es? 

hast  thou  to  do  with  evil, 
ing.  sin-ring,  ever  springing 
ind  out  tin;  enierald  gltMMUs, 
leaping,  ever  singing, 
hting  on  the  goltlen  blooms? 


PRIDK.    AND     FOIUJKT- 
FULNKSS 

t  mv  heart  was  swe<t  Love's 

imb. 

boHMl  honey  bu>ily. 

le  hive,  and  L«»vf  the  bee, 

rt  the  honeyeoinb. 

y  dark  and*  <liilly  niirht 

me  iH'iieath  ami  held  a  liirbt. 

el  vafx'rs  went  tiiron:rh  all. 
,r)Ve  wa*«  \\itlnTeil  in  iii'«  eell: 
K>k    !,nve«i  swei't.H.   anil    by  a 

(>ell 

nirr  rlieni  into  trail : 

iirMfv.  tlioWL'h  feil  by  Pritle. 

h;  M.'tliin  «»n  irall. 

>,|if  M-an  ely  livi-d  nt  all. 

ijirvel  that  she  died  Y 


CHORUS 

IN    AN    UNPUBLISHED    DRAMA,  WRIT- 
TEN  VERT   EARLY 

The  varied  earth,  the  moving  heaven. 

The  rapid  waste  of  roving  .<ea. 
The    fountain  -  pregnant    mountains 
riven 
To  shapes  of  wildest  anarchy, 
By  secret  fire  and  midnight  storms 
That    wander    round    their   wind} 
cones. 
The  subtle  life,  the  countless  forms 
Of    living    things,     the    wondrous 
tones 
Of  man   and    beast    are   full   of 

strange 
Astonishment      and      boundless 
change.  • 

The  day,  the  diamonded  night. 

The  i»<'ho,  fet'ble  chihl  of  sound. 
The  heavy  thunder's  griding  might. 
The  herald  lightning's  starry  Iniund 
The  vocjil  spring  of  bursting  bltNun. 

The  nake<l  summer's  glowing  birih. 
The  tnmblous  autumn's  sallow  glo«)ni 
The  hoarhead  winter  paving  earth 
With  sheeny    white,  are   full   of 

stmnge 
Astonishment       and      boundless 
change. 

Ka<h  sun  which  from  the  centre  flings 

<frand  music  and  rnlundant  fire. 
The  burning  Ixlis.  the  mighty  rings. 

The     murm'rous     planets'     rollini; 
choir 
The  irlobe-tllled  arch  that,  cleaving  air. 

Lost  in  its  own  elTulirence  sleeps, 
The  lawless  <'oni«-ts  as  they  irliire, 

Atid  thunder  thnnigh  the  siipphire 
deeps 

In  waywani  stnngth.  an*  full  of 
stnmire 

Astonishment      and       lM>un<ilt*sM 
chanire. 


LOST   IIOPK 

Yor  cast  t«»  trround  the  ho|M>  which 
on<"«'  wjis  niine: 
Hut  dill  the  while  your  harsh  decn-« 
deplore. 


ADDITIONAL    POEMS 


Kiiibiilmlng  with  aweet  team  tile  vb- 
My  huiirt.  where  Hupe  hall  been  and 


So  on  a[]  oaken  sprout 
A  godilly  aconi  grew : 
But  winds  from  heaven  shook  the 


And  tilled  the  eiip  with  dew. 


THE  TEARS  OF  HEAVEN 

HtcA\i(!(  wi^ps  above  the  oiirt.li  all 

night  till  morn, 
In  UurkneBs  wct-ps  as  all  oBbamcd  to 

IknaiiBo  tbc^orth  hath  made  lierstutv 

toilora 
Witli  self -wrought  evil  of  unnumbered 

years, 

And   dolli   the   fnilt  of   her  diBlionnr 

reap. 
And  all  the  (lay  hcBvcn  gnth(>r9  ^uck 

Into  her  own  hluc  eyes  ao  clear  and 

And  showering  down  the  glory  of 

lightsome  day. 
Smiles  on  the  E^rlh'n  worn  brow  to 

win  her  if  she  may. 


LOVE  AND  SORROW 
O  KAiDBN.  fresher  than  the  first  green 

With  which  the  fearful  springtide 
flecks  the  lea. 

Weep  not.  Almeida,  that  I  said  to 
tliee 

That  thou  host  holt  my  Iwart,  for  bit- 
ter grief 

Doth  hold  the  other  hiiU  in  aovmnty. 

Thou  art  mr  heart's  sun  in  love's 
crystalline : 

Yet  on  both  sides  at  once  thou  canst 

Thine  is  the  bright  side  of  my  heart, 

and  thine 
My  heart's  day,  but  the  aiiiulow  of  my 

Issue  of  Its  own  substance,  my  heart's 
night 


All-powerful  In  beaiiiyal 
Almeidn.  if  Diy  haul « 


"3 


TO  A  LADY  Sl4 

O  Tuot;  wIiiMc   friogtCl 

Through  whose  din  bflii| 

Unroot  il.rshriiit-sotfinu' 
In  honor  of  tlie  silver  Ank 
Long  hath  tiie  whit«  **n 

gin  light 
Driven  back  the  billov  of 

ful  dark. 
Thou     all      uiiwittinglj 

nipht, 
Tliougli  long  ago  liateiiirig 

iark, 
With  eyea  dropt  downiru 

the  blue  serene. 
Over  heaven's  parapet  Itei 


CODLD  I  outwetir  my  pres 

With  one  brief   winter,  j 

the  spring 
Hues   of    fresh   youth.  Ui 

outgrow 
The  wan  dark  coil  of  tsdnl 
Forth  in  the  pride  of  Iwati 
A  sheeny  snake,  tlie  llgb 

bowers. 
Moviutr  his  crest  to  att  so 

And  watered  valleys  wbrti 

birds  sing  : 
Could  I  thus  hope  my  lu 

renewlog. 


LOVE 
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fltraightly  would  cumnmiui  the  tears 

to  crt'ep 
worn  my  ckiirgixl  lids ;  but  iuwardly 

I  weep ; 
ome  vital   hiiit  as  yet  my  hourt  is 

wooing  : 
*lial  to  itself  hath  drawn  the  frozen 

rain 
*rom  my  cold  eyes,  and  melted  it 

again. 


80NNET 
riiornii  Night  hath  climbed  her  peak 

of  highest  IKMHl, 

\nd  bitUT  blasts  the  screaming  autumn 

whirl, 
W\  night   through  archways  of  th<.' 

bridgetl  pearl, 
And  portals  of  pure  silver,  walks  the 

moon. 
Walk  on,   my   soul,    nor  crouch    to 

agony. 
Turn  cloud  to  light,  and  bitteriu^ss  to 

joy. 
Ami  dnifis  U)  gold  with  glorious  al 

cheuiy. 
Basing  thy 'throne  al>ove  the  world's 

annoy. 
Keign  thou  atN)ve  the  storms  of  sor 

row  and  rutli 
That  roar  beneath;   nnr«liakfii  ])ra<;e 

httth  won  thee: 
Soshult  thou  pierce  the  woven  ^I'uinis 

of  truth : 
80  shall  the  blessing  of  tlif  mi  <-k  In- 

on  thee : 
Sf>in  thine  hour  of  ilawn.  iln    ImhIv'-.  ' 

youth, 
An  honorable  eld  shall  miiir  upon  ihi-f.  j 

s<»nm:t 

I^HALL  the  hai:  Kvii  >ii'-  \\i!li  ciijM  of 

UiXNl. 

'tr  prripugati-  ;il'  i.-i  !,■  1  I-.iUh'iI  Uiinl. 
rhninginir   ili--  ■■!]-  "'.    'in-  'li-r.iMil  j 

miml.  I 

Hateful  Willi   htn^'i'i.-  'Intk^   .1  wiili    | 

eri"*!  'ir>"«l. 
rhougli  lioiii'y  p.i-tiiifil  'iM  iIm  ".ilii  lit 

!>1'|«h|  ■;  ; 

)hl  that  rh'  wiipl  ulii<li  lilowi  ih  miM 
or  heat 


Would  shatter  ami  o'crlN'arthe  braxe; 

Ix^at 
Of  their  broad  vans,  and  in  the  s<ili 

tude 
Of  middle  space  confound  them,  am 

blow  back 
Their  wild  cries  down   their  caven 

thnNits,  an<i  slaki> 
With  points  of  blast  l)orne  hail  thei 

heattfd  cyni' ! 
So  their  wan   limbs  no  more  migli 

conu^  bj'twi'cn 
The  nuvm  ami   the   intNurs  reflex   ii 

the  night, 
Nor  blot  with  tioating  shades  the  sola 

light. 


SONNKT 

TiiK  pallid  thunder  Htri<'kt'ii  sigh  fo 

gain. 
Down  an  idt-al  stream  they  rver  lli»at 
And  sailing  on  I'actolu^  in  a  iHtat. 
Drown  s*m\  and  si'us*',  wliilf  wistfully 

thev  stniin 
Weak  evfs  upi»n  tlir  LHlMt-ring  s;ind 

tliat  robe 
Thi'    midtTsln-ani.     'I'l:'*   wist*,    touh 

he  ImIiiiIiI 

i*ath<'dral<-tl   rav(Tn«i   nf    tliiik  riiibn 

And  bnunhinir  -Hmt-  ot  ilir  ci-ntm 

Would    niar\rl    lii«rn    <«>    bi-autiful    i 

^.Il'IiI 
How    Murn   :in<l    ruin     p.iiii    ami    liat 

l-Klllll      tll>\\ 

I'm    l!all'«l  Ml    1   L"»'il  i.ivi-  ^iI*  lirli»\V 
I'll  i<  111  ■!    M  I'll    In  I    ii.iir.    in    mail    o 

lllL'i  Ml    liuli! 

Sliiii    in't'  j'lM    ;i  --n  ik'    Iht  fiir(-ii«-ii 

•  lip'*. 
Ami   '•kin-  tin-  «-.l-.r   fiitrn   In-r  in-m 

Itlinir  ]:p«i 


I 
Trini     iP -rn  iln    fit-*    uiil">rn.  utMl\  ini 

Al'"  i'    'A'-    L':i/f    n"t    iin    lliv    L'l'irii' 

■ 

m  :ir 
li<-f(»r>-  the  face  of  (lod  didst   brent  Ik 
and  move, 


To  know  tbee  is  all  wisdom,  and  old 

age 
Ib  but  to  know  thee:  dimly  we  behold 

Atliwart  Uie  veils  of  evils  which  lu- 

told  Uicc. 
We  beat  upon  our  aching  bearte  In 

rage; 
We  cry  for  Ihee ;  we  deem  thu  world 

thy  tomb. 
As  dwellers  in  lone  planets  look  upon 
The  mighty  disk  ot  their  maicstlc  Hun. 
Mollonediu  awful  chasms  of  wheeling 

HakiDg  their  day  dim,  so  we  gaze  on 

Come,  thou  of  msny  crowns,  white- 

robwl  Love, 
Oh  I  rend  the  veil  in  twain :  all  men 

adore  liiee ; 
Heaven  erii-tli  after  thee;  earth  wall- 

etli  for  thee : 
Breathe  on  tliy  wiiigW  throne,  and  it 

shall  moTc 
In  music  and  in  light  o'er  land  and  sea. 


THE  SEA   FAIRIES 
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earn  like  Are  in  the  skies ; 
ic  Lion  of  Kn>^lan(i  on  liigh 
izzle  »u(i  blinii  liis  eyes, 
o.  — 8hout  for  England !  etc. 

3ng !  we  alone  of  Uio  earth 

free; 

Id  in  our  cradles  is  bolder 

1  he: 

;  is  the  heart  and  strength 

laves  t 

're  is  the  strength  of  slaves? 

akl    we   are  strong:    he  a 

e,  we  are  free : 

ilong!    we    will    dig    their 

res. 

;o. — Shout  for  England !  etc. 

andeth  our  ancient  enemy  ; 
dare  to  battle  with  tlie  fn'c  ? 
gl   spur  amain!  charg(>   to 
fight: 

charge  to  the  fight ! 
tie  Lion  of  England  on  high ! 
>r  God  and  our  riglit ! 
[O.  —  Shout  for  England !  etc. 


ATIONAL  SONG 

no  land  like  England 
T  the  light  of  day  be: 
10  hearts  like  English  hearts, 
arts  of  oak  as  they  lie. 
o  land  like  England 
T  the  light  of  day  be  ; 
no  men  like  Enirlishmen, 
ind  bold  us  tliev  be. 

riiours. 
'rench  the  l*op<'  may  shrive 

'vil  a  whit  we  beetl  'em: 
French.  <f<Ml  spee<l  *eni 
eir  hi'iirt's  ile»»in'. 
lerrv  devil  drive  'em 
li  the  water  and  the  tire. 

Kn.i.  c  ihnn'.. 

lory  is  our  free<loni. 
lonl  it  o'er  the  sea ; 
"I-  tin*  s<nis  t>f  frefdom, 
V  e  are  fn-e. 

It  land  like  England, 
•r  the  light  uf  day  be; 


There  are  no  wives  like  English  wives 
So  fair  and  cliaste  as  they  be. 

There  is  no  land  like  England. 
Where'er  the  light  of  day  be ; 

There  arc  noraaidS  like  English  maids, 
80  beautiful  as  they  be. 

Clio.  —For  the  French,  etc. 


DUALISMS 

Two  bees  within  a  crystal  tlowerbell 
rocked, 
Hum  a  love-lay  to  tl.*e  west- wind  at 

n(x>ntide. 
lioth  alike,  they  buzz  together, 
Both  alike,  thev  hum  together, 
Through  and  through  the  tlowered 
heather. 
Where  in  a  creeping  cove  the  wave 
unsli(x:ked 
I^ays  itself  calm  and  wide. 
Over  a  stream  two  hints  of  glancing 

feather 
Do  woo  (*ach  other,   carolling   to- 
gether. 
Both  alike,  they  glide  together. 

Sid(?  by  side ; 
Both  alike,  they  sing  together, 
Arch!f:g   blue-glosse«l   ni*cks  l>eneath 
the  purple  weather. 

Two  children  lovelier  than  Love  lulown 

the  lea  are  singing. 
As   they   gamlM)1,   lily- garlands   ever 
*  stringing: 

Both   in   Itlosm-whiU!  silk  are 
fr* K'ked : 
Like,  unlike,  they  roam  together 
Tnder  a  summer  vault  of  golden 

weather: 
Like,  unlike,  they  sing  together 
Side  by  side, 
Mid-May's  darling  gfiMen-lixke*! 
Summer's  tanling  diamond-eyed 


THE  SEA   FAIKIE?* 

Slow  sailed  the  wearv  mariner-*.  ftn<i 

SJIW 

Betw«'en  the  gri-en  brink  and  the  run 

ning  foam 
White  limbs   unrobed    in    a    erystai 
air. 
I  Uriginal  form.    Sm  pige  IS. 


Sweel  tacea,  rouuilBd  uriiw,  mid  boBoms 
To  liule  harosof  golil:  and  while  they 
Whinpering  to  eui^U  oilier  half  iu 
eiirill  niusii^  rciiched  them  on  tli<J  uiiU- 


WhUher     ftway,      whither     iiwny, 
wUiUwr  uway  t    Fly  no  nioTO ; 
WhiUii-raway  wi'  the  Bingliijj:  Rail  7 
wliilbor  away  wi'  the  ourl 
Wliitlier  away  from  the   high   gTecn 
Held  and  the  happy  bloiiBoniin^ 
shore ! 
Weary  niariiicrs,  hiUier  away, 

Odd  and  all,  o[ie  and  all. 
Weary  mariners,  (.■amo  and  play; 
We  will  sing  la  you  all  the  day  i 
Furl  the  sail  and  the  foam  will 

fall 
From  Ihi.'  |)ro\v  !    Oiii-  mid  ii! 
Furi  Urn  sail  1    Dnijj  rliu  oar 
Leaji  ashore. 
Know  danger  and  truuhle  and  toil 

Wbitlier  away  wi'  the  sail  ami  the 


Drop  the  oar, 

Leap  ashore. 

Fly  iio  more  1 

¥hilhcr  awuj;  wi'  (he  sail  (  whither 

awar  wi'  the  oor? 

I>ay  and  night  to  the  billow  (hi 

fountain  calls  ■ 
Down  shower  thy  gambolling  wster- 
ftills 
From  wandering  over  the  leu  ; 
'I'hey    freshen  the  silvery -crimson 

And    Uiick    with    white  bells  the 
clover-hill  awella 
High  over  the  full  toned  sea. 
Merrily  carol  the  revelling  gak- 

Ovcr  the  islands  free  : 
From  tie  gn>(-n  seabanks  Uic 
down-trails 
To  the  happy  brinimtd  aea. 


Coniebiliier, 

For  merr.-  brides 


ic  liilber  and  be  oi 


WewHI  kisKHWoctlda^ 

Ob  llaU-n.  listen,  you 

?llKe.. 
Wilb  pleaatm  and  la 

elry  ; 
Oh  listen,  listen.  jM 

glisten, 
Wlicu  the  dear  sliarp  ti 

golden  (dtoids 

Runs  up  the  ridgU  m 

Yc  will  Dot  find  to  h*n 


nil  1  ajnanH 
Hearken  yc,  Iw-wtcnyr, 

Dungo'  uiid  utiuUt 

WIiitlieT  aw^l 

Drtip  tbeotf 

HiUierainiy,  , 

LcapaMKiic; 

Oh  nviiomore-D"l 
Wliilluraivay,  Khiiliii»ii 
away   with   tbe  ■ 
oarT 

O!  ^WTti 

All  thoughts,  all  ened^ 

All  visions  wild  and  on 
Man  is  tlie  measure  of  all 

llnt.>  himself-  AlltroU 
All  men  do  walk  in  sleep. 

Have  taitli  in  that  llxry 
For  all  Ihings  are  as  tl 
all. 

And  all  Uiings  flow  llkt 


There  is  no  rest,  no  esln. 
Nor   good    nor    111,   no 

Nor  essence  'nor  cKrnal  U 
For  nothing  is.  but  all  < 

But  if  1  dream  that  all  tb 
I'hey  are  to  me  for  that 

For  all  things  arc  as  It 
all 
And  all  Uiioga  flow  like 
Arpd  —  Ihis  very  o|Hoiua 


^^  r\ 
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SONNET 

^  BEAUTY,  passing  beauty  1  sweetest 
Sweet  t 
How  canst  thou  let  me  waste  my 
youth  in  sighs  T 
C  only  ask  to  sit  beside  thy  feet. 
Thou  knowest  I  dare  not  look  into 
thine  eyes. 
Might  I  but  kiss  thy  hand  t  I  dare  not 
fold 
My  arms  about  thee  —  scarcely  dure 
to  speak. 
And  nothing  seems  to  me  so  wild  and 
bold. 
As    with    one    kiss    to  touch    thy 
blessed  eh(H>k. 
Jlethinks  if  I  sliould  kiss  thee,  no  con- 
trol 
Within  the  thrilling    bruin    could 

keep  afloat 
The  subtle  spirit.     Even   while   I 
spoke, 
The   bare  wonl  kiss  hath  made  my 
inner  soul 
To  tremble  like  a   lutestring,   ere 

tlie  note 
Hath  nielteil  in  the  silence  tlmt  it 
broke. 


THE  HESI'EUIDKS 

*'  He9|»erui*  anil  hi**  •Iaii;;liti-r<>  tlin-i-. 
That  sing  ab<iut  the  ^••I'lm  tn  <-." 

Thk   North-wind    fiiU'n,  in    iIp'  rnw 

starred  night 
Zklonian  Iluniio.  vnyairim:  Ih  vi>!m1 
The  hoary  pnunoiiinry  "f  Sulm'  1 

Past  Thyiniatcrifui.  in  «;ilrin'«l  lmy«j. 
Between  the  smitluTii  and  \\u-  wi-Mfrn 

Horn.  i 

Heunl  neitluT  warMin::  i»f  Uh-  nii:l»t    : 

ing:i1<>. 
•Nor  nu»l<N|y  <»f  tin*  Ijl»y:in  \i\\\\^  lliiti- 
Blown  s«'au;inl   trnni    tlu-    olnirc  :   liut 

frmn  a  ?*iM|M« 
That  run  Mnnm  l>ri>:li'  ini<»  tiif  Atlan   ' 

ti«-  blur.  i 

Beneath  11  liiL^liliind  Itanini:  linwn  a  , 

Wfi^rht  j 

Of  cliffs,  and  /c»nc«l  !h  K»w  with  ct«lar 

nhade,  I 


Came    voices,   like    the    voices  in 

dream, 
Continuous,  till  he  reached  the  out 

sea. 

BONO 


The  golden  apple,  tin;  golden  appi 

thelmllowetl  fruit, 
Guanl  it  well,  gimrti  it  warily. 
Singing  airily. 

St4inding  about  the  charnied  rcx)t. 
Itound  alH>ut  all  is  mute. 
As  the   snow-flold  on   the  mountai 

peakK, 
A.S  the  Hand-tield  nt  the  mountain -foe 
Cn)CtHlil<*s  in  briny  cn^-ks 
Sleef)  and  »tir  not :  all  is  mute. 
If  ye  sing  not,  if  ye  nuike  false  me 

sun*, 
We  sliall  l«wt.'  eternal  pleasure. 
Worth  etf'rnal  warn  of  n*8t. 
IjUUuIi  not  loudly  :  wuteh  the  treasu 
Of  tlif  wisdom  of  the  West. 
In  a  conHT  wisdom    whispers.     Y'v 

and  three 
(lA't  it  not   In*  prearhed  abriHifi)  nial 

an  aw  ful  mystery. 
For  the  blossom  unto  threefold  mua 

Mowfth  ; 
Kverm«»re  it  is  lK»ni  anew  ; 
Ami  ilii's;ip  to  threefold  music  tio^ 

eth. 
From  lh«'  n>ot 
Driwti  In  the  dark, 
rp  ti>  the  fruit. 

CriMpini;  under  the  frairrant  bark, 
Litpiiil    gold,    honey  sweet,    thn/  at 

thn»'. 
Kren  eynl  Sisters,  singing  airily, 
I.'Mikiiit;  warily 
Kvi  rv  way. 

<iuani  the  apple  niL'lit  and  day. 
I,r>i  one  from  the  Ka>t  eonie  and  tal 

it  awav. 

11 

Fatlii-r  lle<prr.  Fa'h«  r  lb  s|Hr.  wafil 

walrh.  i-vi  r  attd  a\  i-. 
I.iNikiiiL''  under  >il\<i   hair  wiih  a  s 

vi-r  vyv. 
Father,    twinkle     not     thy     strailfu 

siirht  : 
KinL'ilorns  hqise  and  eliniates  chang 

and  mcui  die ; 
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Honor  comes  with  mysU-ry ; 
Hoitnleil  wufloni  l>rii)j;>i  ilrltgkt. 
Number,  tell  iliciu  over  aad  iiiimbf^ 
How  niany  tlm  m>-siif  fruii-tree  liolda 
Lest  the  red-roinbitl  dragon  slumbiT 
Rolled  logethor  iu  purple  fold*. 
Look  to  him,  father,  lest  be  wink,  and 

the  goldi'nopiilctresloVu  away. 
For  bis  sucieut  bcurt  is  drunk  willi 

□vtrwatcUliies  ni^t  and  dny. 
~  Round  about  the  halltiwol  fniit-lfee 

Sing  away,  siog  aloud  evermore  in  iho 

wind,  without  stop, 
Lcat  his  scalud  eyelid  drop. 
For  bv  is  otder  than  the  world. 
If  be  woken,  we  waken, 
Rapidly  levelling  eager  eyca. 
If  he  afeep,  we  sleep, 
Dropping  the  eyelid  over  ihe  eyes. 
If  tlie  golden  apple  be  lukcn, 
The  world  will  be  nTcrwiae. 
Five  links,  a  gulden  ch^,  are  we. 
Hesptr.  the  drugon.  and  sisters  three. 
Bound  ubout  the  guldtn  treu. 

tn 
Father  Fleaper,  Fallier  Hesper,  watch, 

watch,  night  and  day, 
Le«t  the  old  wound  of  tho  world  be 

The  glorv  unsealed. 

The  goklen  appl 

And  the  imcient 

Look  from  west  to  east  along  : 

Father,  old    Hitnala  weakyna,   Cau 

casus  is  bold  and  strong. 
Wandering  waters   unto  wimdcring 

waters  call ; 
Let  them  clash  toother,  foam  and  fall 
Out  Ot  watcbings,  out  of  wiles. 
Comes  the  bliss  of  secret  smilea 
All  things  are  not  told  to  all. 
Half-round    tbe    mantling    night    ir 

Purple  fringed  with  cvea  aud  dawn, 
tiespcr  hait-ih  Phosphor,  evening  hal- 


Every  flower  and  every  fruit  the  redo^ 

lent  breath 
Of  this  warm  seo-nind  ripeneth. 
Arching  the  billow  in  his  sleep ; 
But  the  land-wind  wandercth. 
Broken  by  the  higlUand -sleep. 


And    the    low    went-wlwl,   hnd 

The  end  of  day  BDdbeKinatai|:«(lh 
Alake  the  apple  holy  and  bri{U;. 
Holy    and    bright,   ruimd  ad  | 

bright  and  blest, 
Slellnweoin  a  land  of  n»t : 
Watch  it  warily  dny  and  idgU; 
AH  good  things  ane'  in  tbe  wMt 
Till  mid  noon  Uie  cooltittal  li^ 
U  shut  out  by  the  toll  killbro*: 
But  when   the   fuU-facod  tuDM  ! 

Slays  on  tbe  Soweriog  ardi  o4 

Thfl  luscious  fruitage  cliiMerMk  i 

lowly. 
Golilcn-kemdtod.  goMcn  nonA, 
Bunset-rinened  abme  oo  the  tra^ 
The  world  is  wasted  with  On  i 

But  the  apple  of  gold  hangs  grri 

Five  links,  a  golden  chain  an  m. 

HeaiKr,  the  drugaa,  and  sisii-rtUu 

Daughters  three, 

Bound  about 

The  gnarled  Iwle  ot  thedtannUl 

The  gcJden  apple,  the  golden  ap 

the  hallowed  fruit, 
Guard  it  well,  guard  it  warily. 
Watch  it  warily, 
Singing  airily. 
Slamllng  about  the  charmfd  iiMt 

ROSALIND ' 


n  Dianifeslij  d 

Mt  Rosalind,  my  Itosfttind. 
Bold,  subtle,  careless  Rosalind, 
Is  one  of  Uioao  who  know  no  stril 
Of  inward  woe  or  outward  fear ; 
To  whom  tbe  slojie  and  streftc 

Life, 
The  life  before,  the  life  behind. 
Iti  llie  ear,  from  far  and  uear. 

>  Tlii*  poem  (»e  J,.  SB)  hu  been  nn 
but  mlkoat  the  Author'*  Not*. 


TO   CHRISTOPHER  NORTH 
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musicallv  clear. 
[i-h(.*artcd  Koaalind, 
d  before  a  vigorous  wind, 
those  who  canuot  weep 
■a'  woes,  but  overleap 
etty  gliocks  and  fears 
ible  life  in  early  years, 
sish  of  frolic  scorn 
1  delight,  that  never  falls 
»m  freshness,  self-upborne 
h  gladness  as,  whenever 
i-tiushing  springtime  calls 
Kxling  waters  cool, 
4hcs,  on  an  April  mom, 
own  a  rapid  river, 
little  waterfalls 
;  into  the  pebbled  pool. 
Y  falcon,  liosalind, 
mg  fancies  of  licr  own, 
the  dawn  b<:fore  the  day, 
the  early  sea  smell  blown 
vineyards  from  an  inland 


fi 


ind,  my  Rosalind, 
110  sliudow  on  you  falls, 
»u  heart4»  are  ti^nuisballs 
with,  wanton  Rosalind? 


80NQ 

I  say 
day 

>w  will  be  yesterday? 
tell 
unell 

;t  recalln  tin;  drwy  prime 
I  and  huri<Ml  tiinc? 
eis  nowhere  found  in  rhyme 


SONNKT 

r   ON    IIKAKINfi     OK  TIIK  OI'T- 
OF    THE   I'OLISU    INM'KHKC- 


3  th«?  tninii>i't,    pathcr   from 

ur 

t«  to  htittlc:  Im*  not   Ixni^ht 

(I  sold. 

live  Poles,  the  Ixildent  of  the 

*ld  ; 

irou^h  your  iron  stiackk>s  — 

11^  them  far. 

)^'  days  of  Piast,  ere  the  Czar 


Grew  to  his  strength  among  his  des- 
erts cold ; 

When  even  to  Moscow's  cupolas  wen; 
rolled 

The  growing  murmurs  of  the  Polish 
war! 

Now  must  your  noble  anger  blaze  out 
more 

Than  when  from  Sobieski,  clan  bv  cIhu, 

The  Moslem  myriads  fell,  and  lied  be- 
fore— 

Than  when  Zamoysky  smote  the  Tur 
tar  Khan  ; 

Than  earlier,  when  on  the  Baltic  shore 

Boleslas  drove  the  Pomeranian. 


O  DARLING  ROOM 


O  DAKLiNf}  nx)ni,  my  hi^art's  delight, 
l)t»ar  room,  the  apple  of  my  si^lit, 
With  thy  two  couches  soft  and  white, 
TImtc  is  no  room  so  exquisite. 
No  little  nN)m  so  warm  and  bright. 
Wherein  to  read,  when;iu  to  write. 

II 

For  I  the  Nonnenwerth  have  w-en, 
And  OlHTwinter's  vineyanls  j^reen, 
Musical  Lurlei ;  and  lM*tweeii 
The  hills  to  Hingeii  have  1  been, 
Bingen     in     Dannstailt.    where    the 

Rhene 
Curves  towanl  Mentz,  a  woody  scene. 

Ill 

Yet  never  did  then'  meet  my  sight. 

In  any  town  to  left  (»r  right, 

A  little  room  so  ex(|uisite. 

With  two  such  eouehes  soft  and  white, 

Not  anv  room  so  warm  and  brieht. 

Wherein  to  ruad,  wherein  to  wril4.-. 


TO   CIIIUSTOPHKR   NoKTlI 

Yor  did  late  review  my  lays. 

Crust  v  ChristiiplHT  ;' 
You  di<f  niiiitrli-  hliuu<>  auid  praise, 

Uustv  Christ oph«'r. 
When  1  learnt  from  whom  it  came, 
I  forjrave  you  all  the  blame. 

Musty  Christopher; 
1  could  ruti  forgive  the  praise. 

Fusty  Chriitopher. 
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ON  CAMBRIIKJE  UNIVERSITY 

TuKIUcyojut  loiir  Hitih.  your  luidpjit 

CollKgra, 
Your  portala  utatucd  vdtb  nil  kings 

Your  gmricDA,  DiyiiaiJ'Tuluintid  lil>r»- 

Wu  Ughkid  chapels,  and  ricli  c»rvea 

Your  Jul.-^m  lun!  your  pnirtorB,  oikI 

SLull  not  iiviill  )ou,  wlien  Ihi-  Dnj- 

Ltsiui  sfiurtsi 
Ni-w-rtwui    out  nwHketi'd    Albion  — 

No! 
Nor  yet  yuur  wdcjnn  nrpui  pigx*  tliai 

Melodious  Uiundeis  ttiro'  your  Tiiuuit 

At  morn  unit  eve — bocaiiw  jrourmaB 

Not  wiU)  ihis  age  nhmrfmin  ye  «iaDd 

Because    Hie    ]ii«    ■>!    liMlt   riiildreu 

preacli 
Against  joii,  joa  tliat  ilo  profess  to 

And  t«ach  113  nothing,  feeding  not  tlic 


KO  -MORE  I 

O  8AD  A(*  Jftfre/  O    BWcet  Ao 

O  stranpc  Nil  More! 
By  a  niass»l  bronkbiuik  on  a  stone 
I  smelt  a  wildwecd  flower  sloue  ; 
There  was  a  ringing  in  nv  ears, 
And  both  my  eyes  gushed  out  with 

Surely  all  pleuut  things  hud  gone 

Low-buried  fathom  deep  beneath  with 
thoe,  No  UoKK  I 

ANACREONTICS  ' 

With  ro«Ks  miisky-bnaiJiod. 
And  droiijiiiig  dalTiHlilly, 
Aud  dlror-lnivcil  lilv. 
And  ivy  darkly-wnniln  il. 
I  woT«acn>wii  iwf.ii..  ii.T 

iFnm  'Hw  Oem,  >  Lid 


Fur  b<:r  I  love  ao  <l4»(M 
A  garland  fitr  L.fnon>.^ 
tViih  a  silken  cuttj  I  M 

A  lighl  -nd  tliriftinghS 
Aliout  ht-r  [ivebead  wafl 
And  loTutl  me  crwr  Bfl^ 


A  PRAIIHlUffl 

W  iTiiRi!  Ih  the  Oiant  nf  tbtl 
«i>id  I 

In  thL-  nililnooD  the-  gM 
Klinrtes, 

A  p(T[ii.-t  Idol  witb  pmr«i| 

Far-iihcening  down  iln  pni 

WhoMlled  f  rum  JtUnlnoL  ^ 
the  ■tar  -I 

Namod  of  iJm  Dragon  — n 
wIiom;  Iimb»  « 

Of  brasdy  rastacss  broad-hl 

DfHve  into  haven  T    Yrt  i 

scathed 
Of  changeful  cyclea  Uie  g 

Itrood- based  amid  the  Seel 

nnd  sloped 
lulo  thu   slumberous   sum 

but  wlicn;. 
Mysterious  Egypt,  are  thin 
Oraveo  with  gorgeous  emb 

eerned  ! 
Tliv  placid  Spbioxea  brood 

Nile  T 
Thy  shiulowing  Idols  in  Ilk 
Awful  )[i-jiinouian  counlcn 
I^ioking  aihnart   the   bui 

Seen  by  the  high-necked  ca 

Journeying   southward  1 
thy  monuments 

I'ilcd  br'ilic  strong  aod  siu 
kim 

Over  ilieir  crowned  brethr 

Thy  Mi'ninoD  when  bis  pti 
Wiih  i!irli.-i   TAvs,  liiat  frt 


THE   SKIPPING-ROPE 


^.'^lif'S  low  into  the  rli:iriiic(l  <'ar^  of    This  is  thn   place.     Throiitrh   yt 


nicini 

mo  hit!  J    flattmnif  the  crisfH'd 
Nile 

uniiKMl  TIu'1>oa.     C)l<!  Moinphis 
hath  fsnnc  down: 
Phanu  ihs  aro  no  nion; :  aomewhcn* 

in  (i»ith 
y  HlfM>p  with  st-ariuff  oyc8  and  ^Ulcd 

liiw, 
ppiil  round  with  spiced  rcrcniL'ntN 

in  old  gn>t!i 

ik-hi*wn  and  scaled  for  ever. 


SONNET 1 


IM'phir  alley 
B<'low  the  hluc-«rn'cn  river  wiml 
sl»)wly  ; 
But  in  the  middle  of  tliesonihrc  val 
The  erispcfl  waters  wliisjti'r  nuisica 
And  all  the  haunt i><l  place  is  d 
and  holy. 
The  ni^htinplle.  with  Ion.:;  and  1 
preand)le. 
Warl)led     froTn    yonder     knoll 

solemn  larches. 
And    in    and    out    the   wix^ilili 
How  cry  an  lies 
The  sunnner  midt;es  wove  their  \v 
ton  ,i;and)nl. 
And   all    the   white  stemmed   pi 

WOtMJ  slept  :ilH)Ve  -  - 
When  in  tliis  valley  tirst   I  tohi 
hive. 


mv  own   fate   to  lastini;  sorniw 
doonieth : 
"Thy  wopsiin'  hinis  of  luissa^*.  tnui 

8it4iry : 
•Tliy   sjdfit,  eircle<i    with    a  livinir 
^'h»ry, 
^^  summer  still  a  summer  joy  n*sum- 

elh. 
^Jonn  my  hofM'less  melancholy  i^loom 
eth. 
Like   a   lone   cypn-ss,    thnuiL'h   the 
twiliirht  lifuiry. 
^n>fii  an  old  tranlen  where  n«i  !l«»\ver 

l>Ioomeih.  I  Diinplis.  ptsi  lips.  ^.^}^^[ ,  ve^nf  any  li 

One   cypress  on  an  inland   pnuri'm      Th«Te  un-   thne    thin.'s   lieiiiatli 
tiiry.  Ml  Nsiil  skii  ^ 

Biit  yet  my  liHiely  spirit  fiiIli»\\N  ihim-,      I-'nr    vv  liii  h    1     IIm        M.irk    eves   j 
A!<«  round  the  ri'liini:  eurili  III  L'li'  !••!■  Itmw  n  iirnlMiii- ; 

h)wsday:  I   IkiM  iliim  :tll   nmsi   diar:    hut  i 

But   yet    thy    IIvIiTs   nn    my    h'TJ/nTi  M.n  k  i-m-s. 

slline  1  livi-  ;ini|  ilie'  .irnl  milv  <lie  in  yoii 

Into  my  niL'ht.  whin   ih"ii  .irt   i".ir     <  »t  l:ii'- -mh  ryrs  |.»iki-."|  at  me  '    w| 


SONNKT* 

]  TiiK.UF  an*  three  thiuL'**  which  till 
heart  with  sJL'hs. 
And  steip  my  soul  in  lauirhter  (wl 

I  view 
I-'air  maiden  furnis  mnvinir  liki*  nn 

•  llr-si      . 


awav. 


I  riHisi-ii, 


I  am  sodark.  al.i-!  :iiiii  tli'iii  <"  iMJ.'ht.      .\!      -un-^it.    inidt  rm  aili    u    shaihi 
Whi'U  we  twu  nn  •  t  ijn-ri  '-.  n«  Vi  r  jn-r-  pi. on-. 


feet  iJL'h!. 


SnNNKT-: 

CllF.cK    e\erv    mitrlash.    fVi TV    r\idi  r 

sally 
Of  thoiiirlir  and  -pi*'*-!! :  sprak  low, 

ami  L'i  v<   up  \\  hi«lly 
Thv    spiiji     ?••    iiiilil  riiiii<l<-ii     Mr  Im 

eli..!y  . 

I  l-'r..|i.   ■  I'm.  'i-!   I.  ■  '     <  MF.  r.-i.-.'  I-  r  ti.l'J. 
-  |ri>iii     I  ri>    I  r<    •i-liii..in'^  M  i  '  i/ihi  ,'  (■•r 
Hii^'ii-i.  !■<  Jl 


Iriiijil  I'laMni.i  iil-ii  Mm  si>iith«rn '•e:i 
I'ruii  an  half  open  lattici-  Innkfil  at  / 
1 -a'A  i)«i  rni»re      iiiiK  fho^- i-ni-  —  r( 

t  li-M  ■! 

Aiid  'hi/zliil  lo  tin-  hi  art  w  itli  irlorii 
]>ain. 


TIIK  SKlPPINc;  KoPK 

M  \:i    never  yet  wa'-  .int*  li.pe 
<'<>iilii  skip  sii  JiL'htly  liy 

'   Kriiiii  *  Thi- Viirk-hin  I.i|i-r»r\  Aiitm 
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Stand  off,  or  else  my  skipping-rope 

Will  liit  you  in  the  eye. 
How  lightly  whirls  the  skipping-rope  ! 

How  fairy-like  you  lly  ! 
Go,    get  you   gone,   you   muae   and 
mope  — 

I  hate  that  silly  sigh. 
Nay,  dearest,  teach  me  how  to  hope, 

Or  tell  me  how  to  die. 
Then?,  take  it,  take  my  skipping-rope, 

And  hang  yourself  thereby. 


THE  NEW  TIMON  AND  THE 
POETS » 

Wk  know  him,  out  of  Shakespeare's 
art. 
And    those  fine  curses  which    he 
spoke ; 
•fhe  old  Timon,  with  his  noble  heart. 
That,    strongly    loathing,    gn^atly 
broke. 

^o  (lied  th<'  Old:  here  coinos  the  Now. 

RcLMnl  liim  :  a  familiar  face*: 
'.  tlinuirht   we  kiRW  him:  What,  it's 
you. 
The  padilcd    man  —  that   wrars  tlu* 
stays  — 

Who  killed  the  ijlrls  and  thrilled  the 
I  )i  •%  s 

With  dandy  pathos  \vhen  you  wrote  I 
A  Lion.  you.  that  made  a  noise. 

And  >hook  a  mane  * /«  j>.ii,illn(,s. 

And  onee  you  tried  the   Mus«'<  too; 

Vou  laiied.  Sir:   therefore  now  you 
turn. 
To  fall  on  thoM'  who  are  to  you 
A>^  Cap'ain  is  to  Suhaltcrn. 

liut  mi-n  «>f  lonir-'iidurinL''  hopes. 
And  (;ir<les^  what    tiii<  hour   may 

hrillLT. 
i'an  p:ird-.!l  little  would  l)f   P()1'K> 

And   r>i:rMMi.i>.  \\h<n  they   try   to 

>^M"nL^ 

An  Ai*'^t.  Sir.  <h"u1d  rf<t  in  Art. 

And  \\  a ! \ ' ■  a  i ; f ;  1  •  ■  " f  h i ^  claim  : 
'I'm  hi  v.-  t  he  .'..-.p  I',  w't  i."  heart 

1  -  ni'  ■•  '•  '\\:\\\    ill  p.  ui  ie  fann' 

'  Piil.'.i-h.  .1  III  *Pun.li.'  l-'il)rii.iry  .2^. 
Isl'i,  -ii;ii.  .1  •  AJ.iMa.Ifv.' 


But  you.  Sir,  you  are  hard  to  p 
You  never  look  but  half  coot 

Nor  like  a  gentleman  at  ease. 
With  moral  breadth  of  temper 

And  what  with  spites  and  wfai 
fears, 

You  cannot  let  a  body  be : 
It 's  always  rin^ng  in  your  ear 

*  They  call  this  man  as  good  ] 

What  profits  now  to  understam 
The  merits  of  a  spotless  shin 

A  dapper  boot  —  a  little  hand  - 
If  half  the  little  soul  is  durt  ? 

Tou  talk  of  tinsel  I  why,  we  se 
The  old  mark  of  rouge  upo 
cheeks. 

Tou  prate  of  Nature !  you  are 
That  spilt  his  life  about  the( 

A  TiMON  you  I  Nay,  nay,  for  \ 
It  looks  too  arropint  a  jest  — 

The  fierce  old  man  —to  take  hi 
Y(»u  bandbox.  OlT,  an<i  let  hi 


LINES  1 

IIkkk  often,   when  a  child    I 
I  elin«-<l, 

I       I  took  deliirht  in  this  hxalitv 
\  Here    st<KHl    the    infant     Ilii»n 
mind, 
And  here  the  Grecian  shijts  d 
to  l>e. 
And  here  aL'ain  I  coinr.  ami  oi 
The  drain-cut   levels  <»f  the 
lea.— 
(J my  sea  banks   and    pale    sui 
dreary  wind. 
Dim  shores,  dense  rains,  ami 

clouded  se-a  ! 


I  STANZAS 2 

I 
What  time  I  wasted  youthfe.l 
One  of  the  shininir  winired  po\ 

'  Showd  me  vast  clitTs  with  ci 

I  toW«TS. 

1    I>..:n      'Til.'     MaTi.]i»>«t.'r     .\\ 
All.'Mi:.*    1<'.0. 

-■  (  ■.rtTilmt..!   t"    'I'll.-  K»M-|ivak' 
,   hi-tr.it«  <l  annual.   IS.M. 


BRITONS,  GUARD  YOUR  OWN 
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■   towards   the    gracious   light    I 

bow'd, 
%ej  secm'd  litgh  palaces  and  proud, 
Cid    now    and   then   with    sliding 

cloud. 

Ke  laid,  '  The  labor  is  not  small ; 
ret  winds  the  patliway  free  to  all :  — 
Tako  care   thou  dost    not   fear   to 
falll' 


3RITON8.  GUARD  YOUR  OWN » 

EliiB,  Britons,  rise,  if  manhood  be  not 

dead ; 
The  woricrslast  tempest  darkens  over- 
head; 
The  Fopc  has  bless'd  him ; 
The  Church  carcss'd  him ; 
De  triumphs ;  maybe  wo  shall  stand 
alone. 
Britons,  guard  your  own. 

^  ruthless  host  is  bought  with  plun- 
dered gold, 
)y  lying  priests  the  peasants*  voters 
controll'd. 
All  freedom  vanisird. 
The  true  men  banish 'd. 
le  triumphs:  maybe  w<*  shall  stand 
alone. 
Britons,  guanl  your  own. 

'eace-lovers  we  —  sweet  Peace  we  all 

desire  — 
'eace-lovers  we —  but  who  can  trust  a 
liar?  — 
Peace-lovers,  hatern 
Of  shameli^ss  t  mi  tors. 
7e  hate  not  France,  but  this  man's 
heart  of  stone. 
Britons,  guanl  your  own. 

7e  hate  not  Franco,  but  France  has 

lost  lior  voire. 
Iiis  man  is  Franco,  tht^  man  thi'v  call 
her  choir*;. 
By  trickK  anti  spyinir. 
By  craft  and  lyin^:. 
.ml  munior  was  lior  freeiiom  ovor- 
thniwn. 
BritouH.  iruartl  vour  own. 

1  Fmrn  *  Tl)«*  KxAiiiiiivr,*  January  31,  IS.'iS. 
ad  signed  '  Merlin.' 


'  Vive  I'Empereur  *  may  follow  by  ani: 

by; 
'  God  save  the  Queen '  is  here  a  truei 
cry. 
God  save  the  Nation, 
The  toleration, 
And  the  free  speech  that  makes  a  Bri 
ton  known. 
Britons,  guanl  your  own. 

Rome's  dearest  daughter  now  is  cap 

tivc  Franco. 
The  Jesuit  laughs,  and  reckoning  or 
his  chance. 
Would,  unrelenting. 
Kill  all  dissoMtinir. 
Till  we  wore  left  to  fight  for  truth 
alone. 
Britons,  guard  your  own. 

Call  home  your  ships  across  Biscayan 

tides. 
To  blow  the  battle  from  thoir  oaken 
sides. 
Why  waste  thev  yonder 
Their  idle  thunller  ? 
Why  stay  tliey  thtTc  to  guanl  a  fon*ign 
tlirouo  ? 
Seamen,  guanl  your  own. 

Wo  wore  the  iKvst  of  marksmen  Ionj» 

ago. 
We  won  old  battles  with  our  stn?ni:th. 
the  bow. 
Now  praetic*',  y<*<>n\"n. 
fjike  th<»so  lN)wnien. 
Till  your  luills  tly  as  tluir  true  shafts 
have  llown. 
Yt»omon,  guanl  y«»ur  own. 

Ilis  soldior-riddon  ]Iii:lines>  niiirht  in 

eline 
To  take   Sanlinia.    Iiel;:ium.   or    tlu 
Rhine  : 
Sliall  we  St  ami  uWr, 
Xor  s<M'k  to  l»rMI«' 
His   ni«le   a;:u^nssl'»nH.   till   we   stand 
alone  ? 
Make  their  eaii^i   vour  r>wn. 

Should  he  land  here,  and  f«>r  one  liour 

pnrvail, 
Tliero  must  no  man  lm  kiek  to  boar 
the  tah*: 
No  nnin  to  bear  it  — 
Swear  it  t  we  swear  it  1 
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Alliiouek  we  figbt  tiie  bandit  woriil 
We  Bwuar  to  gnonl  our  own. 

ADOmONAL  VERSES" 

TO    '«OI>  SAVB  TDK   qCKKK.' 

Gon  hlett  our  Prim*  and  Rrtil*  t 
Qod  kr^p  their  laulo  a1l[«l. 

titNl  w>(^  the  qut«u  I 
Clotbv  Ihem  with  rigbteougnosB, 
Crown  tlipm  witd  bappfncsa. 
Thi>m  Vlth  nil  lilmeuifja  bits*, 

Uodwivv  Uie  Queen  I 

FiUr  Ml  tills  liHllow'il  liour. 
Farewell,  oiir  tlngluiii'ii  flowfr, 

God  save  the  Qiio^ii ! 
Parpwfll.  fini  rotw  of  Mov  J 
Let  botli  tlic  iHtnplrs  my.' 
Otfl  bltna  ilty  raMrrmge-dnjr, 

Odd  blcM  ibt  Queen  1 


THE  WAR* 

There  is  n  soiinci  of  thumlfr  nfar. 
Storm  ia  the  Soiilb  thatiUrbeiu  tlie 
(lay! 
Stom  of  battle  aud  thunder  of  war  I 
Well  If  it  do  not  roll  our  way. 
Fmn  I  form  '.  Kiflomen,  foTTii  I 
Beady,    be    ready    to    meet    Iht 


Tie  not  deaf  to  tbe  sound  that  wame ! 

Bt  not  giiird  by  u  despot's  plea ! 

Are    fljjs  of    thistles,   or   gmpes  of 

thorns? 

How  gbould  n  despot  »t  mpn  Free  T 

Form !  form  1  Riflemen,  form  I 

Ready,  be    ready    to   meet    tlie 


>  Writlen  fnr  lh«  tiiarrinMof  IliP  Princ 
Rovnl  nt  Ene!«nd  «illi  id'  Oown  Prii 
•t  PrUKia,  .luauarr  35,  ISiB. 

■fnm-  IW  UDdwTi>M^'lUy^  IS 


Form,  be  reatly  to  do  or  dlnfl 
Form  it]  Freedom's  tumw' 
Queen-sl 

Tnie  tbnt  we  biive  h  ffciihfn! 
But  only  tb«  derll  enn  tell 

Forml  fonni  RUteoten. 
Realty,    bt-   ready    to  n 


THE  RmOLBT 

'Tour  riiifflets.  vour  riugkti 
That  look  so  ftoklcn-gay. 

If  you  will  give  me  one.  but 
To  kiss  it  uiiibt  and  Jay. 


Then  never  (vliillfnK  touch  of 

Will  turn  it  silvCT-gray; 
And  then  shall  I  know  it  is 

gold 
To  Bam«  and  sparkle  niid  atrt 


old. 
Till   all    the  romets 

cold, 

Aud  all  her  stars  decay.' 
'Tbcu   take    it,    )ovc,    and 


'My  ringlet,  my  ringlet. 

"thai  art  so  gcJdea-gay. 
No»  never  chilling  touch  of 

Caa  turn  thee  silver-gray  ; 
Aud  a  lad  may  wink,  and  a 
bint. 


Aod  I  swear  henceforth  by 

tbis. 
That   a  doubt  will   only  mm 

kiss. 
And  a  fear  to  be  kisa'd  awi 


COMPROMISE 


947 


t,  lore,  and  put  it  by ; 
tiange»  why  so  can  L' 

n 

» Ringlet, 
u  night  and  day, 
,  O  Rhiglet, 
jc  golden-gay, 
O  Kinglet, 
d  be  silver- gray : 
3   this  which   now  I  'm 

ou  for  true  gold, 

ave   you 's   bought   and 

Sold,  sold. 

2 

)  Ringlet, 
d  a  rosy  red, 
Rt,  O  Kinglet, 
ou  from  her  head, 
,  O  Ringlet, 
^ou  me,  and  said, 
it,  love,  and  put  it  by  ; 
tiange.  whv  so  can  L' 
)1den  nothing,  tie, 
You  golden  lie. 

8 

>  Kinglet, 

•u  much  to  blame 

0  Ringlet, 
much  to  shame, 
[)  Kin^'ha. 

u  to  tlie  flame. 

tills  which  now  I  Icam 

1  my  faith  a  turn  ? 
lossy  heretic,  burn, 

Bum,  bum. 

LINES  1 

heart  b<»at 8  life  within  hor 

» 

will  l)less  tlice,  guardian 

T  mild, 

'ay   thy  memory  will  be 

•n  of  the  chiUlrcn  of  thv 


1A04,  At  the  rpquott  of  tin' 
cri|ition  on  th«*  ^tatiit*  of  the* 
•nt  lit  Fr«»t:tin»n'  ;  priiitvd  in 
uniul,*  M«rcii  VJ,  1864. 


1866-18861 

I  STOOD  on  a  tower  in  the  wet, 
And  New  Tear  and  Old  Tear  met, 
And  winda  were  roaring  and  blowing, 
And  I  said,  'O  years  that  meet  m 

tears. 
Have  ye  aught  that  is  worth  the  know- 

hig? 
Science  enough  and  exploring. 
Wanderers  coming  and  going. 
Matter  enough  for  deploring, 
But  aught  Uiat  is  worth  the  know- 
ing?' 
Seas  at  my  feet  were  6owing, 
Waves  on  the  shingle  pouring, 
Old  Tear  roaring  and  blowing. 
And  New  Tear  blowing  and  roaring. 


STANZA  « 

Not  he  that  breaks  the  dams,  but 
he 
That  thro*  the  channels  of  the  State 
Convoys  the  people's  wish,  is  great; 

His  name  is  pure,  his  fame  is  free. 


COMPKOMISE* 

Stekksman,  be  not  precipitate  in  thy 

act 
Of  steering,  for  the  river  here,  my 

friend, 
I^arts  in  two  channels,  moving  to 

one  end. 
This  go«.»s  straiglit  forward  to  tlie  cat 

aract. 
That  stn>ams  about  the  bi»nd  ; 
But  tlio'  the  cataract  seem  the  nearer 

way. 
Whate'er  the  crowd  on  either  bank 

may  say. 
Take  thou  the  l>en<l,  't  will  save  thcr 

many  a  day. 

1  'Goml  WonN.'  March,  IWW. 

■■' roiifriliutiMl  tf>  th»»  '  SliakP'>prari-aii 
Show  Ii«M»k,*  i»ri»t«'«l  in  Mnn-h,  IHKl,  fur  a 
fair  pit  !ii»  for  th«'  iM'iiofit  of  lli«'  <'hrU«'a 
IIoHpital  f«»r  WoiiM'ii. 

*  A*ldn*"**«»il  to  Mr.  <iladMfine,  tln*n  Prliiii* 
MiniMor,  in  Novt-nilMT,  1RH4,  wlim  tin* 
Franchixf  Kill  wa*«  lifin^  diwutned  in  tliv 
||i»n<»i>  of  \jtTtU:  and  afterwards  printed  in 
the  *  l*all  Mali  Uazett*.' 
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^VDDITIONAL    POEMS 


EXPER15IEST     IN     SAPPHIC    I  STiiKZA ' 

MKTHE' 

Wc  lost  ;ou  [or  lion  long  &  ttiK. 
Faded  every  violet,  nil  tbe  nnea ;  True  Pearl  of  our  poetic  priniEl 

Gooe  tlie  glorious  proiulBC.  anil  Uic    Wc  fouod  70U,  and  ;mi  gfam  < 


Bf  Qretik  Uteralure,'  18TT. 


In  Bril4kio's  lyric  coronet 
1  PreriKiry,  In  iWl,  tn  '  FVsri.'  u  b 
I  Vub  tHwin  ol  ilii-  Htb  rmaaj,  «djul 
I  Ur.  brMi  GoUaue*. 


i 


INDEXES 
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tMit  fantly  born  md  bred,  327. 

I  Earth,  a  lUge  to  gloomM  with 

■tmM  did  w«  weave,  230. 

I  •>  Maj  breath  and  bloom  of  ipriag, 

r  who  hae  come,  220. 

petty  f oola  of  rhyme,  948. 

lian,7. 

valley,  stream  that  flaebeet  white, 

,  all  creeds,  all  dreams  are  true, 

e  basest  of  mankind,  105. 

1,  tho*  faith  and  form,  206. 

Uy  of  mv  delight,  225. 

my  eldsM-bom,  is  foae,  you  say, 

r  334. 

talked  with  him,  and  showed  him 
*^ 

I  the  people  fell,  MK 

ping  ?  haveyou  forgotten  T  do  not 

ster  dear,  CSH. 

le,  none  other  rose  had  I,  536. 

>mis,  hear  os,  O  Mother,  near  us, 

^80S. 

Bore  :  the  wind  may  draw  the  sea, 

ts  the  year*s  Ust  boars,  16. 

in  a  dsad  man's  face,  238w 
land  at  eve  we  went,  163. 
roice  spake  unto  me,  37. 

coming,  but  the  winds  were  stiU, 

I  downcast  eyes  we  muse  and  brood, 

the  Asores  Sir  Richard  Orraville 

Qen**  on  the  Christmas-eve,  83. 

ag,  fil3. 

ammnv  are  the  tlroe  of  Christ,  628. 

Britain  cannot  rest,  ATiO. 

—  the  winds  that  bend  th^  brier  I 


rer,  W7. 

gland,  not  for  a  season,  O  banner  of 

It  thou,  r/.r:. 

Iieart  —  I  girtt  you  tbU  aiiil  thU/ 

ne.  little  h«>art !  )M«t.  \^mt  f  (7.t). 
'.  th**  rfiitrf  aiiil  rnU'T  of  KiiroiM'iiii 

n«. 

iiid*TM  of  thi'  iipfirr  ']»'»•]*,  7. 

h«*n  iii>  Iiiclit  in  low .  ::\ ' 

rin'  to  th**  loriK  \m.ru  '  '««i 

;,  fur  tlM-  worM  i*  H>iit«*  Hith  M^y, 

nimftrt,  gxtUff  trnui  af4i.  ;»ll. 
I«r*-ak.  l.V^ 
h#y  <  aJIM  yni  mt  that  kii*'«   )ou 

It  Diike, '/MM. 

ingrr'd  un  the  Iswa,  '.'4.^ 


Calm  is  the  mom  without  a  sound,  2*.'!. 
GaressM  or  chidden  br  the  slender  hand,  31. 
Chains,  mv  good  lord  t  in  your  raised  brows 

read,  603. 
Check  every  outflash,  every  ruder  sally,  (Ma. 
Clear-headed  friend,  whose  joyful  scorn,  10. 
Clearly  the  blue  river  chimes  in  Its  flowing,  4 
Come  down,  O  maid,  from   yonder   mountsii 

height,  210. 
Come  not,  when  I  am  dead,  147. 
Come,  when  no  graver  cares  emplc^,  287. 
Comrades,  leave  me  here  a  little,  while  as  yp 

't  is  early  mom,  120. 
ContempUte  all  this  work  of  Time,  254. 
Could  I  have  said  while  he  was  liere.  '£!». 
Could  I  outwear  my  prment  state  of  woe,  934. 
Could  we  forget  the  widowed  hour,  221). 
'Courage!*    he  said,  and  pointed  towanl  tbi 

huid,60. 

Dagonet,  the  fool,  whom  Oawain  in  his  mood 

Dainty  little  maiden,  whither  wouhl  yoti  wandir 

347. 
Dark  house,  by  which  once  more  I  stand,  '.'19. 
Dead  I  643. 

Dead  mountain  flowers,  K78. 
Dead  Princees,  living  Power,  if  that  which  livM 

606. 
Dear  friend,  far  off,  my  lost  desire.  257. 
Dear,  near  and  true,  —  no  truer  Tlmf  himself 

342. 
Deep  on  the  convent-roof  the  snows.  l.'Vt 
Dip  down  upon  the  northern  Rhure,  *J.M\ 
Itoom,  where  my  heart  was  uiied  ti>  liest,  2ri4 
l><Nin*t  thtku  'ear  my  Vnie's  legn,  an  thf  jr  canter 

swsay,  339. 
D<»et  thoii  look  hark  on  what  hath  hern,  'Z^t. 
Do  we  indeed  dMirf  tlie  dearl,  'Sfl. 
Duat  are  our  frames;  awl,  gilde<l  dust,  our  yritW 

312. 

■lainf  tltr  fair,  Klain**  the  lovahle,  4^. 

Kr»*  yet  my  hfart  wa«  ■w»H«t  I>iTr'»  t«»tiih,  '.iTO 

F.Tfry  day  hath  it*  niKht,  'X\\. 

Y.y*-*  tHiX.  di>wn-«lro|it  n«>r  o*»-r- bright,  Imt  ft-I.  •• 

Fa«1w|  (•\t«ry  vio|«*t,  all  thr  r«M^«.  ?»!•' 

Kaint  a*  a  cliinat*-  <  han|{iiiif  turil  tlut  flu-*.  *'*  1 

Fair  in  h**r  nrftaiff*  in  tt«  idxr.  'M\ 

Fair  iihl|>,  tliat  front  thf  Italian  •h'-'r**.  r^K 

Vmt  thiri|t»  art-  »Jow  t<>  fA<lc  .»wa\.  '^-I 

Faif-wfll,    MA<-r«'a«ly,    •jn"-    to  ntirlit    •»-    pirt 

K4ri-wi-||,  «h<iM>  lik«-  on  farth   1    nhtll  ift    fid 

i.'«l 
Kiftv    tiiiif*   tin-    r'>««    )i»*    rjowt-r'd    ai>  i    fjd'd 

<VC>  I. 
Firt  \'\f\\fr  i.iir  (^aj-rn  ttii>  «i|i-rtiij  iii^'l.t,  'd' 
Kl'.A  d'lvt  ii.  >  'lid  ri\  III*  f .  X"  t  ii<-  f  4,  1 1'- 
FI«.»»«  r  in  fli*'  t  tAntu'-'S  will.  'iM 
Fi«»     !•■*#•       fn-f  f^«l'l  -- »•■   hiif   h«it    »liil»-  wi 

iiiit) .  »i  • 
Front  art.  (ntin  natur«>,  froib  tbr  w-h'^d*,  'ZtL 


INDtA    OF    FIRST   LINES 


"iz- 


Hairal«n<i.ka 

■sr* 


k  »  imnut,  I  ta  ua  bK. 


ftmrnslum,  KbMkeklkl  t  Uj  iwilivd.  ML 
Bm  ■(«  m  ■■■■•■  s(  Mlui  r™*".  SSI- 
He  nh  >t  dam  *M,  «n>l  •rttn  W>p>.  Ml. 
H«r.  Uai  ja  Saur  wt*  uMn'  to  r    W1 


^  Uu  fijrvli  mmfj  pnim  him,  1  tHlicTt  '«mt' 

HoBW  Cher  braocbl  twt  niiiiir  da^l.  180. 

Hair  faiH  il  vilb  ^c  tuppjr  daad,  'I^. 

Itov  Iflog,  O  0<>d,  tlull  luvo  be  riddHi  <Io«d, 


I  «ubM  Irne  UiH  u  I  cifhi. 

1  aH»D«  « tbll  iMfalM  rtlH,  HI. 

li^BbtkaUU:  tna (od to ■*!, M8. 

I  tnam'i  Um*  vvold  lo  torioc  bd  nxn.  2) 

I  aavT  B9t  b  taj  •Condi,  3K 

If  w*  nna  datre  •lioald  riw,  33B. 

U  riH  T«J»  •hoold  nnMl,  3i£. 

It,  te  Or  HOnd  IMU  laUW  »«. 

It  I  •«•  lend,  «  I  daka  M  bi.  33. 


dL  (hv  lucl.  23). 

bin  wbo  linRi.  :ia. 

I  Ufp.  -  Ui^  tnrk,  22S 


I-w  (kd  1  nlk'd.     Hov  ti^  Ik  a) 
ill  fc^oar  b«  ■htumi  ■■ilj.  lO. 

I  iMd  *«a  ■■•■  >  ■««  ■«  Kill  Mill,  n 
ItMllHlwUM.    tanrtM-ia 
I  •fa«  ta  tJ)B  Ikat  n^  b**T9t. 
t<il,lkn,n«MlurlaMaMtaa     , 

■i  11  II*  ciui  ■<  tw  4u*  aa«  I  kal 

[ta.»>Trh-d'Sae. 
Itli  I<m.  iiHt  pnwk'd  n  ito>ta*4flMl 


n  te  l£d^AM  k>  n.  ten,  9 


lA-i"; 


ma  I C    I  i*j.  «fc. . 


-Urnr  iii*d«  n*«  hiditlib  1<: 


bO*d  tlAH  «uidj  tr*cu,  SO. 

s,  liU,  H  lata  I  ud  daik  Ua  lyfU  n 


tUnj  a  hsanh  n|;>an  our  dark  flatia  ii^ 

Kaiiy.  iDUiy  ■ajHolia.  GTO. 

Ma  Hur  <iirn  fita  la  Luolnf  anrmv  donaMl 
KUnjffht  —  in  DD  Hildinilnllirr  timr.  I^lfi. 

Ilina  abmt  DDW.  en.  "    ""     ™" 

Him-  W  Iba  •tnnrlh  nl  ipitlt,  fnll  abl  !>• 
Hlnni*  anJ  WInoft,  WH. 

*  Murr  than  tn^  broUna  ata  ta  infr,'  09. 
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•  iVv*  i«»j<t«-ar<l,  Inmty  i-artlif  and  Ifavt*,  146. 

y    father  left  a  {tark  to  iiif,  i:'>3. 

y  rrieud  ■liuiiltl  meet  lue  iiou«whereliereabout, 

.y  tmoA  Made  carveA  the  cium]I1oi  uf  men,  13(!. 

ly  DMrt  {•  wMtod  with  my  wue,  21. 

1 V  kopa  and  faf»it  ia  with  thee  —  tlioa  wilt  be, 

[jr  life  ia  full  of  weary  dayi,  29. 

Lorda,  we  heard  yoa  apeik  :  yoa  toM  ua  all, 


My  luve  haa  talkM  with  rocka  and  trees,  247. 
My  name,  ooce  mine,  uow  thine,  ia  cloaelier  luloe, 

My  own  dim  life  ahould  teach  me  thia,  227. 
SAy  RnBliml,  my  Roaallnd,  !£. 
M.>  Bonlind,  my  Roaallnd,  910. 
^Kystrry  of  myateriea,  24. 

^Miy,  Doii  mander  o*  oae  to  be  callin*  Mm  RoK, 

Kui,  HoK.  tW. 
2«birF,  M  far  aa  In  her  lies  78. 
sVtRlitinRalM  warbled  witliuut,  Wt. 
Mot  ben* :  the  whito  North  has  thy  bone*;  and 

lh«u,  Gir,. 
Mot  he  tliat  brpakH  the  damn,  but  he,  !M7. 
Mot  tbi*  way  will  ymi  art  ymir  nnnif ,  irlt. 
Mow  fwlf^  tlie  )ai«t  Iouk  Ktrtuik  of  Mn(»w,  'ITA. 
Mow  in  don^  thy  \t*uu  day'H  work,  l!f). 
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I^ow,  loiDetimeB  in  my  narrow  iihiit,  224. 
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O  days  Mill  iMiiirii,  yuur  work  ia  thiN,  'J.%4. 
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Ob  llMt  laat  nlirht  fM'fore  wi>  wi-ni.  _'4:i. 

O  Patriot  StattfMfian.  lie  tlion  wi>«'  !•■  kiinw,  I'r^i'.. 

O  plump  beail>wait4'r  at  Tlir  <^H■k.  1-C 

O  purttliiiil  raif  nf  imImtiIiU'  m*'\\.  A"'.* 
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0  sweet  |iuli'  M:ii(;-'ri  t.  'Ji'.. 
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O  thdii  that  aft«-r  toil  ami  Hturm.  'JL'T. 
(>  thou  that  MndeKt  out  tin-  man,  M. 
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*  A  spirit  haunta  the  yearns  last  boon,*  lA. 

*  Beat  upon  mine,  little  heart,*  680. 
Oboiie,  0& 

*  Every  day  hath  iU  night,*  931. 
Far  —  far  —  awi^,  692. 

*  I  come  from  haunta  of  ooot  and  toim,  382. 
Included  in  the  dramaa : 
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*Blow  trumpet,  for  the  world  is  white  with 

May.*  367. 

*  Free  love  —  free  field  >-<we  love  but  while 

we  may.*  646. 
•In  love.  If  love  be  love,  if  love  be  ours,* 
476. 

*  Late.  lat«,  m>  Ute  !  and  dark  the  uiffht  and 

chill!*  667. 

*  My  name,  once  mine,  now  thine.  Is  closelier 

BifaM,'  476. 

*  O  moniM  star  that  amUast  in  the  Uue,*  416. 


*  Rain,  rain,  and  sun  !  s  rainbow  in  the  sky 

3M>. 
•Bweet  U  true  love  tho*  given  in  vain,  i 

vain,*  606. 
•The  fire  of  heaven  has  klll*d  the  barre 

cold,*  464. 

*  Turn,  Fortune,  turn  thy  wheel,  and  lowc 

the  prood,*  430. 
Induded  in  The  Princeae : 

*  Ask  me  no  more :  the  moon  may  draw  th 

sea*  tKn* 
•As  thro*  the  land  at  eve  we  went,*  163. 

*  Homo  tliey  brought  her  warrior  dead,*  IIK 
•Now  sloepa  the    crinuon    petal,   now   tb 

white,*  210. 

*  O  Swallow,  Swallow,  flying,  flying  south, 
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